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CoKSCloUs  of  inability  and  inexperience,  my 
fble  attempt  in  this  little  ptece^  was  to  contrive 
a  few  ludicrous  incidents,— a  few  comic  fitua-. 
tions,  to  difplay  the  peculiar  powers  of  the  Per- 
formers. How  I  have  fuccceded,  I  leave  thofe 
to  judge  who  have  witnefled  the  excellence  of 
the  acting,  and  heard  the  univerfal  applaufes,  . 
with  which  it  has  invariably  .been  xecdved. 
**  Yesor  NpP'Vis.a  mere  iketch,  which  the 
talents  of  the  Pefrfbrmers  have  highly  finifhed, 
— and  I  take  this  opportunity  of  cxpreffing  my 
fincere  thanks  for  their  exertions,  which  have 
made  a  trifle  of  fufEcient  confequence,  to 
induce  me  to  venture  it  in  the  Prefs, 
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DRAMATIS  FEKSOUJE. 


MEN. 

Sir  Barometer  OUiiyle Mr.  Grore^ 

Obadiah  Broadbrim Mr.  Listoo, 

CharUi  Fervor.  • Mr.  Farley, 

WHUam  Seagrave.*.. .......  Mr.  Smith, 

Drab  •  .^ .• Mr.  Noble, 

Corporal  Barrel.  .^  •  •  •^^  •  •  •  Mr.  Mathews, 

Landlord ^.. .—  •  •  •  •  •  Mr.  Atkins, 

WaUer ...^.•. Mr.  WilUami, 

Bailiffs Messrs.  Norris,  aod  Tmmaii. 

Soldiers,  Recruiis,  WaUerSy  ifc. 

WOMEN. 
Miss  Penelope  Snap  Oldstgh..  Mrs.  Daveoport, 
Pattjf  Seagraioe MissKellj. 


*^*  The  Passages  marked  with  inverted  Commas,  are 
omtltedin  the  Representation. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  I»— ^  Room^  wiib  Dtjkf  Account  Books,  bic^^ 
Dkab  writing. 

£n2^r  Obadiah  Broadbrim. 

Oha.  Drab. 

Drai.  Here  I  am.    (jidvancing^) 

Oha.  Is  the  man,  Charles  Fervor^  departed  ? 

Drab:-  Yea. 

Oba.  Hem !  verily  I  rejoice  thei'eat  i  for, '  be  is 
by  naturei  refembling  Satan,  full  of  evil  deeds — 
and  the  Ipirit  of  the  faithful  is  not  in  him. 

.  Drab.  Nay — his  head  is  light, — but  his  heart  is 
fterltng.  (with  energy.) 

Oba.  When  coniign*d  to  me,  by  the  man  named 
Barometer  Oldftyle,  his  guardian,  he  was  very 
young; — ^but  he  encreafed  not  in  difcretion  as  he 
advanced  in  years,  and  the  ilefli  bath  triumphed 
over  the  fpirit.  He  delighted  in  the  vanities^ of  th^ 
world — aflbciated  with  the  men  of  blood,  and^learn'd 
the  bulinefs  of  death. — In  the  words  of  the  wicked^ 
he  hath  become  a  foldier. 

Drab.  Yea. 

Oba.  He  hath  now  a'commiflion  to  obtain  men« 
and  train  them  in  the  ways  of  carnage  and  blood- 
Ihcd.— At  the  town  in  which  he  is  to  fojourn  tor 
this  purpofe,  I  poffefs  fome  worldly  effc£ls» 
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DraL^hou  doft-^dweIlings»  which  are  rented 
of  thee  at  exorbitant  funis. 

Oba.  'Th  true»  the  Peculation  bath  fucceeded, 
and  I  reap  the  reward  of  induftry— — 

J)rai.  {Afidc.J  And  extortion.— (^/^u^f.)  Verily 
yea. 

Oba.  I  have  therefore  defired  the  youth  Fervor, 
to  receive  the  rents  of  a  tenant,  called  Seagrave, 
who  is  much  in  arrears,  and  apply  the  amount  there* 
of  to  his  own  emergencies. 

Drab.  {Afide.)  The  man  Seagrave  hath  no  mo* 
ney,-~and  the  man  Bfoadbrim  knoWeth  it. 

Oha.  Had  he  remained  in  London,  he  would 
doubtlefs  have  been  entrappM  by  the  men — term'd 
bailiffs — ^from  whom  I  muft  have  releafed  him,— ^ 
this  expenfe  is  avoided,  and  the  peril  of  the  bailiffs 
refis  on  his  own  fhoulders. 

Drah.  Yea.  (much  affeSled^  tue  endeavouring  to 
c(mceatit.) 

Oba.  I  am  informed  they  are  already  in  purfuit, 
and  I  have  written  to  the  guardian  to  warn  him  of 
the  youth's  abominations. 

Drah.  (Afide.)  Verily,  thou  art  a  viper, — the  fpi- 
rit  waxeth  ftrong  within  me.     {Afide^  much  agitated.) 

Oba.  I  have  likcwife  written  to  the  fitter  of  the 
aforcfaid  Oldftyle^  by  name,  Penelope  Snap, — ve- 
rily, I  bear  the  woman  much  affeftion — ^and  fcall 
depart  in  the  vehicle  which  journcyeth  to  that 
place  forthwith. 

Drab.  {Having  appeared  violently  aptatcd.)  I  can 
hear  thee  no  more — "  thou  haft  bafcly  traduced  a 
•<  noble  youth,  under  thy  proteSion,  to  his  guar- 
<•  dian — the  only  friend  he  hath  in  exiftence — fent 
*•  him  to  be  arrefted  in  the  very  fight  of  this  friend, 
*•  by  bailiffs  whom  he  cannot  (atisfy  ;  for  thou  haft 
**  affured  him  of  the  means,  where  thou  well  know- 
*•  eft,  he  cannot  obtain  it. — ^Thy  love  for  the  wo- 
*•  man, — ^and  thy  kindnefs  for  the  youth,  is  hypo- 
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*^  crify.*'  Thy  charader  fliall  l>9  publiChed  amongft 
our  brethren,  whbfe  (eGt  thou  baft  difgraced  by 
fuch  a  flagrant  outrage  on  juftice  and  humanity. 

Oba.  (Having  Ufipud  in  cofifternation^  fidhii  /or  a 
moment  irrefolutCy  then  takes  a  Jew  Jleps  afm  Draj— 
fiops^-^urm    round^-ani    ntt^ing    tie    ejaculation^ 
**  Hem*' — walks  Jlowly  off^  cmrary  to  the  Exit  of 
Daab, 


SCENE  IL— Pattt  S^A^&aAyE  infimpk  mourning, 
is  feen  v^orki$g,at  a  Table^i  the  appearance  of  the 
Room  clean — bui  indicative  of ucfreme  Sftre/s. 

Pat.  Heigho!-r-Haw  fblitwy  and  Tad  every 
thing  ^pears»  I  vifli  WiUi^im  would  cetum-r--poor 
brother — hisjieart  is  full^  aqdaa  heavy  as  muie-*- 
{a  knock  at  ^^f  >or}r-<)b*  tihtfre  he  is  at  taft,  (openo 
ike  doqry  Wxi,x.iam  S^Aife&ME^tte^rry  and  iropsimo 
4S  Chair  exhaujied^y, 

Pat.  (Leaning  over  him.)  Dear  Willianit  you 
liave  been  out  a  long  time. — 

Will.  To  no  purpofe.  . 

Pat.  No — will  not  Mr.  w  orldly  pay  the  debt  ? 
{V^ihhiAuJbakes  his  head. J  What  will  become  of 
us? 

WiU.  A  prifen.— 

Pat.  Can  nothing  be  done  ? 

Will.  Nothingi- ftarve  ! 

Pai.  Nay,  do  not  defpair. 

fViU   Wfaatelfeis  left  us?— 

Pat.  I  can  work — 

WiU.   Inceflantly ! — you  have  fupported  youtfelf 
and  a  fick  brother  feven  weeks— it  cannot  liaff. 

Pat*  Oh,  yes — 

Wilf.  Impoflible!   arrears  of  rent— out-ftanding 
debts— the  apothecary's  hi]l^(  hides  bis  face.) 
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Pat.  Tou  went  out  veiy  early  brother,  I  fear 
you  are  ill.— 

Will.  Not  very  welh~I  have  not  tafted  ifood  to^ 
day. 

Pat.  Heaven!  and  there  ia  no  bread  in  the 
honfe— • 

fVili  No  bread  1  and  you^-^you  have  toil'd  fince 
morning  without  refrefliment*- 

Pat.  I  wifli'd  for  none. 

miL  What's  that !— Ha!  it  fliaU^— it  muft  be 
fo.«-*(j  Recruiting  Party  heard  without.) 

Pat.  Where  are  you  going  ?* — 

fyHl.  Heaven  knows  l-^fbalf  afide.) 

Pat.  What  agitates  you»---let  me— - 

Will.  No— No— I  Ihall  return  immediately.-— 
Tts  the  laft  refource!--  4^£k  and  Exit.) 

Pat.  Poor  feUow-^how  pale  he  looks,  and  he 
was  once  fo  handfome  :— I  am  fure  'tis  anxiety  for 
me-^aod  yet  I  try  to  appear  happy  oh  his  account* 
and  fometimes  fing  his  fieivourite  ballad;  but  it 
founds  more  melancholy  than  it  vfed* 


SONG. 


On  Ella's  cheek»  the  rofe  was  feen»— 
The  tint  was  pure,  the  hue  ferene  ; 
Awhile  it  bloom'd  in  beauty  rare»— 
But  tranfient  was  its  dwelling  there : 
Bright  was  her  eye  of  heavenly  blue^ 
Her  lips  like  rubies  dip'd  in  dew. 
And  fweetefl  melody  there  hung. 
On  the  loft  accents  of  her  tongue# 
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But  foon  the  ftorcn  beg^n  to  1ow*r  ;— 
It  &rack  the  tree  that  held  the  flower-— 
Her  lover  died*  ihe  droop'd  her  head» 
In  forrow  o'er  h}^  lowjy  bed  : 
And  fading  Ulce  her  cheek's  foft  .blocim» 
Sunk  like  a  lilly  to  the  tomb ;---     . 
Still  will  the  tears,  foft  pity  gaye» 
Refredi  the  flowers  that  deck  her  grave. 

•    {  \\\  ■' 

SCENE  liL^-uOur/^  of  the  Ahgtl  Jm. 

EMer  Corporal  9arr Vt**-  ^^  Rfcmittng  Parly,  ftOe- 
tal  GnMrymim  with  Cockaia  in  tfi^k  Hatu — Drum 
and  Fife  playing  %Mr^  •*  Roaft^Bect"  . 

Onf.  Huzza  my  boysf-^if  th^ofe^are  not  a  fet 
of  at  bne.recru^^  as  ever  carried  a  muiket,  my  name^ 
is  not  Barrel— -Another  fuch  i  day^s  wbrk^  will  make 
my  Officer  a  Ca|>^ini  and,  if  merit  flio^Ul  meet  it*s 
reward*  will  turn  m)s,  a  hoify  Co|po^s^»  into  an  Or- 
derly Serjeant,  in.  bop — in  with  you.  (As  4bey 
go  into  the  Tap  Ehiir  Wuliam  Smaq^^vz. 

mil.  Corporal-^ — 

Corp.   Hey}— What  do  ye,  want ?r- Who  .are 

tf^.  An  EngUlhtkian, — ^have  be^n^.  a .  f^ilQr<<«- 
would  be  a  foidien— (/^i£f.  fiands  tu\th  bis  hands 
daffdy  end  eyes  fixed  oh  the  ground  ) 

Carp.  That's  a  brave  fellow— ^Jip J  b^  looks 
like  a  Frenchman,  for'  all  thatMpe*^  as  pale  and 
thin  as  (bup-meagre ;  I  wonder^  wbat^  he  lives 
upon.—-  '  \y.    /*  v 

irUl.  (AbflraaeMyi)  DtzrPMyy^^^  ^ 

Carp.  Dear  Patty  !-^h^*devil !—;'.,.         "^ 
fflU.  This  will  vt  a  temporary  relief^ I^e  has 
laboured  incefianidy.^  ' 
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Corp.  Well,  friend,  here  arc  two  guineas. 
WtU.  — FW-  tw6  aioptlu  '  .       ^  ^'^", 

.   Corp.  T^niWhs!       •^"''      '^      '.  "V^  ji 
Will.  'Tis  my  tu^n  now-^djo*  ^e '  cannbt  find 

the  bond— Old  Worl41y  may  flill   be  wd^ce<j(  to 

pay  the  money  ^•*-  "   '     '  ' 

Corp.  Pay  the  mdiifcy!    (Jb— the  Cftpufn  jvill 

give  you  the  bounty  mphey, ' 
mil.  He's  rich'. 

Corp.  Not  very — ^but  then  you'll  havfr— 
WUl.  A  huifdrd;^  ppundst  it  i$:Bbt^iig<t6hiin.- 
Corp.  A  hundred  pounds  !— 
Will,  Twould  be  tous— eveirj;  thin^* 
^orp,  Ifydu  t^lnl?o('ffcttfog  4  hundred  ^ftjinds, 

friend,  I  fci-  ypu^U  be  4i>aj?PoW«d.      " . 
WilL  \%zt\otjoo.~-{t<fm(3arpwrai.) 
Corp.  Well,,  there's  t^e,,mn^  nij^Ofy  ^4  the 

cookade,  however.-^-  .     .^^.     ,  .     ■  y 

mi^,  {A^aintbpughtfuiy   ,^<»x\AJt^^^^^     I 

rna'ft  write  10  iny  landlord— ^—^,        ..>   "  ■; ' 

Cbtp.  (Te^tiwJ  his  note  iooL)  Whfirc  bprfl,? 
'^.  -In London    '    ' '' '/    ''"^  ;.■;". 
Corp .  —  V  ery  well,  ( wriUi.)  Wher,e  do.  yp^  fev?  ? 
W7//.  —1  have  Soft  the  direftioi^^fcWt,—    '    ^x 
Corj»,  Eh^        ,  ,;,.^..       :^       . 

'    WW.  —1  think  'tis  in  Gracechurcb- Street. 
<V/>.  Oh— .I.did,'9tknow,tbsrew,»8  ftjich^^ftrcet 

in  i\i\?Xfmn.(iiiritei.)  How  tall? 
WUt.  — ^ear  the  Moni|ine;i|-r 
Corp.  yUopd  lie's  mad^I  muft  ajeafjire  ^Ifiinp— 
IFitf.  —By  the  yard,  the  humb^^j  I  tfein^ — 
qorp.  fJowo!4.?—  .  ' 

WiU.  — ^Forty-ieven—  '       . 

Corp.  {LopkiiigafJm,inf^qtti/kmnt^m4^,v!i^iifg'^ 
Forty-feven — iiiippffibljc-^ 
mlf,  J^ijbt-^cxaftVy,  and  the  namfr-^    - 
Corp.  (StUtoriting.)  'Ay,*  thcVi»e,r,-r 
ffm,  Obadiah  Broadb(|m.— -That  will  do— 
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Corp.  Will  it— rwell,  I've  put  it  U)  down  accor^^ 
to  orders  i  Wt  TU  Be  fhot  it  the  cjiptain  can  make  it 
out.  - 

IWff.  Whentauftiarpear? 

Corp.  At  roll-call  this  evening.-**But  Come,  come 
in,  and  have  lome  roaft  beef  and  ibiyi^  punch. 
Were  you  ever  found  guilty  of  eating  ind  drmking  i 

Will.  Never,  while  1  had  a  fifter  peri(hirig  for  want. 

[Exit: 

Carp.  What  the  devil  can  he  mean-^pisfifliing  for 
want!  Poor  fellow,  I  am  afraid  his  head'b  oiit.of 
order — ^for  he  has  Co  botherM  me  with  his  defcriptibn, 
and  alarmM  me  by  his  behaviour-^thaf  rot  rite  If  I 
know  whether  I  dahd  on  my  head  or  my  heels. 
Well,  this  recruiting's  fine  fun  however — ^fuch  ya- 
riety — I  went  lafl.  xflght  to  fee  the  ftrdlibg  players, 
dear,  dear,  how  they  did  get  od^  talking  of  all  fort^ 
of  liquors— 'till  at  laft  I  fhrely  kncw-^^hethir  Ilf^ 
in  a  play-houfe  or  a  wine-vault. 

^  S0NG.'^BAK^th4 

A  play-hoUfe  of  llqtldt,  'tis  fouiid. 
Rescinds  os,  Fve  liift^nces  twerity; 
^ome  plays  much  in  Spirits  abound. 
And  then  we  have  Melhw^Drams  plenty^ 
A  manager's  Draft  we  all  know, 
Whcrt  bafinefs  runs  dry  is  no  thumper; 
But  (hould  all  hi^  \iOM\t  overjlotv^ 
He  cries,  dam'me  to-night,  Fve  a  himperl 

A  bumper,  iici 

Many  aQors  are  certainly  nm^ 
And  folks  in  the  criiical  line. 
Say  corfif^di'^iis  ar6^  given  tp  mm^ 
And  tfdgeclrans  are  giveh  to  whines 

•  Forthii;  att*  OftiidtMl  Bii»(iaOiriin'fl  Song,  ia  ib«  Secottd 
Act,  I  anihiiidekiedta  t|»e  iciiiaitaiUe  pea  of  Gsorgd  Cohbair^ 
£skt* 
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Then  Juliet  'ti^s  plain  has  Jber  ieer^ 

To  the  family  vault  e'er  they've,  brought  her  s 

Fair  Ophelia  alone  'tis  we  hear 

Who  poor  creature  had  too  much  of  Water • 

Of  water,  &c* 

King  Lear  in  the  midft  of  his  court, 

Inquires  which  way  Burgundy  went ; 

And  Richmond  tho*juft  come  to  Port^ 
.  Soon  roufes  King  Dick  from  his  7eta  i 

While  Black/bap  Othello  the  (hock 
.  Of  jealoufy  feels  through  his  brain^ 
^  lago  flicks  clofe  to  his  Hock, 

And  tips  him  a  dofe  of  /ham-pain. 


Thus  a  theatre  waving  Jty  fafts. 

Is  a  tavern  for  critic  Ipeftators  ; 

And  when  they  are  flow  'twizt  the  a^s. 

The  audience  alas  are  the  waiters. 

Plays  like  wines  are  fome  four  and  fome  fweet» 

They  pleafe  and  difguft  various  throttles; 

The  plays  that  fucceed  are  call'd  neat. 

And  damn*d  pieces  are  all  the  ^ork'd  hptties.  [Exit. 


SCENE.-^jRi)ai»  at  an  lun-^lVaittrs  without  calling 
earnings  &e.  a  con/u/Ion  of  bells  beard,  three  doers 
leading  to  chambers — with  names  written  an  them. 
Limy  Star^  Drum^^^ Lieutenant  Fervor  is  feen 
at  the  Table  with  papers. 

Fert  This  will  do,  this  will  do,  thii  will  do — none 
of  your  hum-drum  moping,  melancholy  country  vil- 
lages this»~-all  fpirit,  lite,  and  buftle,  nothing  like  a 
populous  market  town  to  recruit  in, — bells  ringing, 
[jpuHs  the  bell  violently.)  colours  flying»  drums  beating, 
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{waitiT  without 9  ^comin^  Sir^.) — ^Waiters  all  attention, 
by  the  bye»  nothing  I  like  fo  oijich  as  civility,  (xuaitfr 
crofes  the  ftage very  quick.)  Holloa,  my  finc.fellovvl — 
a  word  with  you,'-T 

Wait,  Coming  direftly  Sir*  .  [Exit  Waiter. 

Fer.  Impudent  rafcal ! — Try  again,  {ringi  the  b^L\ 
I  (hall  get  every  information  from  the  landlord— ^e's 
a  civil  matinee  that  by  bis  face. 


Enter  lumdlord,  tooling  very  angry  ^  with  a  hUl  of /art 

Ob  Landlord,— wifliM  to  (ay— mucb  plcafed  with 
the  apartment — ^very  dean  and  comfortable — fuit 
me  exaSly,  (Looking  round  the  room  with  nods  ofappro- 
iationtotbe  iMdhrd^  afide.)  nothing  like  flattery^fr- 
always  anfwers»  very  good  room  Uideed  Landlord. ' 

Land.  Yes -Sir,  the  gentlemen  of  cbe  Excife  always 
dirc  in  this  rDonk^-^we  €Xt>eft  them  iultls  than  half' 
an  hour,  fo  if  yuu  haye  done  writing,  SivTr(going  to 
fBOvttbe  tahU^  i^c.) 

Fcr.  Stop--can't  you  be  cjuict  a  moment* 
'  Land.  Impofiible  Sir,  there's  company  in  every 
room  in  the  houfc. 

Ftr.  HonfefuU!  what^s  to  become  of  me  ?  {heUs 
ring.) 

Land.  {Hurrying.)  Blcfs  my  foul,  I  never  was  (b 
hurried  in  my  life. 

Fer.  That's  right,— that*s  right,  nothing  like 
buftlc  to  keep  people  alive. — ^But  where  mi  I  to 
flecp? 

Land.  In  the  Drum  Sir, 

Fer.  A  Drum !  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

Land.  A  fnug  room  over  the  coach  of&ce  gate. 

[pointing,) 
:  Ftr^  'Sdeath,  therein  be  buttle  enough  there.— 
Coaches  coming  in  ail  night.    £h  ? 
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Land.  Ves,  and  the  noife  6f  the  cattle  all  day— 
the  market  is  juft  uiider  your  VrihdoW. 

i?^   The  devil!— 

Land.  Yes,  and  to-morrow  the  aflfe*  bfcj^mi — Oh 
ymiMl  hare  plenty  of  buftle.  Sir— pkrity.  {rubbing 
Ms  hands.) 

ler.  Too muchof  a  good  thing  I  feai;  Eh^ — ^' 
{Mrs.  PsNBLOPE  Svf Arheard^ivit/iaia.)  What^s  thitt 
an  old  woman !  Zounds,  (how  me  into  the  Drum 
auick !  quick !  [£«i/  Fervor  mi  Lmdhrd^ 

Enter  Mifi  Penelope  ^ftAM^fillowed by  Sir  Baro* 
METER  Oldstyle.-— JIfrx.  P.  tft  a  travelling  drefs 

Cnmb  difoTdared.'''^ifore  iifef  tnitr  Mrsu  T.  is 
'dotkihefiairs:  .t    ; 

<*  The  travellers  room  indeed— I  never  met  iHlh  fudi 
treatment  in  my  lifcy— 'tis  impoffible  to  put  vp  with 
it.**^^jftte)i  nUer.'^ 

Sir  B.  .Pho,-Ujon't  be  vexed— 'tis  itohiekjf  toi)c 
fiirei  butbeioai^apaffio&^mUaofcfiiakctfiieajot 
more  comfortable. 

Pen.  Brother,  brother,  'tis  impoffibk  to  keep  oiieV 
temper,  {in great  anger. J 

Sir  B.  (AJidt.)  And  yet  you  have  kept  your^s  tfce 
fame  for  the  laft  fifty  years.  {Mrs.  P.  i^peeirs/retfui.) 
What's  the  ufe  of  being  angry ,--»it  6nly  puts  one  in  a 
fever,— >a  fever  puts  one  in  the  hands  of  the  dodor, 
he  puts  one  to  bed  foT  three  or  four  months,  that's 
worfe  than  being  cramm'd  in  a  ftage  for  three  or  four 
hours. 

Pen.  Impoffible— I  dare  fay  I  look  as  red  as^^- 
{Landhrd  comes  eut  of  the  Drtm^  with  the  Ml  of  fmre* 

Per.  {Within  )  A  lobfter,  d'ye  hear.— 

Land.  Yes,  Sii^— 

P<n.  WhatI  {in  aJloniJkmenL) 

SirB.  Oh,  Landlord— 

Pen.  {CroJSng  between  Landlord  and  Sir  B. 
rage,  and  freaking  very  kud.)  Hark  ye>  Sir-** 
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Sir  B.  Hufh  fitter,  the  Landlord's  not  deaf— 
Pen.  I  wifh  you  were  dumb. 
Land.  I  6ope  no  oiience,  Sif-^ 
Sir  B.  Only  a  little  inconvenience. 
Pen.  IncOAVemeaceir-r*^  (tunim^  t^  Ldndk'td.) 
Sir 

f.^  YmSirm  {g(mt$^Drum^) 

f€n.  Tbts  19  too  miM^fau-^Bail  you  beefr  }ef^  par- 
tial, brother,  to  that  old  &QiMDile^  wheeU barrow  of 
^mWf  ^io4  h^  it;  QspiaiFCflattd  moderMzed  ia  proper 
jUrOiQ,  w»  MY^rilloiM  hfwre  been  in  dns  pvedscamenl. 

lir  i^.  Sifter,  £ifter>  Tvc  taM  you  a  thoufan^:  times 
I  b^t<^l^ajrj|«f;  pt^efeaft  comfort  for  fiiture  eon veni- 
$Rce-— ihtx^*^  W  old  ^ytogt  and  a  good  one  too,  *^'ii 
tufd  ia  t)ie!lMm4  >^  vortk  two  to  tkuK.  bufh.^ 

,^«h  ^diflb^i'^vthoxoiUfaiiMaccl— ^ 
.  ^  M*  (fimiv  ^M^.)  Wk)^  this,  is  the  conft^ 
Speiipti  ^pftead  <tf  lounguig  ia  a  wheri  baivoWi^--^ 
jfoiy  %(fl  PilMfed  to  call  my  casrM§a,  youVe  beea 
blefs'd  with  a  fqueeze  in  a  modern  long  fta|e  coactn-* 
^fV^gM  in  wifh  ton  otJkesmflbnble  mortals,  iio4  to 
ltfgp|L^m  m»  ftck  childreii^'  a  dag,  and  a  large  nolHi- 
g^y»  (t^:s  qatodoTA  idyraKtmeot  focyel)i-*»od6i* 
c9Mfnience!  modern  devil  j  but  'tis  noufib  to  be 
angry. 

Feif.  Har4b)e!~r^^ilrilLwi»afeiiicog,-^l  would 
aot  bam  it  knowft  tlkat  Sinfianxneter  Okdftyle,  and 
hi$  Sifteo^  Mifa  Peaelope.  Sna^  tnsUreHVh  in  fuch  a 
vulgar  \«ay  for  ^^  ttnivecfe. 

Sir  &  Nonfiefiifei  if  necaflity  ve^ms  ir,  where's 
the  di%rai:crr*<ho&  iimt  knoiiBi  mo^l^iiow  that  I  am 
an  honeft  man— ^tbofe:  that  don't  know  me,  I  don't 
eve  a  pwcb  €/(imS^2X)oat^^'*r^.{tall^ 
an  old  faying— rr- 

Pen.  Flhaw,— I  bate  old  (kymfgh 

SkB^  Afidl  bate  modsm  doiogi«-^Madam. 
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Enter  Landlord  from  the  Drum. 

Land.  I  hope  nothing  onpleafaQt  has  happenM--» 

Pen.  Yes  Sir,  fometning  very  uopleafant  has  hap- 
pened ;  they  pretended  the  p(m«horfes  were  all  en* 
gaged  for  the  affixes,  and  fo  jamm^  us  into  your  flow 
waggon,— a  toad  in  a  hde  was  better  off  by  half. 

Land.  Vm  very  forty*- 

Sir  B.  That  is  not  ait«  Sir»  that  is  not  all,  finding 
no  chaife  was  to  be  had,  on  our  arrival  I  went  in- 
fiantly  to  your  aboininable  coach  office— here 
below,—*'  pray,  Sir,  (aid  I,  to  the'tlerk,  how  many 
;doesihe  coach  to  town  carry  iniide*' — the  fellow 
aofwered  in  a  breath-*-^'  fix  Defore^  ten  behind,,  but 
they  are  all  befpoke  infide  and  out^  and  iio  room  is 
left  but  in  the  boot  and  baflcet''«-^an  impudent  fcoun* 
drel,  but  come,  let  usiee  the  biU  of  fare,  and  as  we 
canliot  proceed~»take  ^are  that  the  beds  are  well 
aired*— 

Land.  It  is  very  unfortunate  Sir,  but  there^s  Aot 
a  bed  in  the  boufe  but  what's  engaged,  and  the  Cap- 
lain  ha^  juft  beipoke  the  laft  article  we  had  left  oa 
the  bill,—  1  -  [Exit. 

Pen.  No  beds! 

SkB.  No  refreihmelitf  (Thy  took  at  each  other 
in  con/iernationi}  Thefe  kre  thebleffings  of  an  affize. 

Pen.  --^h  I'm  rejoiced  nobody  knows  who  we  are 
— -(FEkvoR  enters  from  bis  room  andjiofs  to  read  the 
direilion  p/two  ktters^  tohieb  be  holds ^  one  m  each  hand. ) 
,    Fer.  {rtadi$ig.)-^^vc  Barometer  Oldftyle-ir 

5irj5.£h! 

fer.  And  who's  the  other,  (looking  at  the  difec^ 
tion  of  the  other  letter.)    Mifs  Penelope  Snap. 

Pen.  Ha!  (fcreams.)   : 

Fer.  What  another  buftle !— *My  dear  Madam,  I 
hope—— 


Digitized  by 


Google 


YES  OR   NO?  It 

Pen.  Ha!  ftand  off— *you'rc  a  witch; 

Fer.  Ami? 

SirB.  Whoareyou,  Sir? 

Fer.  Hang  me  if  I  can  tell,  thi^  lady  feems  to 
know. — Jray  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

•SiV  B.  Sir,  you  fcem  to  know  me^  tho*  you  don't 
know  yourfelf  — for  you  have  juft  pronounced  roy 
name. 

Fer.  Eh  !  what.  Sir  Barometer  Oldftyle?— 

Sir  B.  The  fame,  and  that  Lady  is — 

Eer.  {turningjharpto  Mfs  P.)  Penelope  Snap. 

Pen.  )fzz.U'^{turn5from  him  in  anger.) 

Fer.  My  old  guardian  and  his  maiden  fifter  by 
the  Gods ;  Oh !  here  wilhbe  another  buftle.  {afiJe.) 

Enter  Corporal  Barrel. 

Corp.  They  are  come  your  honour. 

Fer.  No? 

Corp.  Juft  arrived. 

Fer.  Who  ?  the  excifemen  ? 

Corp.  No,  your  honour,  the  recruits.. 

Fer.  Ob— very  well.  \Exii  Corp. 

Pen.  What!  more  company! 

Eer.  Yes,  Madam,  my  company — i,  fet  of  as  fine 
fellows  as  ever  cat  roaft  beef.  (ffTnieFzKvoK /peaks 
to  the  Corporal,  Sir  B.  takes  the  ^portunity  of  reading 
the  direStion  of  the  letter^  which  Fervor  holds  care^ 
lesfy. 

Sir  B.  That  letter.  Sir,  feems  to  be  direfted  to 
me. 

Fer.  Zounds  he  muft  not  have  it  yet,  old  Broad- 
brim  may  have  told  him  fome  of  my  unlucky  pranks. 
(Afide,)  Your  agent  in  town.  Sir,  did  me  the  ho« 
nour  of  entrulling  me  with  a  letter  (giving  it  re^ 
luBa^ljf)  am  happy  in  having  the  opportunity  of 
delivering  it  lo  early,  {afide)  Herell  be  a  buftle. 
•  '    C 
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Sir  B.  WdFthy  fellow,;  yes,  I  fee  *lis  his  ba,iid« 
writing,  where  are  my  fpe($tacles  ? 

Fer.  What  the  devil*js^  to  4ae  done  npwi  I'H  in- 
vite 'em  into  jthe  Pmm:— *u*s  well  the  bed*«turhs  in* 
to  a  fofa,  or  the  room  would  not  holduaall*  i(i/idc*) 
Madam, /pect^it  toe  to  eotceat  you'd  do  me  the  ho- 
nour to  o^ke  |j(e,of  my  apartment,  till  jr^^u  can  be 
better  accommodated — it's  fmall  to  be  fare,  but 
fnug — ^and  remarkably  q^iet« 

Pen.  Sir^  your  ipojitisners— {mt/Us.) 

Fer.  My  dear  Madam— um-^um—  ( kijfn  her 
band.) 

Pen.  (Afid4*)    i?ov  infi^jitdy  elegit! 

Fer.  Allow  me  lo  .(hew  you  the  door. 

Pen.  {giving  bcr  band).  Oh — ^how  fuperior  to 
old  faOiion  politeoefs,  i%  tl^e  elegance  and  eafe  of 
modern  manners.  [^Exit. 

Sir  B.  (having  opetned  t/Us^Jet^rf  and  boldiuj^  his 
fpeSlacUs  acrofi  the  faper^  reads.) 

''  Friend, 
*•  Before  you  have^pemfed  many  lines  of  this 
cpiftle,  thou  wilt>be  ftruck"  ^ 

Fer.  ((tapping  S\x»l^ Man  the Jhoulder.)  This  is  the 
Wf^t  Sir  J&arometer.  ^  {pointisig  to  the  door.) 

.Sir  B.  T^nvits.^^Wn'klhad  way,  Sir.^What 
djyemean?  .   . 

Ftr.  vMifs  JElenelope  has  done  me  the  honour  to 
accept  the  ufe  of  my  apartment,  and  an  invitation 
to  dinner.  lam  forjcy  I  cannot  eo^prels  my  .feelings 
with  fuflicient  ftrength but- if 

SirB.  3ir, you  ^xprefs.yoqr  feelings  ftro<;(ger  tiian 
any  man  I  ever  knew  in  my  Ufe, 

Fer.  I  fear  every  accommodation  in  the  houfe 
b  engaged--— ^coidd  I  enforce  ,any  other.  ai;g^ments 

SirB.  Sir,  I  beg  you'd  not  be  ,4t  that4publi?~ 
thofe  you  have  already  made  ufe  of,  are  irrefi&ible» 
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— I'll  attend  you  diieCUy^  Sir^    (looks  again  at  the 
Utter.) 

Fer.  Oh  !  that  unlucky  \tttCTr^{qfide.) 

Sir£.  **  Friend, 

'*  Before  thou  haft  perufed  many  lines  of 
this  epiftle,  thou  wilt  he  ftcuck — ffiopSf  and  hols 
ratmd,  as  if  expelling  another  attack)  (truck  dumb 
with  anger  and  amazement." — (Eh  I)—**  but  I  be- 
feech  thee,  let  not  the  violence  of  thy  ward  move 
th«e.*%— , . 

Fer.  (Having  walked  ahut  in  agitation,  pulls  Sir  S. 
along  fudderdy.) — Come,  Sir  Barometer,  dinner^s  on 
table — plenty  of  time  to  finifli  your  letter  after. 

5irJJ.  Well— wtlF,  fome  othet  iime— but  Tm 
very  anxious  ■  • 

Fer.  So  am  f— for  my  dinner. 

EMeTWaiteT/ron^t%$'£hP9tt^ 

r  I     .  . 

Wiut.  Every  thing  is  ready.  Sir — 

Fer.  VChat,tbelo{>{]ter? 

Wait.  Yes,  Sir,  and  the  Udy-^        [Exit  Wait ^ 

Sir  B.  That's  right — Fll  be  content  with  the 
lobfter — ^you  may  take  the  lady;  O,  youll  find 
her  a  delicate  morfel.  Hark'ye,  Sir,  there's  an  old 
faying — 

Fer.  I  know  it — **  What's  one  man's  meat,  is 
another  maa's  poi&iru" 

Sir  B.  No.^Tlia(f*  not  it.~- 

Fer.  Yes,  it  is-*^Ha!  ha!  3oa\  c^ime  a)oog» 

SirB.  No. 

Fer.  Ycs.«**^(liic»^  together,  ¥nViw oil  pulling  in 
Sir  B.) — Zounds,  here's  a  buttle.  [^Exeunt. 


£ND  Of  TMa  ftaST  A€T« 


Digitized  by 


Google 


«0  YES  OR  NO? 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  !•— T5&f  fi^  of  the  Angd  Im^  Tap-Rom^ 
(3c.  (3c. 

Enter  Broadbrim. 

Oba.  Verily,  my  fpirit  is  much  fatigued,  and  I 
am  weary  with  the  length  of  the  journey-— but  the 
conduft  of  Draby  my  clerk,  made  difpatch  and  ex- 
pedition, indifpenfibie.  Now,  (hall  I  wed  the  wo* 
man  called  Penelope  Snap,  or  not  ?  Verily»  yea,  for 
(he  is  wealthy,  although  (he  be  waxen  in  years,  and 
corpulent  as  a  coufin  German  of  the  man  called 
Lambert. 

SOiVG.<— -Broadbrim. 

When  wife  man  cleaveth  to  woman's  fide^ 
He  always  choofeth  a  wealthy  bride  ; 
Then  fat  as  mud,  or  thin  as  death. 
He  taketh  her  and  marrieth. 

Foddle  e  di  dol,  &c. 

Oh  what  is  love,  that  can't  keep  houfe? 
Or  what's  a  fpoufe  without  a  foufe? 
A  rofy  cheek,  it  fadeth  faft; 
But  England's  three  per  Cents,  will  laft. 

Foddle  e  di  dol,  &c. 
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They  ulk  of  dimples,  and  what  not  j 
A  dimple  boiletb  not  a  pot. 
Then  let  me  read  in  woman^s  face. 
Some  lines  to  Mr,  Henry  Hafe. 

Foddle  e  di  dol»  &c. 

Enter  Pofl-Boy  with  a  Pormanttau. 

Pofi  B.  Where  will  your  worfliip  pleafe  to  have 
the  portmantit  taken  ? 

Oba.  Depofit  it  any  where»  friend,  fo  it  be  not 
defiled.     {Pofi  Boy  places  it  at  the  Tap  door. ) 

Pofi  B.  [Afide.)  I  hope  the  fpirit  will  move  the 
old  buck  to  be  generous.  Driver^  pleafe  your  wor- 
ihip.     {taking  m  bis  Cap. } 

Olfa.  I  had  toigotten— -there  is  half-a-crown. 

Pofi  B*  I  hope  your  vorfliip  will  tip  a  crown. 

Oba.  l*ip  a  crovn  ! 

PoA.  B.  It's  a  bad  ftage,  and  I  put  'em  along. 

Oba.  Put  *em  along!  verily, he  fpcaketh  the  lan- 
guage of  the  profane,  which  I  comprehend  not. — 
Friend,  the  money  is  fufficient,  I  vill  give  thee  no 
more. 

PjD/i  B.  Pray— your  Worfhip. 

Corporal  Barrel  entets/rom  the  lapy  and  flops  to  read 
the  direSion  on  Obadiab  Bkoadbrim'^  iV/- 
manieau. 

Corp  V\\  (bon  be  with  you  my  lads«^mu[t  brufli 
the  Captain's  cloak. 

Oia»  (to  Pt^fi^Bof.)  Thy  appeal  is  in  vain,  my  re- 
folution  is  fix*d.  (ExU  Pofi-Boy  rmUtering.)  D-  d 
ftiff-rump'd  rafcai  I 

Corp.  {r^oilingj  "Obadiah  Broadbrim,  Grace- 
church-ftreet."- -Oh — it  belongs  to  the  recruit  I 
'lifted  this  morning.       (Noi/e  of  jolity  in  the  Tap.) 
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Oha.  I  hear  tht  founds  df  rnette^ry  tnJ  rkHf.-^~-* 
Friend  (/e>C(?r^.)  wiltthoacottvey  my  fe^aggagie  to  a 
place  of  fafcty  f<^r  the  ? 

Corp.  (Looking  with  d/tdHi/hmnt  M  Obadmh.) — 
You?  baggage  ? 

Oia.  Yea — friend — mine. — I  will  reward  thee. 

Corp.  [rubbing  his  eyes.)  Well,  I  know  the  punch 
has  made  me  a  little  muzzy — therefore,  I  am  not 
myfelf  the  fame  man  I  was  in  the  morning ;  but, 
may  I  nev*r  drin*  ponch  again,  it  ittf  tttxutt  Aere, 
is  not  altered  more  than  I  am* 

Oba.  (Afide.)  This  man  df  W^,  I  (fidtrW  gwfa 
appertaineth  unt6tlie  yotit*  ClHttle«  Ferv*or. 

Corp.  [Afide.)  And  yet  hie  looks  nrrore  like  fortjr- 
feventhan  he  did  in  the  mwning.— Well,  you*tt 
make  a  fine  ftout  roldier,*«-<iiid  I  Mi  gl^  to  fee 
you — ^tho*  I  did  not  expeft  yotr  ^ite  fo  foon. — 
(/hake$  Oba.  vioientf^  by  the  hanA.) 

Oba.  Nay,  friend,  I  befeech  thee— -Verily,  the 
fumes  of  Ihrong  Kquot  hfith  draWti  a  veil  ^ver  his 
eyes,  and  he  takcth  me  for  one  of  his  recroits — he 
dcceiveth  hirafelf,  the  fault  refteth  not  with  mc — 
and  I  will  therefore  benefit  tttyfelf,  and  further  my 
defigns  by  the  information  which  I  may  extra^ 
from  him,  concerning  the  conduct  of  the  youth 
Charles  Fervor. 

Corp.  {aside.;f  What  a  ^levililh  go6d  military  hat 
his  will  make  mhtfi  it  fe  fitMitly  turti'd  up,  and  a 
cockade  ftuck  in  it. 

(Soidier  from  the  Tap  calls)  Corporal--^orporal 
Barrel—make  hafte-^«r«'ve  j«ft  aittifck'd  t'tfther 
hoMil.—iSbouis  of  laughter^  iSc.) 

Corp.  0-*»ho-*have  yt  ib^<flMe  tlong  Btoad* 
brim— we'll  fooa  make  a  Mditr  of  yoo;  hdtt^ 
clap  the  Captain's  cloak  on,  {Cotp.  fbrW)t  it  wer 
Aimj—it's  lucky  I  happened  to  h«»t  it,— thettf, 
now  for  your  hat,    (^ers  to  iakt  it.\ 
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t  rejoice^reartljf  ^  Uu*  ^difeuife;  piy  cU^a^^r,  ffi 

one  of  the  faithful,  wUl-ftot  be  Xoaadali^fii. 

Corj&.  Come  along,  my  lad  o.f  wo** 

j9^.  Follows XiQs^^Jim(.s  .of  merritncv^.    (^a,.fiops 
^uddenfy,4iiii]^/^aliLhcty  W.hpn  J  hear  fUeiliquts 

Ct>rj|>.  CJome  along,  n^bcy-r^cowQ  alppgi-^rpad*- 
brim. 

Oif.  -^B\lV^^*^(/€frJ^|J|j^^4Md  (iramng  bad) 

SCENE  IL-^Eitfer  A**$.^F.  84iat»,  a«rf  SirB.  with 
the  Later  m  Tits  hand. 

5»r  B.  Thdc  ve  the  precious  ^^Et$  pf  .pio^crn 
education— thele  arc  ygur  town  noprals — thefc  ?ire 
your  falhionable  accompliftiincnts. — OhJ  I  (haU 
break  my  heart. 

Pen.  I  wifti  j^ou'd  read  the  letter'^rft.r-i^Jiatpan 
poffibly  be  the  matter? 

SirB.  Matter  1-1 — ^M^Uer  enqugh,  Madajp — 
to  think  after  all  the  care  Obadiah  took  pf  him — 
when  I  expeftcd  to  find  him  poflefied  of  every  nqble 
feeling' — educated  in  every  virtue,  ^nd  free  ffom 
evfiry  vice?— to  have  him  returned  to  me  with,  a  cata- 
logue  of  crimes 

Pen.  {impatiau.)  Will  you  read  the  letter  or 
not? 

Sir  B.  Ye3 — no — yes— r— I  have  read  it  once,  and 
ithashalfkUrdme.--^ 

Pen.  Ah,  well,  read  it  again-then,  and  I  (hall  be 
fatisficd. 

Sir  B*  What !— there's  ,an  old  faying-^— =- 

Pen.  tjivc  nie  patience,  brother. — 

Sir.  B.  How  can  I— I  have  noi>c  piyfelf  j  I  am 
half  frantic  with  rage^difappointment^and  vexation. 
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and  you  aik  me  for  patience— bat  I'll  not  be  in  a 
paffioh,  it's  no  ufe — he's  not  worth  it— — »he*s  not 
worth  ii— (pffptfrei  ibe  letter^} 

Pen.  Now  then— . 

Sir  B.  •*  Friend,*'— —there,  there,  read  it  your* 
felf,  read  it  yourfelf (Jhe  takes  the  letter  afide.) 

Fer.  {without)  D'ye  hear,  tell  the  recruits  not  to 
make  fuch  an  infernal  buftle. 

Wait*  Yes,  Sir. 

Fer.  And  tell  Corporal  Barrel*  I  want  him  — 
(Enters  looking  at  papers^  and  not  feeing  Sir  Barometer. ) 
Bravo! — nothing  like  bufinefs  to  keep  a  man  alive. — 
Sir  Barometer  has  read  the  letter  by  this  time— it's 
well  I  got  into  his  good  graces  before  he  knew  me. 
I  dare  fay  old  buckram  has  enlarged  oo  fome  of  my 
boyilh  follies. 

Sir  B.  (AJide.)  Boyilh  follies!— fwindling  and 
feduftion,  boyilh  follies. — [loud.)  Oh,  you  £oun« 
drel, 

Fer.  What — ^you've  read  the  letter? 

SirB.  I  have  Sir 

Feri  So  I  thought. 

Fen^  {(omng  forward.)  I  don't  believe  a  fyllablc — 

Fer.  That's  right. 

Sir  B.  Ifs  all  true.— 

Fer.  That's  wrong. 

Sir  B.  Did*nt  you  this  inftant  acknowledge  it  ? 

Fer.  No,— 'till  I  know  my  accufation, — ^why 
fliould  I  plead  guilty, — 

SirB.  (jifide.)  That's  true—well  then,  anfwer 
me,  in  the  firfl  place,  hav'n't  you  feduced  the 
daughter  of  Old  Se^rave  of  this  very  town? 

Fer.  What !  my  Iweet,  charming,  innocent  little 
Patty — no,  by  heaven,  I  love  her  too  well! 

Pen.  I  thought  fo — and  Obadiah  is  an  old  crab — 

-Sir  B.  Madam — ^he*s  my  friend. 

Pen.  Paa!  then  there's  a  pair  of  ye.  . 

Sir  B.  But  rU  alk  Old  Seagrave  myfetf. 
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Far.  He  won^t  tell  you  a  word  about  it: 

Sir  B.  ril  go  to  him.  Sir—  {threatening.) 

Fer.  You  had  better  ftay  where  ycu  are.  Sir. 

Sir  B.  Why— for  what  reafon  ?— 

Fer.  He  has  been  dead  and  buried  thefe  two 
months. 

Sir  B.  Dead !  poor  fellow— -your  condudt  hks 
kiirdhim. 

Fer.  Perhaps  fo— I  called  in  the  doftor. 

Pen.  Well— and  what  efifca? 

Fer.  la  a  week  he  was  incurable « 

Fen.  What  did  he  prefcrib?  ? 

Fer.  Alteratives'— '-^ 

SirB.  {Anxioufly.)  And  they  fucceeded?— — 

Fer.  Yes— 4n  a  fortnight  he  was  dead. 

Sir  B.  And  now,  to  complete  your  inquiry,  you 
mufb  go  and  diilref^  the  poor  girl  for  the  rent,  to 
get  her  again  in  your  power. 

Fer.  Sir,  thefe  fufpicions  are  too  cruel — you  aie 
deceived,  upon  my  honour. 

SirB.  Honour! — ^you  talk  of  honour !  that  are 
purfued  by  officers,  from  whom  your  only  chance 
of  efcaping  is  by  diftreffiog  thofe  you  have  already 
made  completely  miferable. 

Pen.  Don't  be  in  a  paflion,  brother — its  no  ufe— 
I  ^ee  very  clearly  that  this  is  ^1  a  contrivance  of 
Bi^ijfibrim's  to  injure  your  ward — for  you  may  re- 
coUcft  'twas  one  of  your  wife  plans  to  fign  a  will 
with  the  reverfion  in  favour  of  this  old  viper.— Oh, 
I'm  convinced  he's  a  hypocrite. 

Sir  B.  It  cannot  be,  fure,  it's  impoffible— my 
friend  Obadiah  Broadbrim,  —I'll  not  believe  it, — 

EfUer  Corporal  Barrel,  quite  tipfy.  -      ^ 

Ccrp.  It's  very  true  for  all  that,— oh,  he'll  make 
gn  excellent  foldier,— he's  as  upright  as  a  ramrods 
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Pen.  Why  hc>  drunk—  .  , 

Corp.  Npt  ylpry — he's  a  littje  cut  to  befurc,— -we 
foon  nude  a  wei  quaJcer  of  IjiifQ. 

5£r  Jff .  What  the  devil  doei  he  mean  ? 

far.  Why f  Barrel  you're  jiii  liquor— . 

Corp.  Your  honor's  pardon — the  liquor's  in  the 
Barrel!. 

Fer.  No  wonder  there  has  been  fuch  a  noife— you 
have  been  making  merry  to  iotne  tt^ne. 

Corp.  Very  pretty  tune  your  honor— I've  been 
giving 'em  *'  Britons  ftrike  home***— that  generally 
makes  fome  noife. 

Pen.  He  has  been  drinking  fpirits-^ 

Corf.  Yt$^  the^King'^  health  in  punch, — 'twas 
enough  to  put  fpifits  in  any  old  fpld'te;c's  heart — but 
water,  cold  wateir,  your  Lady{b|p>  'typoiild  have  been 
the  fame — ^with  fqcb  a  toad  a^  t^at  in,  i(. 

Per.  (Afide.)  Now  I  can^j;  fpf  thp  fpul  of  me  be 
angry  with  him com^  ^er^.fqoundreU 

Corp.  {Turning  fuddenly U Sir  Jff.)  Oon't  ye  Ijear 
the  Captain  call  ? 

Per.  Attention!  (Barrel  j?am  rt^vnd.)  Give  toe  the 
orderly  book,  'twas  to  you  I  fpoke>  ■    i 

Corp.  'Tisn^t  orderly  to  call  9ny  gemman  a  fcoun- 

drel,  Captain — ^my  xmi^^  is  pot  fcoundreU -!• 

Scoundrel?  {muttering.}  ^  i 

^Petf  {tmku^atif^ti^.)Vmr^yxv^ — ^um«p-*-l  ja 
$hort,  h^  loot  fpvff  ha  I  why  what  the  devil  V  all 
thi$*<--Obadia^  Broadbrim!  of  Gracecburch^Streei! 
London !  aged  fortytfeven  I  meafif r'4  by  the  yard  t 
and  as  tall  as  the  Monument  t 

SirB.  What!  Obadiah 

Pen.  A  quaker  a  foldier  !— 

Per.  S'death  he  has  not  enlifted-pf--  ^ 

Corp.  Yei,  but  be  has  tho'-^the  fpirit  moved 
him —  (makingfigns  of  drinkit^A 

Per.  Confulioht  oh — there'll  be  another  buftl^-r 
go  firrah  and  get  fpber.  (tp  the  Corpora/*) 
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Corp.  I  can  get  fober  as  fdbitsi!^  a^  other  gi^m* 
man — ^but  fcouftdrel's  a  wofd-^^ptaih,  that — but 
it's  all  right,  I  know  my  duty — ^but  If  any  other  man 
had  eall\i  me  fcoundrel---it's  all  right — I  know  my 
duty.  .    \J£xit  C$rp&rah 

Pen.  Now  then  for  yottr  vifit  to  the  Seagraves ; — 
from  them  you  may  bear  the  plain  truth  at  once— - 
and  we  (hall  be  able  to  make  our  elcape  from  this 
angelic  place. 

Fer.  My  dear  Sir^-^r^  has  been  fdine  inCompre« 
henfible  miftabe'^ufpend  your  |iadgBieiit;  for  a 
while — and  if  I  do  not  ckaf  evcky  thiii^  up  to  your 
fatisfiaftkin-*^why  then  difcard  me  for  ever  as  a 
wretch,  loft  to  every  fentiment  of  honor, — and  dis- 
gracing at  once  the  chara£ler  of  a  toitKh  feldicfr,  and 
an  EngliQi  gcfrtfeiaan.  '  [Bxit^ 

Sir  B,  — —IMF  «H:  tefe  a  miitaertt--f>n  their  re- 
port depends  his  future  fortune.  Should  he  be 
goiltlefs,  I  fliall  provide  for  him  as  ipy  pwn  fon — if 
l*c  drtrg^  be  trtie,-*<J— I  fcdlbe  in  si  monftrou* 
ptiffionr.  l^Exctmt. 


SCENE  111.— William  Seagrave   and  Tatty 
difcovered — Tea  ihings,   isic.  m  the  T^lU. 

Fai.  indeed^  brother,  I'll  do  any  thiiig  to  plcafe 
you,  I'll  fing  a  little  ballad  1  learn't  white  y^u*  were 
ajl  fea-^y^tt  ha^«  Mver  l^c^vd  U. 


$0ff€y^txTTt4 

Far  o'er  the  fca  Wfcett  CWtt  ft«W  you, 
Aniimy  fotid^ hdsfS beaf  fiyoiig  and  true-^ 
How  fWfA,  ata^  «SM  VtfleVflew : 

i*ronkMaty* 
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**  Refulgent  funk  the  wearied  fun, 
•*  And  o'er  the  glafly  waters  flione ; 
'*  Still  it  was  dark,  for  thou  wer't  gone. 

^*  Bleft  Mary. 

The  filver  wave  flowed  foft  and  clear, 
And  bright  as  if  reflcfted  there. 
Was  feen  the  faireft  of  the  fair. 

My  Mar}% 

**  My  throbbing  heart  heav*d  many  a  figh, 
**  The  tear  drop  gliften'd  in  my  eye, 
**  And  fancy  told  me — thou  wer*t  nigh. 

"  Dear  Mary; 

"But  foon  thy  lovely  form  had  paft, 
.  *•  And  ocean  with  it's  fwelling  blaft, 
"  Difpeird  the  dream  too  fwcet  to  laft, 

"Of  Mary. 

fFUL  Thanks,  thanks,  my  dear  fifter.  Oh  Woman» 
virtuous  and  lovely — even  in  misfortune's  bour» 
when  all  things  earthly  fail — ftill  can'ft  thou  footh 
and  charm  us. 

Pat.  Ah,  William,  had  you  not  enlifted,  I  fliould 
ftill  have  been  happy. — 

Will.  What  elfe  could  be  done  ? 

Pat.  Any  thing,  I  would  have  ftarved,  rather 
than  you  (hould  have  gone  for  a  foldier,  I  am  fure 
'twill  break  my  heart. 

fFi/L  Had  Charles^  Fervor  indeed  known  of  our 
diftre(s,— -but  alas,  he's  as  poor  as  ourfelves. 

Pat.  He  faid  he  expe&ed  leave  to  raife  a  com* 
pany — if  fo,  and  he  could  get  his  guardian's  confent, 
we  were  to  be  married,  I  am  fure  I  love  him  dearly, 
he  was  fo  kind  to  my  poor  father.— 

Win.  I  (hould  rejoice  to  fee  fuch  a  man  the  hus- 
band of  my  sifter, — but  do  npt,  my  dear  Patty,  let 
your  mind  dwell  on  an  event  fo  uncertain. 
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PaL  I  am  fure  Charles  will  never  defert  me. 

Will.  From  his  paft  behaviour,  'tis  impoiSble  to 
doubt  the  noblenefs  of  his  nature,  but  remeniber, 
he  18  intirely  dependant  on  his  guardian^who^  very 
poflibly  may  obje<5t  to  his  alliance  with  one  fo  much 
bis  inferior  in  fortune. 

Enter  Fervor. 

Fir.  Here  they  are,  here  they  are  at  laft,--^  ' 

WiU.  and  Pat.  C\iZt\t^\ 

Per.  My  charming,  fweet,  lovely  Patty.' — Sea- 
grave,  my  good  fellow,  your  hand.  I  haven't  felt  a 
moment  of  fuch  real  comfort  fince  we  parted— but 
we  won't  talk  of  that,  hang  melancholyT^kick  care 
to  the  devil — iing  to-day,  laugh  to-morrow— oh  I'm 
fo  happy — but  there's  beei>  a  devil  of  a  buftle* 

P^.  Dear,  Charles,  what  about? 

Per.  I  have  fuch  news— 

Will.  What  fort? 

Per.  All  forts — good,  bad,  and  indlfierent — in 
the  firfl  place,  you  muft  know,  I'm  a  great  fcoun* 
drel 

ma.  That's  not  true. 

Per.  So  I  fay — neirt — I've  got  promotron— leave 
to  raife  a  company. 

WiU.  That  I  rejoice  at,  what  elfe? 

Enter  Sir  Barometer — Sir  B.fiBpsJuidenly  on  feeing 
Fervor,  Siir  B.  iehind^    liftem,    an4  iy    oRiw, 
Jhows  his  feelings  at  the  fiene.  >  ^  ,  ^ 

Sir  B    Oh,  there  he  is. 

Per.  Oh  plenty,  plenty— your  tenderz-hearted 
landlord  and  my  deputy  guardian  has  order'd  me  to 
worry  you  for  the  rent,  which  if  you  do  not  pay, 
you  will  inevitably  be  caged  in  a  jail. 

Pen.  Ungenerous — cruel  man  I 
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WiiL  You  know  Clmles;  'tis  tmMffibie# 
Sir  B.  (Behind,  andjhajdng  Us  fiick  a$  Pervor. 
Oh,  you  villain. — 

Fer.  To  be  fore  I  do-^fo  does  Broadbrim ;  but 
unleis  I  receive  the  money,  I  fliatl  ht  laid  like  you 
in  the  black  hole.  My  company  will  march  to  the 
right  about — I  fhall  not  be  able  to  marry  Patty,  and 
—what  the  devil's  that?  (poinding  to  the  cockade^) 
.    Pat.  Oh,  Charles;— 

Will.  Hard  prefs'd  by  poverty^  e^h^ufted  by  ill* 
nelsy  and  dilheartenM  by  hop9lcf$  CAd^avours  to  ob- 
tain a  fubsiftance-i*-As  the  only  m^ans  ]s!ii  ^procuring 
an  immediate  fupplyf^  inlifled  thii  morning  to  the 
recruiting  party  now  ia  town, 

SirB.  {Behind.)  Oh  I—  [Eicit. 

Fer^  What  my  party,,  you  a  foldkt  ? 

Fat.  Your  party  Charles! 

Fer^  Yes — b«t  it  can't  be-— bis  name  i^  hot  down 
intherolL 

Fat.  Indeed  it  is  true, — 

Fcr.  ImpoflTible^^what  could  induce  fuch  rafh« 
nefs?— 

(WiLJLiAM  turns  from  bimy  and  Fervoe  catches  bis 
hand.) 

Will^  We  had  not  a  fiiilliag  in  the  world. 

Fcr.  No— no — no  money — no  food — no— and 
Patty.— -Williaii>-^wb6U  the  4evil  ails  ye  both — a-a 
-ant  you  fet  care  at~<lefiance,  and  lau-a-a-augh  at 
misfortunes  as  I  do  (tryini  to  lau^b,  but  ch$aki»g  with 
txcefs  of  feeling)  ha !  ha!— Come,  come  be  alive.— 
William,  s'death  cheer  up  (recoviring)  come  gp  with 
me— ril  find  Sir  Barometer— teU  him  the  plain 
ftory — ftatc  the  fads — pr^oduce  the  voucbcjs— and 
I  fliottldn't  be  furprlfed  now,  if  Patty  afflrdf  I  wese  to 
marry,  raife  a  company,  eacfeafe  t^  ftanding 
aimy,  efcapethe  prifon,  bilk  the  bailiSs^  aB4  bocbtr 
old  Broadbrim,  to  eome  aiong  my  bey.*^  ^ExetM^ 
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SCENE  ly.-^Enter  Corporal  B akrel  and  Ob adiah 
Broadbrim,  with  the  Cloak  on  him  as  hefon — bii 
Hat  turn'd  up^  with  a  Cockade  iuit — htb  Up/y^^-^md 

Corp.  and  Oi^.  Tdllol,  de  rol,  ifec.— 
Corp.  Sing,  mjr  boy, — &ag — 

DUET. 

Obup  Of  the  mighty  power  of  lovc^ 
Carp.  Let's  fing  like  jovial  fellows  ; 
Oba.  While  the  fpirit  thus  can  move 
Corp.  "  Old  Rofe  and  burn  the  bellows/* 
Oia.  I'll  go  wed  Penelope» 

And  to  my  bofom  take  her ; 
Corp.  I  never  did  his  fellow  £be» 

O  wh^t  an  upright  Quaker! 
Oba.  Paft;  awhile  the  wedding  joys> 

Should  their  country  need  'em^ 

All  my  little  Quaker  boys 

Shall  fight  forEn^land'a  freedom* 
Corp.  Then  never  let  a  jealous  pet. 

Our  future  friendlhip  fever, 
Oba.  While  both  can  fing, 
'  Corp.  **  hoog  live  the  King," 
Oba.  Verily — ^aye — ^for  ever.** 

[Exit  OsAr  halfjingmg  andfpiaking. 

Corp.  There  he  goes— there  he  goes*«-ha !  ha !  ha ! 
— fiow»  that  fellow's  as  drunk  as  a  watchman— it's 
quite  dreadful  to  think  bow  men  can  give  way  to 
fu-u-uch  hor-horri*horrible  habits.-- —  However, 
I  fliottldnl  have  wondered  if  I  had  been  a  litdc 
tipfy  myfelf— for  they  made  the  laft  bowl  of  punch 
with  gin,  inftead  of  water,— 
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Enter  Bailiffs. 

tji.  Bat.  Holloat  Soldier, — ^Can  you  diredt  us  to 
to  Captain  Charles  Fervor  ? 

Corp.  Soldier,  indeed !— damn  your  impudence.— 
rd  have  you  to  know,  Tm  a  Corporal — Barrel  by 
name,  and  gunpowder  by  nature^— fo  ftand  clear» 
lor  Vm  pretty  well  prim*d« 

^d.  Bai.  Well,  good  Corporal  Barrel,  can  you 
tell  u$  where  Captain  Fervor  is  ? 

Corp.  No, — don't  know  any  fuch  perfon— (4&/^») 
He's  only  a  Lieutenant  yet. 

ifi.  Bai.  Come,  my  lad,  direCl  us  to  him,— He 
expefts  us,  I  aflbre  ye, 

Corp.  Oh,  he  expeSs  you.  does  he — ^that  alters 
the  cafe. — [Corporal catches  thet^  winking  at  each  other.} 
i-^bums,  bums  as  I  hope  to  be  made  a  ferjeant ! — 
So,  he  expefts  you,  does  he  ? — (afide.)  They  are 
both  of  'em  (hockingly  drunk — fo  Pll  manoeuvre 
'em.— Hark'ye  my  lads,  if  I  *peach,  you'll  come 
down  with  the  clinkum,  eh— humph  ? 

Bat.  O,  yes— we'll  drink  together 

Corp.  Dnnk!  O  fie — No,  I'll  be  niore  careful  of 
you— yon  have  drank  too  much  already — no— no 
(afiie!)  Now  I'll  do  'em.— If  you  think  it  worth 
while  to  cut  with  a  feven  (hilling  bit, — I'll  ftck  the 
ca(h,  and  fhow  ye  the  man. 

2rf  Bai.  (aside.)  Give  it  htm  Tom— they  won't 
mind  the  expence  if  we  can  but  nab  the  Captain. 

tfi  Bai    Well  Corporal — ^here*s  a  crown. 

Corp.  A  crown !  what  d'ye  mean  by  that,  you  ton 
of  a  catcbpole — I  won't  take  a  tizzy  lefs,  and,  I  tell 
you  what  my  hearty's,  if  you  don't  this  inftant  down 
with  the  duft,  I'll  raife  raife  my  price— I  will — I'll 
raife  my  price 

Bai.  Well  then,  no  more  words — there's  the  mo- 
ney— now  for  the  man — 
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VES  Oft   NO?  M 

Corp:  Stop— donXht  la  fuch.a tonfpundcd  h\xvy 
—is  it  a  good  one.     (Icbks  at'li'J)^ 

Bai.  NQw'^hen,where;ishc?  — 

Corp.  Whfii  /.^    •-'    /,;  .    .   •  ,    .  ^ 

Bau  Zounds  the  officer/ that*s.riecrui ting  in  this 
town?  ;*    ,.'  \  './  '  •  • 

Corp.  Ohi  aye,— well  lie  lodges  .  ^t  .  this  very 
houfe.  ,  ^'\'  '  '  ''[] 

Bai.  How  ishe  drefs'd? 

Q>fp.  Yon  are  a  pretty  fellow  to  afkliow  an  officer 
is  dreffed— why  in  fcarlet,  to  be  furie.         ' 

Bai.  With  ^rCap? 

^(nrp0  To^e.futc — ^w^t's  an  officer  ,without  a 
cap.         ••  •  ....-'.-• 

Bai.  In  red^  with  a  cap»  very  well. 

-    '  IMKiuntBml^. 

Corp,  YouMI  not  find  it  very  well — at  Icaft  I  hope 
fo,  you  ugly  hounds— eh.i  eh  \  eh  J — IV^  manqpu* 
vred  'em  however— now, then  l*m  dffjtl^ht — ^Idft-^ 
fteady^=r-«*  fing  old  Rofe  andbiirrf^the  bellows/!— r 
(Icady^tol  de  toli  ftea^y-^-^— ftiady.- •    ^  ;^ .,    :  ; 

'•    ■ '-    'knier  FERV.6|t.;*^     '  ;;'^    -;  -  '] 

Fcr.  How  now  firrah —I  thought  i  brderfcd  you 
to  bed. 

Corp.  Yes,  and  I  know  its'  weH  for  you  I  did  not 
obey  orders.— You're  in  the  veryja^s  of  the  tnetriy, 
— ^fo  the  right  about,  (juick  march.— ^-l    ' 

Fer    What  do  you  mean  ?        ;         * 

Corp.  The  tips  are  come,  and  you'll  be  nabb'd^^— 
you'll  be  nabb'd  to  a  certainty^ — if  you  don't  go  ' 
diredly  and  put  on  a  cock'd  hat,  arid  a  blue  colt» 
I  fee  you  are  a  little  tipiy  as  well  as  the  reft, — fo  if 
you  diould  chance  to  meet  'em — ^you  know  me— 
Corporal  Barrel, — ^pray  make  ufe  of  my  name,-*- 
t*will  pafs  you  free — ^free  as  a  counterfigq. 
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34  TJBS  OR  yiOl 

Fer^  So— I  |hall  be  larreftcc)  under  the  very  Qofe 
of  my  guardian^— whfttthe  dcvirs  to  be  donel^— 

Corp^  Obey  my  or^ers^— change  your  drefs,  «nd 
you  are  fafe— there,  make  hafte.  fpijbes  Fervor.) 

Fer.  'Sdeath  aiid  fire»  whatwre  you  about. 

Corp.  A  cock'd  hat.   {JHU  puflriw.) 

Fer.  Zouiids»  finab,  you'll  be  ttoj^'d**-^ — 

Cor.  —In  a  blue  coat. 

Fer.  Diftraftion! 

Corp.  Blue  coat,  ^c.  &€,  {^xewti^  the  Corp. 
fiiUpJbing  Fervor^  w,ho  endeavotfrs  to  Hfengage  himfctfp 


SCENE  V — A  Room  in  the  Ituu  J 

••  ii 

•     ■           •  •        •"*■'•  .j 

Emer  Sir  BAikduznvi  followed  hf  Mifs  V.  Snap.  i 

Sir  B.  Ohadfflb  v«is  right-rmy  iloubts  a^e  a||  m  ^ 

an  end— ^iod  I  am  a.  miferahle  nan*  -^J 

Pen.  Brother,  you  torture  my  impatience.  -^ 

Sir  B.  Aye»  vefy  likely,  and  when  your  impatience  ;  ^ 

is  fatisfied,  your  torture  wiiil^  incmfed  to  think  ^^ 

that  a  countenance  fo  open,  and  a  manner  fo  inge-  '^^t 

mious,  (hoold  ^  the  4oa/L  and  majk  of  deceit  and  ^^^ 

duplicity.           '  :iqi 

P«r.  Have  yoii  (leen  to  Se^gr^ve's  cottijge  ?  ^ 

AV  B.  I  have. !         »  'aan 

Pen.  Well?  ?,l 

^xV  JS«  Why  the  poor  man  cpnfefs'd  he  bad  been 

obliged  tpenlid  as  a  private  foldier  iff  Fprvpr*s 

company. 


Pen.  O,  thp  reprobate!* 


'tor 
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Enter  Fervor* 


Fer.  My  dear  Sir  Barometer,  I  am  come  now  ta 
explain 

Sir  B*  Every  thing  is  cxpkinM  Sin--4  am  per-^ 
fedly  well  fatisfied. 

Fer.  (seizing  Bis  band.)  Didn't  I  tell  you  to  my 
dear  Sir^^^how  could  you  poffibly  doubt  me. 

Sir  B.  f releasing  himfelfj  Sir,  I  never  did  doubt 
you — but  I  have  now  witnefied  your  .duplicity  and 
proved  you  a  profligate.  I  have  done  with  you.  Sir, 
I  have  done  with  you. 

Fer.  Zounds^  another  miftake  t  Madam,  for 
rtercy*s  lake  plead  for  me. 

Pen.  What  can  youpoi&bly  ui^eio  invalidate  the 
tetfimOny  of  eyes  and  ears. 

Fer.  A  fimplc  talp— only  hear  me^-and-—    . 

Sir  a.  Wai,  well,  it  £ball  be  To,  proceed  Sir. 

Fer.  It  was  about  two  moothg  ago  that  I  firft  (aw 
the  innocent  girl  whofe  de(lru£t!on  I  am  (o  unjuilly 
char^(i  with.  Achon^ft  thofe  tenants  whom  Mr. 
fird^brim  vifited,  for  the  purpofe  of  receiving  rents 
I  ac^ohipanied  him  to  Seagrave*s  cotta^, — I  beheld 
the  old  man  enduriog  patiently  the  moft  aggravated 
fufi!£rVhgs,  and  the  ion  exerting  his  Laft  remaining 
ftrength  to  ptocurehim  comfort  aQdaffiftance,'-^he 
daughlei-'in  iickhefs  and  in  forrow,  heedlefs  of  ber^ 
felf,  was  eadeavottfing  to  Ibothe  the  lafl;  iad  hours 
of  an  expiring  parent. 

Sir  B.  Well,  Sir— {agitated*} 

fer.  Sir,  I  revered  ue  meekqefe  of  the  father^ 
— honoured  the  conduct  of  the  fon,— and  lov'd  the 
virtues  of  t}\c  dang^tcr< 

Sir  B.  iaside.)  Tnc  fellow  has  cboak^d  fae^-^i^— 
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Zi  YES,  OR  NO? 

go  on,  Sir,  proceed  if  you  pleafe— Obadiah  relieved 
tfaem  ? 

Fer.  {firmlj/.)  No,  Sir,-— on  the  contrary,  he  op* 
prefs*d  them. 

Sir  B.  Still  thefe  ilanders,  produce  proof  Sir,-— 
ril  hear  no  more. 

Fcr.  Ypur  pardon  for  one  moment.  [Exit: 

Sir  S.  His  manner  daggers  me — ^yet — ^plhaw !  it 
is  not  poflible— -if  his  ftory  could  but  be  true. 

Fer,  (withovd.)  This  way  Patty' — this  way; 

FsRvoR  enters  with  William  and  Pattv 

SfiAGRAVE. 

Ha!-^is  it—can  it  be  poflible— Charles — ^my  bojf 
Charles — {here  Sir  S.  turns  where  Fervor  floods  anden^ 
counters  the  Bailiffs  who  enter  iuH  at  this  time,  hervor 
having  retreated  on  feeing  them.) 

Sir  B.  So,  fo,  10,  my  hopes  were  too  .fanguine« 
—Oh,  you  are  a  precious  fellow.* 

Bai.  {to  each  other.)  He's  Aot  here, 

2d  Bai.  In  red  with  a  cap— no.     (thejf  retire.) 

Sir  B.  Rafter  musing.)  I  will  not  conceal  him,  he 
(hall  reap  the  'reward  he  merits— here  oflicers  do 
your  duty,  that  is  your  man# 

Bai.  That — no,  no-— we  want  nothing  of  him; 

SirB.  No! 

Fer.  f aside.)  Oh,  oh,  this  is  Barrel's  blue  coat 
buftnefs. 

Sir  B.  Aftonifhing !  is  it  not  Charles  Fervor  you 
are  in  queft  of  ? 

Bai.  Ay,  fure,  old  gentleman,  but  we  are  not  to 
be  taught  our  bufiiieis  at  this  time  b^day. 

Sir  B.  Very  welU  gentlemen,  you  know  beft;  but 
remember  there's  an  old  faying  that  ■ 

Bai.  Ay.  ay,  «^  old  birds  are  not  to  be  caught 
with  chafF." 
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YES^ORNO?  fil 

Sir  B.  Damn  your  old  birds*——  [Exit  Bailiff's. 

Zounds ! 

Pen.  {restraiMng  bim.)  Brother,  brother*       ■.  ■> 

SirB.  Well,  well.    (Tbf  Bailiffs  retirt^  and  aficr 
examiftingiberoiimitnur  the  ^nm.) 
{To  FenH^.)  So  Sir,  this  is  another  of  yourtrickss 
but  I  am  not  to  be  deceived*     . 

Fer.  Sir  Ba^rpmeter,  it  never  was  my  intention  to 
deceive  you.  .  I  )iqpe  yoUr^ill  believe  me  when  I 
fay»  thatif  ][  had  pseferc'd  my  ownufelefi  plealures^ 
to  the  gnitificsaion  of  iawpg  a  worthy,  though  un« 
fortunate  £unily  from  denuftion,  your  liberal  al- 
lowance woul^  have  been  amply  f^ci^nt  iq  havei 
difcharged  every  deb(^  of  iny  own,  and  tliisdifgr^ce 
had  never  happened.     .    /,;     •    .  ,1  '.    « 

WiU.  I  can  prove.  tKiis  tq^i>e  tri^cu  believe  me. 
Sir.—  *    '     '   •  y;  «^  ^   '    -^  •   ,^     .     ^       .     ; 

. Pat^  jlnde^  he ifr not  tatl>Ume.  .  .    ; ,      - 
Pm*  Birotheri  todiibelieve  aqy  longer  ^^rQ:4^wAf 
lijght obJOtinaeyt .  : *  ;  . -j  -i  ^ 

Sir  B.  1  am  aflkil'd  by  idqul;)ts  and.  truths^  (d 
{irong»  ttiatl  know  not  what  to  believe.  Ob,  if . I 
could  but  f(^  Obadtab~ha !  {her t  the  Baijifs  r^t^rif 
with  Ohadiak/rcfif  i^c  Drm^  Md  tftj^^  all  ^Oit  back  in 
a/lon*/brh^fh,       ,.,  ' .  ;  ._ 

Pen!  Amazement!  '   ,       . 

WtlL  What  can  this  mean?'^'-  , 
F^r.  Proidbriitil  the  devil  T^  * 

Oba.  ••  I'llgo'wea'PWifdtSpe,  knd  to  tfay/^bfpm 
take  her/'    (dtUmpnni  iogdat'  Peneiapi.}       -  -  ' 

Pen.  Paa, — Oh  the  Brute — take  him  away — take 
him  away. 

^iV  B.  Take  care  of  him  friends,  he  is  not  the 
pcrfon  you  are  in  queft  of—^Tittt  I  (hall  pay  the  debt 
and  recompence  your  trouble.  [Exit  Bailiffs  with 
Obadiabj  wbp  axUmpts  again  to  fei%c  Mifs  P. 

Sir  j5.-  HChar^s,  my  boy,  you  have  been 
wrong'd. 
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jSnter  Drab. 

DraiJ.  «« "fea,  vcWIjf,  lie  hitth,  1  haftefi'd  here 
ftbtft  tht  great  tity  tO  txMateKi€t  tht  fchemei  of 
the  defigning  Br6adfifkki$  but  tkev  Wte  vthtiiy 
|>h>fi^  HbaktiVc.  iai&  tty  tottkiciiCt  U&thHtd, 

Fer,  My  good  friends 

'Draii  Friefld  Biraiheter,  1  ttH  afiiamtd  of 
Wfadt  hadi  faa{)p6fiM«  Mt  >tfc  6ni  -gooti  and  «yU 
aMMg  ^veit  OtffttfipfiMi  df.  MMitii  atod  Whefket 
.  fm\€m  lay  cvn  left  ot  tbdfe  i)f  tb]r]|i*^ffiitdhMi,  t 
rcjoke  etJiiiUy  aC  ifad  tHttta^  t)f  Viy<tte  «Rtf  the 
*b4feiMeiit  df  Vice. 

^  ^.  Ciik  yod'  ftil^tf  ine.  (to  CS&Ariis.)  Hm^ 
ihall  1  reward  him?  (to Pen.) 

Pah  GWt  hitti  a  #ife-,  aM  I  WiB  -ghe  her  a  pre- 
feat  to  b^D  the  world  with. 

Sir  B.  SiEer  yoil  Ht  r%MMMkk«  ii6^  tt^  bor  And 
H«K^it  btefi  y«  both.<-«-Heiiiefortb  Fi^  Mt  believe 
every  thing  that  it  new*  is  bad  j  becaMfi  )  am  dd>- 
6#  eVity  thing  (hat  is  <)M»&ulfief»$—4M!c{tufe  1  was 
rtnce  yoiing.  a.  * 

F<f.  Right,  Sir  Biwometer,  Ki<^  t6-that,  Avoid 
prejudice,  and  be  ceftais  yoo  wifi  ahrky^  find  fotn'e- 
thing  to  palliate,  though  perhaps  not  entirely  excufe: 

Fearlels  we  hear  coi^ending  coonfels  fiiry. 
While  truth  and  mercy  guide  an  £ngli(h  Jury> 
Boldly  receive  our  fentencc  'are  we  go, 
Sectireofjuftice,  beit  **  Yet  or  No.** 


THB   BNO« 


Jt  Barker,  Fruiter^  Gren  RuiTeU-aict^  C6VeBt^«rdHU 
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To  every  Performer  named  in  the  Dra- 
matis Persona  of  this  Farce;  I  feel  myself 
under. the  greatest  obligations^,  not  only  for 
the  superior  tnanner  in  which  each  Character 
is  sustained,  but  for  many  judicious  ob- 
servations .which  were  of  essential  service  to 
the  Piece. 

To  Mr.  Johnstone  I  am  particularly  in- 
debted, for  his  performance  of  a  character  so 
much  beneath  his  inimitable  powers,  and  for 
which  I  take  this  opportunity  of  returning 
my  best  thanks. 
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Messrs.  De   Camp,    Penley,    and   Knight,, 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Adam  Slii ling  •«^..^*...— ..—•••..  Mr.  PrNfEY. 

^atius  Jumble  ••••^•a..— ••• Mr.  De^  Camp. 

Dick  Cypher  •••.•••••••.••..•••.m»..»«.«  Mr.  Matthews. 

Jerry  Blossom   .•••••••.•...••  Mr.  Knight. 

O'Rourke  O'Daisy   .........••.•.•.••  Mr.  Johnstone. 

SerTaiit  ,......>..»......«.........>.....    Mr.  Evans. 

Mrs.  Augusta  Carolina  Ho-  >  jj^  g^^^, 

ncymouth- .«..••...•..  > 

Clara  Stirling  •••••..«.••.•.•...•• Miss  Keldt. 

Dolly  O'Daisy ..........•..••  Mrs.  Bland. 

Scene — A  Country  Tomn. 
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HIT  OR  MISSI 

\ 

SCENE  I. 
jffl  Apartment  in  Stirling*^  ffause^ 

Enter  Mrs.  Hoi^etnl^vxx  and  Qlam^ 

Mr^.  Honey.  Well^  CUra,  I  prpte^  I  feel  quite 
.delighted  «t  our  ^cape  from  the  mokQ  pf  Iod- 
4op :  this  new  par^a^e  qf  ypur  father's  neems  t^ 
poaHSf  every  charm  of  ri^ral  retireooent* 

Enter  Stiu*iho. 

Stir.  Ah !  Clara,  my  dear,  hofir  do'st  do  ?  Good 
day^  Cousin.— Weil,  I  suppose  you  have  had  a 
ramUe;  how  d^yelike  the  house  and  ^ounds^eh  f 
•  Clara.  Very  much  indeed^  Sir ;  •tis  really  a  mosi 
dwant  little  villa. 

SHr.  Ah,  so  it  ought— -it  cost  an  elegant  little 

fum  of  money.    What  do  you  think  of  it,  CoiS } 

^  Mrs.  Honev.  O,  delicious  I  we  shall  p«»s  our 

time  admirably ;  and  with  the  new  publicationi 

we  can  procure  from  Mr.  JuniW^-?- 

SHr.  Pshaw !  Jumble's  a  puppy— he  hasn^t  a 
shilling  in  the  world  now-^and  to  prevent  thf  pes* 
.1. 
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9  HIT  OR  MISS, 

sibility  pf  his  ever  getting  one,  he  has  begun  to 
scribble— ^commencM  bookseller,  and  started  a 
weekly  newspaper — they  say  most  authors  come 
to  a  mofsel^of  bread,  and  so  may  he,1f  heliappens 
to  be  lucky. 

Mrs.  Honey.  He*s  an  excellent  young  man  not- 
withstanding;  by-the-bye,  I  wonder  he  has  not 
called;  he  surely  must  have  heard  of  our  arrival 
at  the  Cottage — 

'Stir.  The  Cottage i  there's  a  precious  nick- 
name for  a  mansion  that  has  cost  me  fifteen  thou- 
sand pounds !  The  Cottage  I  a  place  like  a  laby- 
rinth, that  when  I  am  at  one  end  of  it,  «curseme 
if  I  don't  losie  my  way  before  I  can  get'  to  the 
other. 

Clara.  Certainly  the  najne  is  not  very  appro- 
priate. 

Stir.  Appropriate  !  why  zounds  !  you  iriay  9s 
welt  call  a  palace  a  pigsty  :  my  old  friends  in  thb 
"City  will  think  I  am  crazy,  when  they  direct 't6 
old  Adam  Stirling  at  the  Cottage..  (O^Daisif 
without^  *•  There  was  a  bold  dragoon.")  Oh, 
there's  thdt  noisy  fellow,  RoUrke  0*Daisy. 

Enter  O 'Dajsy. 

C Daisy.  Eh  !  I  beg  pardon  of  your  Hoaor'a 
honor,  but  there  canAe  just  now'a  great  big  fel- 
low to  the  lodge  gate,  and  kept  tolling  the  bell, 
ttH  there  was  a  greater  hubbubboo  than  at  a  wake 
in  Ballinatrotty.  i 

Stir.  An  express  from  town« ,  no  doubt*  i 
thought  there  was  something  a-foot. 

0' Daisy.  The  devil  a  yard  of  him  was  a-fpot**-^ 
he  was  outsfde  of  a  horse; 

Mrs.  Honey,  Something  of  consequence. 

0*Daisy.    lour  Ladyship  may  say  that  thing 
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and  tell  no  lie  neither*  He  said  it  was  of  very 
great  weight,  and^  by  the  powers*  I  believe  him, 
or  be  would  not  have  had  a  horse  to  carry  it. 

Mu.  Honey.  And  what  is  it  ? 

O^ Daisy.  A  Letter  it  is — he  told  me  to  deliver 
it  Immediately  into  the  hands  of  the  right  owner; 
pnd  that^B  the.  reason  I  came  myself,  because 
there  should  be  no  blunder. 

Stir.  Ah,  'tis  for  old  Adacp — 

CF Daisy.  Is  it  ?  by  the  powers,  then,  His  the 
first  time  I  ever  knew  old  Adam,  was  a  gentle- 
woman. 

Mrs.  Hfmey.  'Tis  for  me,  \  dare  say— come, 
give  it  me. 

ODaisy.  Give  it  you — the  name*8  Honey- 
mouth—- this  must  be  the  honeymouth,  for  it  cer- 
tainly belongs  lo  the  sweetest  lady  of  the  two,« 
and  therefore  you  have  nothing  at  all  to  do  with 
ijt.  (Giving  it  to  Clara).  Leave  me  alone  for 
the  service  of  the  ladies — Fm  sure  to  be  right 
thete,  whether  Pn?  wrong  or  not.  O  bless  your 
sweet  Hp9!  that's  the  most  gentlemanly  ypung 
lady  I  have  seep  sjpce  I  left  Ballinatrotty. 

li^xit  0*Daisy. 

Stir.  Augusta  Carolina  1  there's  for  you— there's 
the  ef{ect  of  novel  reading.  Her  husband  (r^st 
his  soul)  happened  to  be  called  Hpnej^mouth,  so 
that  his  pame^now  attaches  ,tp  her  like  a  libeU 
Hpneymouth!  her  ipouth  looks  ^  great  d^^l 
more  like  the  family  lempq-squee^r  (iisidej. 

Mrs,  Honey.  CLpoking  at  tlie  letter )^  From 
Mr.  Jumble,  I  protest. 

Qara.  Indeed  I  frpm  Mr.  Jumble  ! 

Stir.  I^q,  ^ppw  J  shall  be  plagued  wi^h  him. 
Well,  what  says' he? 

Mrs.  Honey.  You  5l]all  heftr*  (R^ads).  "Allow 
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^'  me,  deafest' Mtdim,  to  congrttulite  finysdf  dti 
'^your  arrival  at  the  Cottage;  I  ahtU  take  the 
"  earliest  opportunity  of  kissing  yoar  fair  hands, 
"  and  those  of  my  youthful  cdtnpanion,  Clara." 

Siir.  The  devil  he  will ! 

Mrs.  Homy.  Stay,  here^s  a  postscript.  (R»uis)i 
**  I  have  just  received  from  to«rn  a'  neiv  Aovei, 
"  called  •  The  Victorious  Lover ;'  and  I  hope  you 
'^  will  think  he  has  sufficient  merit  to  authorise 
*•  my  Introducing  him  at  the  Cottage."  Delight- 
full 

Stir.  Yes,  very  delightful.  I  see  how  'twiH 
be^^this  is  to  be  the  Enchanted  Castle^  Qata  an 
imprisoned  damsel,  I  am  to  be  the  cock  giant,  aft4 
you  the  fiery  drtigod. 

Mrs.  Baney.  How  1 

Stir.  D— n  his  impudence!  yes,  yea!  but 
when  he  wd  his  ^*  Victorious  Lover"  get  footing 
in  this  house,  he  shall  be  welcome  to  keep  it  for 
his  pains. 

Mrs.  Honey.  I  am  aatonish^i  cousin  Stifling 
-p-«old  Mr.  Jumble  was  yourmodt  tntinkate  friend. 

Stir.  So  he  was,  but  that^  no  reason  I  should 
make  his  son  a  present  of  my  daughter.  Old 
Jumble  hinted  to  me,  that  a  small  estate  would 
fall  to  his  son  when  he  came  of  age ;  but  when 
we  opened  the  Will,  there  was  hardly  enough  to 
pay  for  the  funeral.  But  come,  I  must  ha^  d 
Kttle  private  conversation  with  you  about  young 
Cypher.  I  have  ask*d  him  down  for  a  day  or 
two.  I  never  saw  him,  but  I  hear  he*s  a  quiet 
steady  fellow— none  of  your  novel  readera^ha 
has  ten  thousand  pounds  in  his  poeket,  and  yet 
sticks  to  business-^that's  the  boy  for  OM  Adam 
Stirling.     Come  along,  Coz. 

[JS^^roni  Stirling  and  Mtb,  Qoneymouth^ 
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Clara.  Brought  up  together  from  our  earliest 
youth,  how  cruel  of  my  father  thus  to  separate 
me  from  the  only  man  I  can  ever  love  as  a  hus- 
band. Love  too  often^  withers  .  like  a  .gs^KJy 
ilower ;  but  when  friendship  is  the  soil  it  springs 
from,  like  the  constant  ivy,  it  will  thrive  for  ever. 


SONG— Cla£A4 
I. 

Yes,  iRT^B  I  rttnetnlier  h6W  lidppf  the  hoars 

I  psts'd  with  my  love  in  the  oool  shady  bow'rs  \ , 

Hoir  pbestM,  how  gaily,  time  flitted  aiviy. 

Pleasure  beam*d  on  each  minute,  Hd|)e  hrighten'd  each  (^ajrt 

Ah  !  little  then  thinking  that  soon  overcast. 

Our  hopes  would  be  wither'd^  our  joys  would  be  past. 

It. 

''  In  this  life  of  uncertainty  oft  it  appears, 

'*  Those  who  waAe  b  the  morn,  in  the  evening  shed  tears  i 

"  Sbfiiteonttiesanofniydaycastafirown, 

'*  Tlio'  in  smiles  it  arose,  *twill  in  sorrow  go  down :  , 

*'  For  my  bosom  is  cbitt'd  bv  adversity*s  blast, 

"  And  my  hopes  are  all  wither  d,  my  joys  are  all  past, 

HI. 

•'  Bnt  grateful  sensations,  if  friendship  can  give^ 

'^  For  them,  and  them  only,  I  stRl  i^ish  to  Ihre. 

^  And  when  'tis  my  lot  from  this  life  to  depart, 

<^  Hio'  deadan*d  my  feelings,  tho*  cold  my  poor  heart, 

'«  De^p  and  keen  will  the  pang  be,  as  sighing  at  last 

f*  My  hopes  were  soon  withered,  my  joys  were  soon  past** 


lExit. 
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SCENE  ir. 

A  Lodge  in  the  Cottage  Style ^  with  Home  qni 
Garden^  seen  through  the  Gate. 

(Dolly  O" Daisy  singing  without, ) 

*^  He*8  straight  and  be*s  tall  as  a  poplar  tree^ 
'^  His  checlu  are  as  red  as  a  rose/*  &c. 

Enter  Dolly  O^Daist  from  the  Lodge.^^ 

Dolly.  Oh  dear,  I  wish  Rourke  was  come 
batk ;  Idon^t  half  like  his  staying  at  the  house  sq 
long,  it's  for  no  good,  that's  a  sure  thing ;  and  a^ 
(o  his  taking  the  letter,  'tis  nothing  more  than  ari 
excuse  to  see  that  gauky  creature,  Sally  Broom, 
the  housemaid.  Heigh  ho !  I  didn't  think  he'd 
have  been  half  so  wild  after  I  married  him  ;  but 
these  Irishmen  are  the  very  devil  after  the  girls, 
that's  the  truth  on't. 

0* Daisy  (Coming  through  the  gate).  Ah  !  ah  ! 
my  beautiful  t'other  half,    is  it  yourself  that's  , 
there  ? 

Dolly.  So !  you  are  come  at  last — 

G" Daisy:  At  last !  you  would  not  have  me  come 
before  I  was  gone,  would  you  ?  Oh  1  Botheram, 
by  all  the  butter- milk  and  potatoes  in  Old  Ire- 
land, but  my  darling  here,  Mrs.  Dolly  O'Daisy, 
is  a  little  bit  jealous. 

Dolly.  Well,  and  if  I  was,  it's  enough  to  make 
any  poor  girl  jealous ;  you  had  no  business  to 
stay  so  long. 

O* Daisy.  How  the  devil's  a  man  to  do  a  job 
properly  without  you  give  him  time  ;  but  it's  the 
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way  with  all  the  wives  in  the  world — man,  wo- 
man and  child. 


EiUer  Stirling. 

Stir.  Rourke,  here,  take  this  letter  to  Mr. 
Jomble  directly. 

0* Daisy  (aside).  By  St.  Patrick,  I  believe  they 
all  take  roe  for  a  two-penny  post. 

Stir.  And  d'ye  hear  ? 

O Daisy.  Yes,  your  Honour. 

Stir.  It  he  should  call  here,  say  I  am  not  at 
home — ^I  don't  chuse  to  see  him. 

O Daisy.  Not  see -him  !  not  see  young  Mr. 
Jumble !  Och  \  if  his  poor  dead  father,  my  late 
tnaster,  could  but  listen  to  what  you  were  saying,* 
he  wouldn't  believe  it  with  his  own  eyes. 

Stir,  (half  aside),  I  desired  Mr.  Cypher  to 
bring  all  old  Jumble's  papers  down  with  him :  I'll 
clear  my  hands  of  the  business  as  soon  as  possible* 
Why  don't  you  go  ? 

ODaisy.  Because,  vour  Honour,  O'Rourke 
O'Daisy  never  in  his  life  before  went  such  a  dirty 
road,  and  by  my  soul  he  does  not  know^he  way. 

Stir.  Be  off  immediately.  Zounds!  I  shall  be 
choaked  with  rage  :  I  wish  that  fellow  was  at  BaU 
linatrotty  again  with  all  my  heart.  [^Elxit. 

O* Daisy  (aside).  Och!  don't  be  in  a  hurry,  and 
you'll  be  choak'd  with  something  else.  Ballina- 
trotty  indeed  J  to  be  sure  they  wouldn't  be  happy 
to  see  me  and  my  darling  little  spouse  trotting  over 
the  water  again  to  'em. 
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DUETT— O'Daist,  Dolly. 
I. 

(TDaisy,  Long  ago  from  1117  oonntiy  I  trotted  away, 

Koowiog  well  how  to  rake,  and  to  tninble  the  lugr ; 
Witfi  a  wif^  BOW  letoming.  It  much  better  sohs. 
To  leave  raking  alone,  and  be  raidug  reomitt. 

Then  arrah,  be  aiiy. 

Sweet  Mrs.  0*Dai8j. 
To  tickle  my  heart,  to  be  sare  she*d  the  knack ; 

While  the  meny  bells  ring. 

We  fthaU  caper  and  sing, 
HuasKa !  for  Old  irelao4»  wUb  hubbobboo  whack ! 
Bo/ft.         Then,  arrabj  be  ait]r«  Ire. 

11. 

Dolly.  Then  the  lads  and  the  laisei,  dear  Imrt  bow  they'll 
stare. 
When  I  sport  my  new  elotbes  first  at  Donnybreok  fair. 
In  my  little  straw  hat,  tied  with  green  silken  bows. 
In  my  shoe  a  smart  knot»  in  my  boaom  a  rp«e. 

They'll  all  ciy  be  aisy, 

Tis  Mrs.  0*Daisy, 
The  sweet  little  creature  that  Rooike  has  brought  back. 

While  the  merry  bells  ripg. 

We  shall  caoer  and  sine. 
Huzza,  for  Old  Ireland,  with  hubbabboo  whack ! 

\  Moih.  Then,  arrab,  be  aisy,  &c. 

lExit  O'Daisy  and  DoUy. 


SCENE  III. 
^  Room  with  ^Qoks^  Poper$^  ^c. 

Enter  Jumblb. 

Jumi.  Noletter!,  no  message!  Oh!  these  are 
the  charming  agonies  of  love  (as  Thomson  says). 
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turhose  miseries  delight.— No  answer ! — and  on  my 
birth-day  too!— Cruel  girl!— ^butTm  too  anxious 
- — so  ril  write  an  essay  on  Patience  ;-*^bu8ine8s  may 
keep  love  out  of  my  head^  but  it  never  can  .root  it 
from  my  heart. 


ilnter  QviLU 

Quill.  Sir !  Mr.  Foolscap  has  just  been  hefe^ 
and  says  he^s  determined  to  print  his  own  works. 

Jumb.  So  mu^h  the  better  for  the  *chandler*s 
shops. 

Quill,  And  Mr.  Grim,  Sir,  has  just  caird  to 
see  the  first  proof;  but  the  printer^s  devil  has  not 
brought  .it« 

Jumble.  What*8  the  work  ? 

Quill.  A  Satire— he  calls  it  ^'  The  ^i^ird  of 
Vice." 

Jumble.  The  Reward  of  Vice-— ^h,  tell  him 
when  there  is  H  proof  of  it,  the  devil  will  bring 
it  him.  '• 

Quill.  Yes,  Sir. 

Jumble.  Quill,  bring  those  papers  :-^'ll  arrange 
them  for  the  press ;  by  that  time  they  may  send 
for  me  to  the  Cottage.*— Oh,  Clara  !  ahpul^  I 
have  forgotten  your  birth-day !«— Should  t  have 
neglected  you  any  day  !-«^Now  then,  what  is  there 
to  insert  ?  (Heads).  Wanted :  A  wife— A  great 
show  of  horned  cattle^^A  lottery  ticket- A  high* 
way  robbery — A  public  masquerade  r- A  private 
mad-house.— and  flll  these  paragraphs. 

OuUl.  Yes,  Sir. 

Jumble.  Paid  for  ? 

Quill.  Yes,  Sir.         [Jumble  siu  at  the  Table. 
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Enier  Jkbby  Btossoic. 

Jerry.  When  Mr.  Jumble  bezant  boajr,  Vd 
speak  a  word  with  'un. 

QuilL  Then  you'll  wait  long  enough^  I  can 
tell  you— he*s  as  little  leisure  as  business ;— <-he*8 
always  hurried  for  time  tho'  he*s  nothing  to  do. 

TEmt  QoilL 

Jumble.  By  the  bye,  I  wonder  Mrs.  Honey- 
hiouth  is  not  more  anxious  for  the  "  Victorious 
Lover/* — I  am  obliged  to  tickle  that  old  wort)an*4 
palate  with  a  novel,  as  iKneas  did  the  monster 
Gerberns  with  a  sop  ;  her  affectation^  vanity,  and 
pride,  is  my  monster — my  dog  with  three  neads. 

Jerry.  A  dog  with  three  heads !  Dang  it;  I 
wish  I  was  well  out  o*  th  house. 

Jumble.  Hey !  Who  are  you,  friend  ? 

Jerrtf^,  I— I— I— be  Jerry  Blossom,  Zur.— I 
Ivant  our  Dolly— I-— 

Jumble.  And  who  the  devil  is  our  Dolly? 

Jerry.  A  dog  with  three  heads*^ 

•  Jumble.  What ! 
J^rry.  Sir ! 

Jumble.  Who  the  devil  is  our  Dolly  ? 

*  Jerry.  She  be  my  sister,  Zur ;  I  be  come  all 
the  way  from  the  North  to  find  her. 

*  Jumble.  Oh,  I  understand^-^you  want  to  ad-^ 
vertise  in  my  papery  m  speak  to  you  presently. 
Here  (gives  him  a  JBook)^  did  you  ever  learn  to 
read? 

Jerry.  Yes ;  when  I  was  at  charity  school, 
they  gave  me  a  good  book. 

•  Jumble  (throwing  down  the  Book).  Did  they? 
You  were  in  luck, — we  donH  print  such  things 
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BOW  a-days*  Sit  down  and  spell  the  county  news- 
paper.  [Giving  him  a  Newspaper 

Jeny.  Thank  you— thank  yoii  kindly,  2#ur — 
Dear  heart,  I  be  mortal  tired. .  (Siu  doum).  I 
lui*ntheen  much  used  to  read  any  bat  out  of  my 
own  books ;  but  howsomever  Y\\  try-*-Swall6w*d 
poison — 

Jumble  fat  his  Table).  Yesterday  was  married 
Mr.  Sapling,  aged  eighteen,  to  Mrs,  Evergreen, 
aged  seventy^six — 

Jerry.  The  eflfects  have  not  transpired— 

Jumble.  No  reason  has  been  given  for  this  rash 
acttoo. 

Jerry  (reading).  This  nioming  the  Right 
Hon*  the  Speaker— 

Jumble  (writing).  Convicted  of  keeping  a  dis* 
orderly  house.    Umph!  mad  bulK 

Jerry.  Hey-^fagain  reeding:^— 7 Yesterday  the 
new  Lord  Mayor  was  sworn  into  office — 

Jumble  (reading).  And  afterwards  tos6*d  and 
gor'd  many  people.  Now,  Jerry  Blossom,  what's 
your  pleasure  with  me  ? 

Jisrry.  Thank  ye  kindly,  Zur-^I  ha'  no  plea- 
sure with  you.  (Bows).  My  sister,  Dolly  Blos- 
som by  name,  she  liv'd  in  sarvloe  somewnere  in 
this  neighbourhood,  and  as  I  hadnU  seen  her 
awhile,  I  thought  Td  just  trudge  up  to  these 
parts  and  enquire  her  out ;  and  as  you  be  Master 
at  News,  I  thoi^ht  to  advertise  and  the  like,  but 
devil  a  bit  can  I  find  her,  and  I  be  nation  vex'd 
about  it,  seeing  I  might  ha'  gotten  a  place  here* 
about  mysen. 

Jumble  (aside).  Egad !  they  want  a  servant  at 
the  Cottaffe— if  so,  this  fellow  may  be  useful  ta 
roe.  (To  Jerry).  At  about  a  mile  from  the  town, 
lives  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Stirling «-it> 

c  2 
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called  the  Cottage— enquire  there,  he  wants  a 
servant.  ." 

Jerry.  Thank  ye,  Zur,  thank  ye  heartily. 
(Bows).  D— n  the  dog  with  three  heads-*-!  don't 
mind  him  a  bit— he*s  so  kindly  spoken  r<d  stay 
.with  him  in  spite  of  the  devil  himself,  an'  he'd  hs^ 
me.  [Z2ari7. 

[As  he  goes  out  he  meets  O'Daisy,  who  bows 
ridiculously^  he  returns  it  awkwardly.  . .  , 

ODaisy.  A  mighty  civil  little  jontl^nan  that^.- 

/z^m^Ze.  Now  Rourke,  your  news —» what  says 
my  love— my--* 

O* Daisy  (aside).  I  shall  never  be  able  to  speak 
to  him — my  heart  seems  to  have  clirnb'd  up  to 
my  throat  on  purpose  to  choak  me. 

Jumble,  He  hesitates  —perhaps  she* I  dread  to 
ask — Rourke  speak  to  me-p-is  Clara  ill  ? 

O Daisy.  O,  No— 'tis  not  that ! 

Jumble.  Thank  Heaven ! 

O'Daisy.  It  is  not  often  that  an  Irishman  is 
troubled  with  bashfulness ;  but  may  the  devil  tire 
me,  if  I  an't  asham'd  to  tdl  you,  so  you  must  ask 
this  letter^  and  be  d— d  to't.  [Giving  it  him. 

Jumble  (reading).  So,  so,  so!  Denied— reject* 
ed — (fPiping  his  eyes  hastily).  No  matter— the 
spring  of  life  is  but  an  April  day^chequer'd  with 
smiles  and  tears :  the  passing  cloud  may  for  a 
time  obscure  its  lustre,  but  he  who  longer  pines 
bene^h  the  shade  will  feel  the  sun-beam  wannest. 
•—When  my  poor  father  died-^ 

0^  Daisy.  Och  !  long  life  to  him,  I  say.  When 
he  happen'd  to  vex  poor  Rourke .  O'Daisy,  he 
always 'made  a  pretty  little  gentlemanly  excuse; 
but  when  he  died,  he  vext  me  more  than  all  the 
res(  in  a  luinp*-^and  d-p-n  the  excuse  he  made  for 
that. . 
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Jumble,  Yet  why  should  I  repine  ?  I  have 
health,  spirits,  and  a  clear  conscience.  Rourke, 
come  hither!  I  am  naw  of  age.  Had  my  poor 
father  lived,  I  should  this  day  have  received  a 
small  property,  and  the  hand  of  my  Clara.  The 
property  has  vanished — ^no  one  knows  how.  But 
if  Clara  prove  constant,  like  a  second  Proteus,  Til 
so  transform  myself,  that  I'll  win  her,  in  spite  of 
bolts,  bars,  and  locks.  Faint  heart  ne'er  won 
fair  lady  yet;  and  Hit  or  Miss  is  the  word, 

Love  rules  the  court,  the  camp,  the  grofve. 
And  meu  bek>w«  and  saintu  above ; 
For  love  is  hdaven,  and  heaven  is  love. 

[^ExU  Jumble, 

G* Daisy.  Och !  to  be  sure,  but  the  Ladies  can 
change  as  well  as  Mr.  Proteus,  or  any  other  gen- 
tleman. Don't  I  remember,  before  I  had  the 
good  fortune  to  marry  my  dear  darling  dumpling, 
Mrs.  Dolly  O'Daisy,  how  my.  friend  Tom  Treacle 
was  treated  by  that  weathercock  devil,^  Miss  Molly 
O'Rigge :  I  shall  never  forget  it  these  two  hun- 
dred years  to  come. 


SONG-;.0*Daisy. 

[For  tl|e  words  of  this  Song,  the  Author  is  indebted  tq  a  Friei)d.] 

I. 

At  Cork  liv'd  Miss  Molly  O'Rigge, 

With  a  nose  like  the  snout  of  a  pig  ^ 

JjofigcAxaiiylficks, 

And  ten  pound  iti  tl^  stocks, 

Was  the. fortune  of  \iolly  O'RIgge—. 

Whjt  ii.briiulihil  Molly  O'Rigge ! 
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II. 

Torn  Trcacte  Wd  MoUy  0*Rigg«  | 
A  pert  little  tea-dealing  prig.. 
Says  be,  Molly,  my  dove. 
My  heart's  brira^fall  of  love. 
Says  she.  Grocer,  Idon*tcarea  fig. 
What  a  hard-hearted  MoUy  0*Rigge ! 

/.      III. 

I  hate  men,  quoth  Molly  0*Rigge  j 
In  love  they're  a  mere  whirligig : 
But  Cornelius  O' Whack 
Gave  her  heart  such  a  smack. 
That  to  church  they  both  capered  a  jig- 
Wbat  a  false»l|earted  Mdly  0*Riggc ! 

IV. 

Says  the  tea.dealer,  Molly  O'Rigge, 
My  heart  is  with  jealousy  big. 
Says  she,  hold  your  dack — 
Vm  now  Mistress  O' Whack— 
Tm  no  longer  Molly  O'Rigge ; 
Good  bye^  Mistr^v  MoUy  O'Rigge. 


[Exit  O'Daisy. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Lodge. — Jbbrt  and  Dolly  came  down  from 
the  Lodge. 

Jerry.  He!  he!  he! — ^wounds!  I  never  was 
better  pleased  in  all  my  born  days;  And  za  yoif 
be  married,  be  you  ?  Ecod,  then  I  might  ha* 
searched  long  enow  for  Dolly  Blossom,  and  ne'er 
ha'  found  her  after  all.  But,  Dolly,  I  thought 
you  and  Robin  Redpole  used  to  keep  compapy  ? 

Dolly.  Oh!  so  we  did;  but,  Lord!  if  I  bad 
waited  for  him,  J  might  not  have  had  a  husband  yet. 
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SONG— DoixT. 

VHaen  Robin,  dreM*d  oat  in  his  holiday  clothes, 

Kirtt  came  to  our  cottage  to  woo. 

He  said  I  was  fair  as  tb*  fall-blossom'd  rose. 

And  swore  that  be  1oT*d  me  so  true : 

Then  he  kiss*d  nie,  and  be«;g*d  J  would  mention  the  dajr 

Wootd  make  me  for  ever  his  own  3 

Bot  I  pettishly  answer'd,  Don*t  tease  me  so,  pray : 

Cao*t  yon  let  a  young  woman  alone*— 

Fa!^  la,  Uu 

He  cried.  My  dear  girl,  'twixt  the  cup  and  the  Hp 
The  sweets  are  uncertain,  they  say  $ 
And  YOU,  like  some  others,  may  let  the  time  slip. 
So  take  me,  while  take  me  you  may. 
Then  tarry  no  more,  but  to-morrow  let's  wed, 
Tcymonrow  1*11  make  you  my  brides- 
Says  I,  that's  a  thing  not  so  soon  done  as  said  1 
Then  he  gap'd  like  a  fool  while  I  cried— 

Fal,  la,  la. 


Enter  O'Daisy. 

O" Daisy.  Sure  that's  the  civil  gentleman  I  saw 
at  Mr.  Jumble's. 

Jerry.  Why,  Dolly,  you  do  sing  better  than 
ever.  But  I  say,  you  sent  Robin  off  with  a  fine 
slap  o'th  face. 

ODaisy  (aside).  Wait  awhile  ago,  my  fine 
fellow,  and  I'll  send  you  off  just  in  the  same  way« 

Dolhf.  O  dear,  yes  1— your  lovers  that  talk  so 
much,  are  seldom  worth  marrying. 

O^ Daisy  (behind.)  Egad  its  myself  they  are 
talking  about !  Therie^s  treason  for  you  !•— thereat  ^ 
a  Guy  Faux  in  petticoats ! 

Jerry.  Well,  I  be  main  £flad  to  see  you,  so 
giro  us  a  bass,  Dolly. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


M  Kit  OR  MteS, 

CDaisy.  Oh  !  ioht  sure.  Whew !  (whistks)^ 
Damn  that  fellow,  he*s  been  talking  Irish  to  my 
wife,  or  he  could  not  have  got  so  far  as  that  al- 
ready. fO^ Daisy  goes  up  to  them^  and  makes  a  law 
bow  tojem/^  who  returns  it  as  atjumbles  library)  4 

Dolly.  Oh !  Ronrke,  I'm  glad  youVe  come 
back.     Brother  was  longing  to  see  you. 

G* Daisy.  Brother  !  Aye,  and  if  I  bad  caught 
the  Great  Mogul  kissing  you,  youM  have'  swonl 
he  wasyour  cousin-gennan. — (To  Jerry) .  Hark'ee^ 
Mr.  Clodhopper — 

Dolly.  Why,  Rourke,  don't  be  such  a  feci : 
*Twa8  but  t'other  day  you  were  wishing  to  see 
Jerry  Blossom-^and  now  he*s  here,  you  want  to 
quarrel. 

G* Daisy.  Oh,  blarney!  didn't  you  tell  mc  your' 
brother  was  born  in  Scotland  ?. 

Jerry.  Well!  and  she  told  nought  but  the 
truth.  I  w<is  born  in  Scotland  ;  but  I  saw  day- 
light first  in  England,  for  all  that — I  came  into 
the  world  in  a  waggon. 

0*Daisv.  Och  !  was  that  it !  Born  in  Scot- 
land-—and  saw  day-light  in  a  waggon*— Ha !  ha  ! 
Give  me  your  hands,  my  darlings ;  depend  on% 
we  three  shall  make  a  mighty  loving  couple. 


EtUer  Stirling  and  Clara. 

• 

Stir.  Doi/t  talk  to  me,  Qara.     Mr.  Cypher. 
has  the  reputation  of  a  money -getting<ellow,  who 
sticks  to  business.    (To  O^ Daisy.)     Well !  have 
you  obey'd  rhy  orders  ?  ; 

O' Daisy.  I  have  taken  the  letter,  your  Honour^ 
^  Stir.  Well,  and  What  said  he  ? 
'  O" Daisy.  Not  much  ;  but  he  seemed  to  thinks 
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that  when  a  lifilf^Bf^6lt^:M9>6fd^  he  was  a  j^fitealL 
big  blackguacdt  knd'that  Misa  ^li;;^  was  as  muclr 
his  wife  as  she  iwaBi.har  cwn  .feihpf's  daugKti^r^^ 
every  bit;  andtbeti/said  heverjrfedteelly,  I'll  jvi«l. 
g6-atitf  Ast-ftot^  I  think  h*  tallM  him"^4o. 
help  him  to  break'  op^n  all  ihe  dpors  and  win- 
dows in  tha^  hfiiu96^  .but  what  .hefd  get  his  oWti; 
propettjr.     .    .  :  t  /.  .  \^^ 

Stir.    The  <levi!  he  did!  ^^6tiads!  I  haven't  n 
seen  the  fellow  since  tlis  Taiheifi  ^death ;  isMif  ; 
the  stripling  ahouid...li&  .gM>wii  oiijt'of  my  know- 
tedgb^ite  n%  gM  4fi(«f  t}i^  home  before  Tttt  sMma. 

^kftiai$^,.  my:  wiwt  i WjJkt|Fi|t|  Wht^r^iii-ikt^^^ 
your  llonoar-^Mr«  Jerrjr  filasMtiy  £s<f 

Jerrif,  Yes. 8SKa''*^M''fa;plfeee^^  '    .>v.^oV 

SiiK  Zounds  I  ^sKa|i  grdW/^aite  suspicioi^s.^ 


T 

iv-.q   .J-      .      k  .     -i,v   I 

.'    VV.^. 

O' Daisy.  Wfrjri'%ltetdoyott.w*it? 
-•^erv.  My  Mastiff..  ,v   ,  ,,>,.,,„..  ,t    .    •  ■ 
O Daisy.  There  he  is.      .      ,  ;.^         *^  [£^7. 
■Serf.  Sir,  there's  a  poor  Inan  waht'^  you. 

FINALE. 

Jumhk  fu/i/Aovy.Tity^  frieud^^  oh  ^\(y,  pth^ 

A  wc^ry  soldier  fenlersj,  old  and  wounded ! 

SHrliag,  What  tbe  devil  does  he  say  ? 

By  treachery  I'm  so  surrounded. 

Clara  and  Dolly.  Sad  and  dreary  is  his  way-— 

He's  a  soldier  poor  and  wounded. 

Stirling.  1*11  hire  that  lout — ^he  may  assist 

Hie  schemes  of  Jumble  to  resist. 
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JimbU. 

footman* 
Jerrjf. 
Atmife. 
aOiMMg. 

Clara. 

Jbolly. 


i  HIT  QR\M«3*,I  ' 

.1  fnxtfi  either  figliii  or  run* 

What  tbt  devirs  to  be'dooe  ?  *  r '^ 

He  must  d^r  fight  or  Ytm.  .  /  .    ' 

I  inci9t  either  fi^t  or  run.  ;  i'  . 

I  wish  tbat  Mlamr  was  departed.  (T?  •Aifi*, 
^/e>.  Get  70a  gone. 

He's  broken-hearted. 

Then  pity.  Sir,  ah,  pt^,  ora/—- 

A  weary  soldier,  old  and  wounded. 
Sad  and  dreary  is  his  way— 

By  treachery  Tm  so  surrounded. 
'  I'D  hire  that  lout— tie  may  assist  ^        i  ; 

The  sdiemes  of  Jumhle  to  lesist. 
be   come  aU  the.  way  from  the  North  ibra* 

place—  ; 

My  name*s  Jerry  Blossom;  don't  doubt  nicf  ^  '^^ 
What  1  fed  ro  my  heartyou  may  see  ia^kny  £)cc,- 
JKoi^Iiiate  nodisgulies^bootmeo  .   r  nn^ 


Blossom, 

changed 

DressesJ» 

Jerry  (as  Jumhle). .Yayt^t,  now -pi^y^  pr^gp^ 

A  we^ry  soldiieri  ofdatid  wounded  ! 
Sdr.  (to  Jumhle).  Send  tbat  vagabond  away —        ^ '   * 
By  treachery  Vm  so  surrounded, 
I  must  guard  against  surprises. 
Y9Qf  HfMioor*^  Qtd!mlchej(crosses  to  Jet.) 
Hty,  Sir,  a  sddier,  pray  I 


Jumhle., 
Jerry. 

Omnes. 


Xoven  opnoe  in  a)l  4tigfii$tg^    ,     ..  ^  v 

[^Exit  J^rry  on  one  side  ;  t'kb  rest  tkivttgh  the 
Gate^  3  \xmh\e  JbHowiii^ 


tgi 


^D  OF  TH$  PXBST  ACT. 
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Act  11. 

SCENE  I. 
The  Lodge. 

Enter  O'DjLin. 

ODaistf.  Oh !  this  tove  makes  a  rare  bustle 
amoDgsit  us  ^-***a  pretty  kettle  of  fish,  indeed^ 
as  the  man  said,  when  he  over^roasted  a  shoulder 
of  mutton-^nd  if  old  Mr*  Stirling  should  hap* 

Sen  to  find  it  all  out,  he*d  pack  me  off  in- a 
urry.  Well,  and  if  he  does,  so  much  the  better 
— rfl  take  a  trip  to  neat  little  Ireland,  the  land 
of  whisky,  pretty  girls,  lads  of  wax,  and  mealy 
potatoes. 

SONG— O'Daisy. 


Oh !  the  had  of  gwbet  Erin's  a  iand  of  delight. 
The  women  can  love»  and  the  men  can  all  fieht ; 
We  hare  faearti  for  tbagirli^ive  hare  ahn^^oar  foet. 
And  the3r  both  are  triampbanty  as  all  the  vffifld  knowt« 
If  they  talk  of  pditeneas,  we  beat  them  at  that— 
For  when  Moonseer  came  coorting*  a  rival  to  Pat^ 
/  He  cricd>  xaj  dear  jewel,  7otf*fe  qtiite  at  a  stand, 
'  So  pity  take  a  iboC,  just  to  lend  yon  a  hand. 
Then  let  na  be  frisky,  and  tip|^  the  whisky. 
Long  life  to  the  land  of  dear  liberty's  yoft  ^ 
No  country  whatever  has  power  to  sever 
The  Shamrock,  the  Rose,  and  the  Thisde,  my  bojrs. 

pa 
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11. 

They  talk  how  they  live-^why,  its  blarney  and  staff  { 
For  a  man,  when  he's  hnngry,  can  eat  fast  eoough. 
Is  not  teadiing  a  live  man  to  live,  all  my  eye  ? 
Let  *em  come  over  herct  and  we*U  teach  'em  to  die. 
Their  frogs  and  soup-maigre  are  nothing  but  froth. 
To  our  beef,  and  potatoes,  and  Scotch  barley  broth. 
Then  what  country  for  living  as  Erin  so  fit. 
Hospitality *s  home,  an4  tbibii^-lllfice  of  wit. 
Then  let  us  be  frisky,  &c. 


IIL 

They  may  talk  of  tb^r  w^qd^m  9i<{on|^  as  they  please— 
Bv  St.  Patrick,  their  swans  are  all  nothing  but  geese ! 
Tbcy  say  tljcy.caxi  6ght,  but/is  /9/ltliry  p^  say  ; 
for  as  soon  a^*we  charge— rthey  as  ioon  tw  away.        ^  *  * 
Then,  oh!  may  the  land  that  grtyKs  ^emt  cyf^be  sea,  .  >•' 
Flourish  long  in  proaperity,hBppmai)dfrc«;.     f    .:;*'!; 
yf)r  ^^glai^,  «nc|  H^cjlund/aiid'S^tl^ndfc^tt  jiLove, .  .   ,  -i 
•J'bey  outline  them  in  oomage,  in  beauty,  vid  Ipve./' 
Then  fct  us  be  frisky,  &c.     '.  '     * 


(;£p*h 


/        \s 


SCENE  IL  ^ 

jin  Jfpdrtmeni  ai  Stirlino"^. 

Jumble.  Ah  I  Cbni^  my  iove^  here  !«rr*6«cnre 
this  paper-— quick,  quick.  , 

Clarn.  What  is  it? 

Jumhhn  A  pbo  of  4«»pe*'~An  oppoitunity  of 
speaking  to  you  was  so  uncertain^  I  thought  it 
best  to  write.  But  I  mnslb  be  gone,  whife  tho 
coast  is  clear. — Zounds  1  here's  somebody  else — 
away,  away  1       [Eait  Ciara,  dropping  the  Paper. 
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Mrriir  Mrs.  HdNBYMOUTH. 

-      ;    .  .1    .:,  ,  ;  -  -  [JamWe  ^^a«/fc  cbif &. 

Mrs.  Honey,  pp.w  u o  fortunate,  ^hatrm^  (Cousin 
^ould  be.50  irtveljrt^te  against  Mr.  Jnmbl^— J 
declare  it  StinS^t  precludes  t\ip  hope  I  had  so  long 
and  fohdly'cherisned/of  one  day  inaVing  him  my 
husband.  Delightful  thought !  his  manners  so 
accomplished,  his  person  so  elegant — I  am  con- 
vinced that  I  am  the  only  woman,  he  intetidg  to 
make  his  bride. 

Jumble  (aside).  The  devil !  if  I  don't  make  my 
,escape  soon,  irtstead  of  my  running  away  with  a 
Woman,  egad  f  a  woman  wUl  fun  away  with  me— 
'Sdeath!  another  interruption. 

Biiter  SriRLmo. 

Stir^  {ealling).  Clara!  Cousin.'  Oh,  you  are 
there,  Coz ;  but  whereas  Clara?  I  don*t  like  to 
trust  her  out  of  my  sight  a  monaeatr-rand  as  to 
that  booby  Jerry  Blossom,  though'he  has  not 
been  half  an  hour  ip  the  bouse,  I  dare  say  he'll 
take  the;  fair  side  of  tbe  question,  so  Til  turn  him 
out  directly — /seeing  the  pt^erj^^Hey  I  what 
liave  we  here ,? 

Jumble  (aside).  Confusion !  the  paper  I  gav* 
Clara—   .  . 

^tir..  A  letter  withqut  a  seal; — and  I  ciec^lare 
without  a  direction.  •  , 

Mrs.  Honey.  Without  a  direction  } 

Siir.  XfiX  ine  .see-t-Hey  !  Jerry,  jrfiat  <1q.  you 
wa»t? 

.  Jnmkle  fcfutngini  hds,  voice).   I  do  want  that 
paper,  aq'it  pleafip  you,  Zur  ! 


Digitized  by 


Google 


»  HIT  OR  MISS, 

StiK  Oh !  vou  w«iit  this  paper,  do  jrou  ?  (feeU 
ing  in  his  pockets).  Where  are  my  glasses  ? 

Jumble.  Yes,  Zur— I  dropt  •em  out  of  my 
pocket> 

Slir^  Out  of  your  pocket  ?  I  thought  so— 
(feeling  his  cum  ppckets  9MtcAer)-^-Where  the 
plague  are  my  spectaQles-*f  ^o  Jerty J-^And  pray, 
what  is  it.  Sir  ? 

Jumble.  It — It— It*s  a  paper,  Zur  I 

Stir.  A  paper,  is  it?  ha.    .  .      ' 

Jumble.  Yes,  Zur!  to  certify  my  character^ 
Zur! 

Stir.  Oh!  It's  your  character;  well,  I  hope  it's 
a  good  one— but  Tve  a  stroug  suspicion  that 
youVe  a  great  rogue,  Jerry. 

Jumble.  Have  you,  by  gom  ? 

Stir.  Where  t^le  devil  are  my  spectacles— (^tn 
Stirling's  hurryi  he  Jlirts  the  Spectacles  out  of  his 
pocket— Jumble  pick^s  them  upy  and  taking  them 
quickly  out,  returns  him  the  c<we^.-— Death  and 
fury!  they  are  not  in  the  case:  here  Coz,  you 
read  it. 

[Giving  the  paper  to  Mrs.  Honeymouth. 

Jumble  (aside).  What  the  devil's  to  be  done 
now  ?  I  have  it :  Clara*s  name  is  not  mentioned, 
and  she  will  believe  it  is  intended  for  herself— /"/^ 
Stirling)-^TiMT\  I  ha'  found  your  spectaclesr^ 
(A^ide  to  Mrs.  Honey mou^hJ-^lVs  .  from  Mr. 
Jumble*— >they  must  have  dropped  out  of  the 
case. 

Stirf,  Oh  !  then  I  can  read  it  myself. 

Jumble.  What  the  devil's  to  be  done  now  ? 

Mrs.  Honey,  (looking  at  the  paper).  Dear 
mel  a  prescription— how  careless,  to  nave  dropp'd 
it !  I  would  not  have  lost  it  for  the  world. 
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Jumble  fimdtji.  Upon  xny  t«ul:  I^believe  you 
(feeling  in  hii'peokets).  Then  What  cao  become  ? 
Oh  !  dtear,  'flp^^I  ha*  lo&t  my  character! 

Stir.  Cur^fQ^  jf  I  think  you  ever  had  one  to 
lose. 

Mrs.  Honey.  (^a«^j.  »JExquisite  sensations — I 
protest  this. proof  of  his  attachment  quite  over* 
powers  me*  '    [^Exit. 

Stir.  I  wi.3b  this  Mr.  Cypher  Wad  arrived  from 
London  :  if  he  does  but  propose  for  Clara,  all  ,my 
cares  and  feai»  will  be  over.  Hey  I  (seeing  Jumble 
looking  thrmigh  the  hey^hole).  '  What  ire  you 
about,  hey  ?  looking  for  your  character  ?  get  out 
of  this  h^ius^r^bqgoae,  I  tell  you  !  they  all  con- 
nive to  depdve  me. 

Jumble.  If  I  deceive  you,  Zur,  never  trust 
roe— 

Stir.  No,  I  nevfl^fvill  trust  you — I  won*t  trust 
any  body— I  won*t  even  trust  myself.  Til  keep 
one  eye  awake,  while  the  other  goes  to  sleep — [ 
will — so  be  ofi^— be  off,  1  tell  you. 

Jumble.  Your  humble  sarvant,  Zur !   [Exeunt. 

**  Enter  Clark  looking  for  the  Paper^   .^ 

^^  €lara\  ^ftNo,  it  is  not  her«— where,  caa  I 
«(  faave'dropt  it  ?  Should,  my  father  di8cov^>^( 
!<  dread  the  thou^t,  yet  Atill  I  feel  iinahle  .t0  re-« 
*^  aiat  the:  impulse  of  atfeeticin  fostered  ai9  mine 
"  has  been  from: infancy." 

«  SONG— Clara. 

'•  When  first  be  left  hit  native  shpre^ 
.  "'To'waiwtepo'er  fhe  traicklesi  mnin ; 
'/  Tom  9igii*<i  to  thi^iuhal  be  no  mgvc 
"  Hif  native  land  mi^h^  see  again. 
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"  .And  wlioD  he.  Uro^t  a  gl«le£ing;^«(^    ^ .  .^  i'^    i  . ; ;  ^ 
,"  Twas  9he3  ror  those  he  IcfLbcfhind|;    * /'  *' 

.* '  ii 
I       -(•■'.  i/      •  »£   r  /■    •      '^1  •     *  •\  >■  **'^-  ••  '"^ 

-    •?  •.    vi"  ')    ■  .  /,       :  :;^oit|  ^iiii   •  :      ^' 

•  "^    <•  But  in  the  battle*s  rude  alarmst  ..,    :  ,...    •.;>•. 

'    ,  *',  Wbeix  ey'rx.4««W«'  ^»J^*  arouni  ^  |  /  !,    •  '.    ' 

J , '    '•  The  thought  of  ihem 'his  bdsbitf  wartiis, 
•  **^    '^«An^fbrt5m08tfe  the  tight  h<f«*f«ittd.'!    • 
*''"       ^l<^o8tghat  noitfcaUf  can  tfaeD  iiiDlMU  i  ''  •    > 

;    '  V  f '  For  Igvte  with  friendship  thus  ccfMtf^  x    ■ 
\    ,  '*  Still  ch^rf,  a  gallant  seaman**  bVeast,  • 

"•      '    -^  *' Still  animates  a  Briton's  mind,    "    *  '         •       \   ' 

"^To  fight  for  fntoiiM  glory;"    ' 


JMBl 

Y  . 


Enter  (Juill. 


'•^..\.  \ 


Qui?/.  Bless  my  soult—^I  wonder  what  Mr. 
Jucnbld  will  do  nelct-J*he  has  ju^t  I'eftlsedstb  kiifert 
sl-pltr3igiraph^  bemuse,,  he.  says,  *ll^ftlae. and 
scandal^us^I  wonder  'wtiere.he'll  iiM  readnrs^  if 
he  prints  nothing  bub  > truth*  and  moralhy;— ^tt  , 
cra^ft)— What  the  deuce  is  that?.  .  ? 

Cypher  (without).  Thafs  it — ^that's  right — 
(Enters  with  Jtrry  Bhssom,  carrying  a  large 
Bundle  of  Papers) — that*s  prime !— that*s  bang 
up !  .    ,  .      .  , 

Jerry.  Yes,  but  just  now  you:  came  faliDg.down* 
Cypher.  Neverirtind^^it'^  prlm^i?      *' * 
Jerry.  Why!  beit,tho'?  '- 
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Cypher.  To  be  sure,  if  I  hadn't  turned  the 
leader  neatly  over  the  old  woman— I  should  have 
dashM  neck  and  crop  into  the  china  shop— (^^o 
Quill) — Here,  help  me  off  with  my  Benjamin  — 
I  say,  do  yon  know  whereabouts  a  man  of  the 
name  of  Jumble  lives  in  this  town  ? 

Quill.  Yes !  in  this  house. 

Cypli^.  No  I 

QuHl.  Yes! 

Cypher.  That's  lucky — (to  Jerry) — Set  down 
that  infernal  load,  it  belongs  to  him— -^/o  Quill) 
—Pray,  Sirl  who  are  you  ? 

Quill.  Who  am  I  ?  Til  tell  you  what,  young 
fellow,  I  shouMn't  wonder  if  you  were  to  be  dis- 
charged for  this  flourish — 

Cypher.  Discharged! 

Jerry.  Aye — and  if  you  call  driving  over  posts 
and  old  women  prime,  hang  me  if  I  think  youll 
ever  get  another  place.  So  you'd  better  make 
the  b^t  of  a  bad  matter,  and  help  your  fellow  sar- 
vant  to  set  tackle  in  order  again -r  there  be  one 
o'th  sharps  broke  all  to  shivers,  and  as  you  be 
coachman,  you  know — 

Cypher.  Discharged !  and  fellow  servant  ! 
Why  spoonies—sawnies— clods,  have  '  you  the 
superlative  ignorance  and  impudence  to  mistake 
Bichard  Cypher,  Esq.  Attorney  and  Solicitor, 
for  a  Servant  ? 

Jerry.  To  be  sure.  Didn't  you  sit  cheek  by 
jowl,  and  take  all  the  trouble,  while  he  sat  at  his 
ease,  and  chatter'd  to  you  as  if  you  were  his 
groom  ? 

Cypher.  What  the  devil  then  !  -  do  you  sup- 
pose I  let  my  coachman  drive  me  ? 

Quill..  \( not,  why  did  you  hire  him  ? 

Cypher.  Hey !  that's  a  poser,  a  proper  setter — 
d — ^n  me  if  I  know,  though  I've  studied  the  law. 
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Jetry.  Til  tell  you  what,  my  la4,  though  we  be 
country  folks,  we're  not  to  be  hum*d.  Fine  Lon- 
don gentlemen  don't  demean  themselves  to  do 
sarvant's  work;  or  if  they  do  take  a  bit  of  a  drive 
now  and  then  for  pleasure  or  exercise,  like 
you  won't  make  u&  believe  they  clap  on  a  livery^ 
like  that  to  do  it  in. 

Cypher.  A  livery  !  Confusion  and  consterna- 
tion !  A  livery  !  — the  honourable  Uniform  of  the 
"  N^ck  or  Nothing."  A  livery  !  Have  I  left  the 
practice  of  the  Courts  to  practise  driving,  and 
•after  unwearied  attention,  to  become  a  prime 
whip,  instead  of  a  prime  lawyef — only  arrived  at 
the  honourable  distinction  of  being  noist^kei)  for 
a  coachman. 

Jerry.  Why,  be'ant  you,  tho'  ? 

Cypher.  Be'ant  h  spooney  ? 

Quill.  Sir,  I  beg  pardon.  I  see  the  error,  and 
hope  you'll  fqrgive  it ;  but  when  gentlemen  as- 
sociate with  their  servants,  talk, like  their  ser- 
vant*, do  their  servant's  work,  and  dress  like  their 
servants;  they  ought  not  to  be  offended  at  a 
stranger's  not  knowing  the  master  from  the  man. 

Cypher  (aside}.  That  fellow's  Prime! — ba 
must  have  studied  the  law. 

Jerry.  Well,  Zpr,  and  if  you  ha*  studied  the 
law,  'tis  my  fancy  you  can  drive  a  better  trade  at 
that  any  time,  I  assure  you,  Zur ;  for  I  never  saw 
any  body  drive  worse — never :  I  don't  flatter, 
Zur. 

Cypher.  No,  d — me  if  you  do  (aside).  Primely 
I  should  be  rated,  if  this  were  known  at  the  Club. 
Ignorant  sawney !  drive  bad  indeed  !  Let  me  tell 
you,  sirrah,  I'm  prime-^I  am  one  of  the  best 
whips  in  town. 
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Jerry.  Hi!  very  li^iely— but  you  be  tl)e  worst 
in  the  country,  for  all  that,    •  . 

Cypher.  Wh6.  the  devH  made  you  a  j.udge, 
Johnny  Raw.  I've  had  a  complete  education  — 
gone  through  all  the  gradations  of  buggy,  gig^ 
and  dog-cart^  tandem,  curricle,  -unicorn,  and 
four-in-hand — neglected nothing-^dash'd  at evtr^ 
thing— pegg'd  at  a  jervy-^tbol'd  a  hiail-cpach-^ 
and  now  having  attained  the  credit  of  being 
bang  up,  have  met  the  reward  of  all  my  labours*, 
by  being  elected  Member  of  a  Society  who  are 
famous  for  having  repeatedly  saved  their  necks  by 
sheer  management  and  dexterity. 

Jerry.  Yes — I  know  you  said  you  were  a 
lawyer,  ba,  ha—  \Eocit. 

Cyphkr.  Ktey !  What  dy'e  mpan  by  that,  you 
rhinoceros,   you— come,  be  off— ya  hip  \ 

Enter  Jumble. 

Jumble.  Still  unfortunate!  Still  doom*d  to  dis* 
appointment  I — Had  not  Clara  dropt  the  paper; 
all  mighf  have  been  well.  To  see  her  again  is 
impossible,  Stirling's  suspicions  are  so  awake  ; 
and  werelio  send,  Rourke  would  make  some 
infernal  blunder*  Oh,  there  are  the  papers-=-the 
Attorney,  I  know,  was  a  man  of  the  name  of 
Cypher — (sees  Cypher)  that*s  his  servant,  I  sup- 
pose. 

{Cypher   comes^  down   the  Stage  with   thb 
Papers. 

Cypher.  Mr.  Jumble — Sii',  I  was  desired  by 
my  employer  to  drop  thi?  parcel — 

Jumble  (aside).  Employer 
E2 
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Cypher.  They  are  papers,  Sir,  which  belonged 
to  the  late  Rev.  Mr.  Joimble,  your  father — 

Jumble.  Returned  to  me,  I  presume,  by  desire 
of  Mr,  Stirling— your  master,  I  believe,  had  thie 
care  of  them — 

Cypher.  My  rhaster !  (aside)  Oh,  he  means 
old  Latitat,  whom  I  succeeded.  Yes,  Sir,  they 
were  rather  u  bore  to  be  sure,  as  I  intended  bring- 
ing a  brace  of  pointers  in  the  dog-cart,  to  amuse 
myself  while  staying  at  the  Cottage. 

Jumble  (aside).  A  brace  of  pointers ! — these 
London  servants  are  more  independent  than  their 
masters/ — ^This  is  a  pleasant  sort  of  life  you  lead, 
friend. 

Cypher.  Friend  !  that's  a  rum  name  for  a  law- 
yer !  Why  yes,  Sir — I  can*t  say  but  Fve  come 
it  pretty  strong  since  I  first  handled  the  ribbands 
— Tm  prime — like  to  make  a  splash — always 
bang  up,  except  when  I  made  a  small  mistake 
once  in  the  Old  Bailey— happen'd  to  take  the 
wrong  side  — tho'  I  was  but  a  green-horn  then — 
a  sort  of  first  offence* 

Jumble.  For  which,  I  suppose  you  ought  to 
have  been  turn'd  off. 

Cypher,  Turn'd  off!  (aside)  D— n  the  fel- 
low,  he  surely  does  not  mean  to  insinuate lought 
to  have  been  scragg'd.  No,  Sir — no  not  quite 
so  bad  as  that. 

Jumble.  Pray,  Sir,  are  you  going  to  the  Cot- 
tage ?  ,  ,  ' 

Cypher.  Bang,  slap — right  an  end. 

Jumble.  Will  you  convey  a  letter  for  me  ? — I 
know  what  is  usual  on  these  occasions — here's  a 
crown. 

Cypher  (significantly).  Six  and  eight- pence — 
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a  better's  always  six  and  eight-penqe,  Sir — ^I  sec 
you  haven't  studied  the  law. 

Jumble  {aside).  Mercenary  rascal ! — ^but  there's 
not  a  moment  to  be  lost.  Well,'  Sir,  here's  your 
demand,  and  half  a  crown  for  the  trouble  you 
have  had  — 

Cypher.  Half-a-crown  1 

Jwmble.  Here,  take  it,  and  let  me  see  Mr. 
Cypher  as  soon  as  possible — 

Cypher.  Cypher !    here's  a   proper  cross  and 
jostle  !    Why,  eounds  !  you  have  mistaken  plain- 
tiff for  defendant — ^I  am  Mr.  Cypher — 
Jumble.  The  devil ! 

Cypher.  No — not  the  devil — Richard  Cypher, 
Esq.  Attorney  and  Solicitor;  and  if  you'll  take 
my  word,  an  honest  man. 

Jumble.  Sir,  you  give  yourself  an  excellent 
character. 

Cypher.  Sir,  I'm  obliged-r-nobody  else  will ;  but 
let  me  tell  you,  the  temptations  to  drive  the  wrong 
side  the  road,  are  so  many  in  my  profession,  that 
an  honest  lawyer  is  a  good  as  well  as  a  great  cha- 
racter.;— and  I  really  think  there  are  more  of 
that  description  than  the  world  in  general  are 
willing  to  believe. 

Jumble.  Those  pgpers  have  been  examined,  I 
presume  ? 

Cypher.  Not  by  me— I  had  not  time* 
Jumble.  Had  not  time  ? 

'  Cypher.  No ;  I  remember  they  were  sent  to 
old  latitat:  he  was  head  man-- 1  only  managing 
clerk — afraid  to  flash,  I  wasn't  bang  up  then — 
demure  as  a  judge  — grave  as  an  undertaker-^long 
face—  black  coat,  and  all  that — he  desired  me  to 
look  over  them — so  I  overlook'd  them. 
Jumble.  Well,  Sir. 
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Cypher.  Well,  Sir !  Old  Stirling,  upon  th^ 
strength  of  my  character  as  a  steady  fellow  with 
ten  thousand  poinids,  invites  me  down  to  the 
Cottage— I  take  the  hint — mum !  he  has  a  daugh- 
ter— 

JuTpble  (aside).  Distraction  I 
'    Cypher.  Beautiful  as  an  angel— all  roses,  lilies, 
thorough  bred — no  gum-^prime  in  all  her  points. 

Jumble  (aside).  Coxcomb! — Hear  me,  Sir! 
the  lady  you  mention  is  my  affianced  wife. 

Cypher.  Oh,  Lord  !  crim,  con.  !-^ay  no 
more.  My  dear  Sir,  don't  be  alarmed  ;  IVe 
studied  the  law,  and  matrimony  is  out  of  my  line 
of  business — ^besides,  when  I  was  no  longer  ma- 
naging clerk,  I  was  no  longer  a  steady  fellow,  with 
ten  thousand  pounds. 

Jumble.  No  ? 

Cypher.  No  ;  I  managed  to  get  rid  of  them 
altogether;  therefore  am  not  the  man  for  old 
Stirling  ;  and  to  shew  you  that  I  understand  my 
profession,  I'll  assist  you  to  make  your  match. 
rU  get  out  of  a  scrape  myself,  and  get  other 
people  into  one.  If  that  isn't  being  a  clever 
lawyer,  the  devil's  in  it. 

Jumble.  My  dear  Sir,  how  shall  I  thank  you  ? 

Cypher.  Say  nothing;  leave  all  to  me:  you  shall 
slipon  my  lilly- shallow  and  upper  toggery,  go  to  the 
Cottage  in  my  name,  tip  the  old  one  a  rattle — asto- 
nish his  weak  nerves— talk  of  every  thing  that 
nieans  nothing — swagger — look  big — and  all  that 
— aftd  if  vou  can  but  get  the  girl  into  my  tandem, 
I  defy  John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe  themselves  to 
overtake  us  ;  so  instead  of  making  you  happy  by 
separjition,  egad  !  I'll  make  you  miserable  by  bring- 
ing you  together,  and  thus  prove  to  the  world  that 
Richard  Cypher,  Esq.  Attorney  and  Solicitor,  is  a 
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good  and  a  great  man,  because  he's  an  honest 
lawyer— that's  the  way  to  do  the  thing  properly, 
(Exit  Jumble).  Curse  'em,  they  all  seem  to  have 
studied  the  law  here;  but  I  pity  and  excuse  it— ^ 
how  can  one  expect  any  thing  prime  but  in 
London. 


SONG— Cypheh. 
I. 

With  spirits  gay  I  monnt  the  box,  the  tits  up  to  their  traces, 
My  elbows  squar'd,  my  wrist  turn'd  down,  dash  off  to  Epsom 

races. 
With  Buxton  bit,  bridoon  so  trim,  three  chesnuts  apd  a  grey. 
Well  coupled  up  my  leaders  then,  ye  hip !  we  bowl  away ; 
Some  push  along  with  four  in  hand,  while  others  drive  at' ran r 

dom. 
In  whisky,  buggy,  gig,  or  dog-cart,  curricle,  or  tandem. 

(Speaks.)  I  say.  Bill,  what  have  ye  put  thia 
short  collar  on  the  wheeler,  for  he*s  almost  choaked 
-r-where  are  you  coming  to,  you  Johnny  Raw  ? 
Why  don't  you  keep  your  own  side  of  the  road 
r-hold  off  a  bit.  Where  are  you  running  to  ? 
yoyUl  break  my  bars— you  be  d — d,,  who  made 
you  a  coachman  ? — You  hold  off  yourself,  or  Til 
lay  that  fine  coat  of  yourS  in  the  gutter. — Will 
you  ?  why  then- 
Some  push  aloug,  kc, 

II. 

Prime  of  life  to  go  it,  where*s  a  place  like  London  ^  . 
Four  in  hand  to-day,  the  next  you  may  be  undone ;   . 
Where  belles  as  well  as  beaux,  to  get  the  whip-hand  strive. 
And  Mrs.  Snip,  the  tailor's  wife,  can  teach  her  spouse  to  drive. 
So  Jacky  Snip,  his  wife  and  all,  to  Dobbin's  bick  arettrapt  on. 
In  one  horse-cbay  to  spend  the  day>  with  neighbour  Stitoh  at 
Clapton. 
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(Speaks).  I  think  next  Sunday,  says  Mrs.  Snip, 
we*ll  clap  Dobbin  into  our  chay,  and  take  a  drive 
to  Hornsey— Shall  I  go  too,  mother  ?  Yes,  my 
love.— Now,  Mr.  Snip,  don't  smell  of  the  shop 
to-day — Cold  morning,  Sir — Yes,  sharp  as  a 
needle.-— I  say,  honey,  who  taught  you  to  drive  ? 
You  ought  to  hold  the  reins  in  both  hands,  and 
the  whip  in  the  other,  and  that's  the  way— 

Some  push  along,  &c. 

Ill 

llius  *tM  With  all  who  in  London  are  thriving. 

Both  high  life  and  low  life,  at  sonaethlng  are  driving, 

A  peer  and  a  prentice  now  dress  so  much  the  same, 

You  cannot  tell  the  difT'rencc,  eiCcepting  by  the  name. 

On  Epsom  Downs  says  Billy,  zouods !  that  cannot  be  Lord 

Jacky» 
Egad,  but  now  I  see  it  is— I  took  him  for  his  lacquey. 

{Speaks) .  That*s  prime— white  corduroys — 
pearl  buttons— beat  the  Bristol  mail. — D — n  this 

I)avement,  it  jolts  like  a  baker's  cart. — ^You  grace- 
ess  rogue,  you  have  upset  my  wheelbarrow.— 
tlollo,  gate  !  Don't  keep  us  waiting  all  night-— 
my  leaders  are  all  on  the  fret— This  here  man  han't 
paid  the  toll— How  can  you  say  so— No.  281— 
that  won't  do— I  have  been  thro' — F— that  won't 
do,  the  letter's  O— why  then  help  yourself — ^all 
right — why  then — 

Some  push  along.  &c; 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Lodge. 

Enter  Dolly, 
Dolly.  So,  Miss  Clara  has  seen  her  lover  in 
spite  of  *em  ■     ha^  and  she'll  see  him  again  too. 
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Its  very  hard,  so  it  is,  tba*  young  fadie«  like  us 
should  be  kept  focked  up  in  this  way  :^  but  h^li  he 
with-  her  again  when  she  least  expects  i«« 

SONG— Dolly. 
t 

'»  Ben«Btb  a  tower  a-  pilgriBi  itiay'd, 
"  Where  sigh'd  forlorn  a  loycly  maidi 
•'  Her  eye  was  wet,  her  cheek  was  fade,. 
"  Her  hair  wavM  wildly  in  the  gale, 

"  And  still  she  cried, 

^  (Ah!  hapless bridejf, 
"  Oh !  bi^vp  Sir  Eglamore* 

11. 

*'  ttebow'd  then  to  the  lady  low, 

«'  Sweet  maid,  what  makes  thy  tear^  to^floW  ? 

'«  Oh,  pilgrim,on  the  battle  plain, 

'f  My  Lord,— iby  own  true  knight  was  slain^ 

"  And  still  I've  sigh'd, 

''  (Ah  !  hapless  bride), 
'' Oh!  brave  Sir  Egkunore. 

HI. 

''  The  pilgrim  threw  aude  his  vest, 
"  He  claspM  the  maiden  to  his  breast ; 
"  My  love,  thou  still  art  true  to  me, 
"  And  I  still  live  fur  love  and  thoe  ! 

"  The  vassals  sang, 

*'  The  castle  rung, 
"  Oh!  brave  Sir  Eglamorc." 

Enter  O'Daisy* 

O'Zknsy.   8b,  so,  so  Mr.  Stirling,  these  are  , 
your  ways,  are  they  ?  and  I  have  been  the  gen- 
tleman-porter to  such  a  spalpeen,  without—— 

Dolly.  What's  the  matter,  Rourke  ? 

O^Dawf.  He  ordered  me  to  turn  the  young 
man  out  of  the  bouse  I  , 
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Dolly.  Ah,  but  he  didn*t  know  him, 

0*Daisy.  No  matter  for  that.  I  told  hitn  if  he 
did  not  know  how  to  behave  like  a  g<;ntleman,  Vd 
teach  him  manners  myself.  So  then  he  be(;an  to 
argufy  the  business— ya  hoo!  said  I  to  myself,  very 
softly,  \  cAn  bother  you  there. 

Dolly.  But  where  was  Mr.  Jumble  ? 

0^ Daisy.  Oh,  he  was  jumbled  down  stairs  be* 
fore  that. 

Dolly.  ButRourke,  if  it  should  be  found  out — 
the  old  man  will  never  forgive  us. 

O' Daisy  (snapping  his  fingers).  That  for  the 
old  man.  By  the  powers,  I  believe  he  wants  a 
pint  pot  to  hold  a  quart,  or  he  would  not  be  after 
telling  his  daughter  to  hate  a  man  in  a  minute, 
that  she  has  loved  all  the  days  of  her  life. 

Dolly.  Ah  !  Pm  afraid  they'll  never  be  married. 

O Daisy.  Never  be  married!  That  waft  the 
cry  before  you  were  Mrs.  0*Daisy,  Och !  we 
shall  never  come  together  my  jewel,  says  you — 
Arrah  !  be  aisy  my  darling,  says  I — and  a*nt  we 
here  as  clean  as  a  couple  of  welUwashM  mealy 
potatoes  ? 

Dolly.  But  my  master  will  keep  poor  Miss 
Clara  lock'd  up  till  this  Lawyer  comes  from  Lon- 
don— and  then  we  shall  be  dischargM. 

0* Daisy.  So  much  the  better. 

Enter  JKRltY  in  haste. 

Jerry.  Lord  !  Lord  I  how  I  ha'  nm  surely. 

Dolly.  Why,  Jerry,  what's  the  matter  ? 

O'Daisy.  What  the  devil,  are  the  enemy 
come  ? 

Jerry.  Noa  1  that  wouldn't  make  people  run 
—but  the  Law}er  be  come. 
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0' Daisy.  Whew  !  Then  we're  all  baked. 

y^rry.  I  declare,  I  be  quite  in  a  flustration; 
but  bless  your  heart— a' don't  look  a  bit  like  a 
Xavvyer. 

Jerry.  Noa !  he  ha'  gotten  a  white  hat,  turn'd 
np  wi*  green,  and  a  long  whip  that  he  do  keep 
flourishing  over.his  head. 

'  O' Daisy.  Perhaps  he  has  been  used  to  have  a 
ivhip  flourishing  over  his  head  and  his  shoulder^ 
— beside — 

Jerry.  Yes,  he  said  he  was  the  best  coachman 
in  all  London  City,  and  then  he  swaggered  and 
swore  he  was  a  gentleman,  and  siHch  like,  and 
that  he  was  primed  and  bang*d  up, 

Dolly:  And  how's  that  ? 

O* Daisy.  Oh !  never  yon  mind  that — to  be  sure 
he*d  make  you  believe  that  black  was  the  white* 
of  your  eye. 

jerry:  But  for  all  that,  when  I  mistak*d  him 
for  a  coachman,  he  look'd  so  sheepish,  like — 

O' Daisy.  Aye,  aye!— A  wolf  in  sheep's  doth- 
injg;  but  never  mind  that^— we  don't  value  him  a 
button. 

Jerry.  I  fancy  you  will,  though,  when  you  do 
zee  him  :  he  has  get  a  rare  parcel  on'em  all  down 
his  coat,  shining  like  so  many  crown  pieces. 

Dolly.  Well,  but  Jerry,  is  he  coming  here  ? 

G" Daisy.  Aye,  let's  hear. 

Jerry.  Well,  then,  this  be  the  rights  on't  (as 
Mr.  Quill  told  me) — Lawyer  Cypher  and  Mr. 
Jumble  had  some  confabulation  about  Miss  Clara 
.  —and  so  they  got  a  squabbling,  like— 

O'Daisy.  Aye— Aye !  Natural  enough. 

Jerry ^  Yes — ^andMr.  Quill  did  think  summat 
f2 
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serious  ware  going  t{>  happen;  but  instead  of  that 
they  marchM  off  together  quite  peaceably. 

O' Daisy.  Oh  I  Oh  I  I  smell  powder. 

Dolly.  Oh!  roTSOglad. 

G'Daisy.  Glad,  are  you  ?  Then  Jet  me  tell 
yon,  'Mrs.  O'Daisy,  that  when  two  men  qaarrel, 
^nd  after  that  walk  off  together  peaceably,  its  a 
$ure  sign  they'd  be  after  cutting  one  another*ft 
throats— though  they  can't  weH  do  that  without 
iire-aitns  neither.  (Aside.)  I've  as  neat  a  pair 
of  pops  hanging  up  in  the  lodge,  as  any  ^ntle- 
man  would  desire  to  be  shot  with  ;  but  xpy  dar- 
ling here  must  not  smoke  the  bosiiiess,  or  fegad 
she'll  spoil  sport* 

'Jerry.  I'm  wpundily  afraid  we  shall  get  tih» 
yiorst  on't  after  all,  there  be  so  many  against  us. 

G* Daisy.  D— n  the  numbers  that  are  against 
us,  I  say.  Steip  into  the  lodge  a  bit,  and  leave 
me  alone  to  manage  '«m.  You  are  a  Scotchman, 
you  know  ;  I  am  an  Irishman  ;  and  Dolly  there 
)s  an  Englishman  ;  ^d  take  my  word  fc/t,  that 
when  we  have  a  friend  in  need,  we  always  stick 
by  them  to  the  last,  and  sink  or  swim  together, 
rfa,  ha  !  there  they  go,  brother  and  sister— « 
tom-tit  and  a  dumpling.  [^Exeunti 

SCENE  LAST. 

Jin  Apartment  in  Stirling'^  flouse. 

Enter  Mrs.  Honeymoitth  with  the  Paper ^  dressed 
in  a  Riding  Habit. 

Mrs.  Honey.  The  awful  moment  is  at  hand ; 
but  how  to  contrive  the  signal,  I  know  not.  Let 
me  read  again.     (Reads).     *'  At  the  appointed 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A  MUSICAL  FARCE.  >S 

^'  hour  warble  a  few  notes  from  the  bow-wjndow 
''  nearest  the  roadt  hy  way  of  signal,  and  iaime« 
*•*  diately  proceed  to  the  lodge  gate,  where  a  light  . 
•*  open  carriage  shall  be  in  readiness  lo  conduct 
"  you  to  the  arms  of  yoor  adoting  Janus  Jumble." 
yyarble  a  few  notes !  why  I  never  warbied  in  all 
my  life.     How  unfortunate  1 

[Stirling  heard  mthout. 

Stir.  Come  this  way,  Clara— I  insist  oa  your 
obedience. 

Mrs.  Honey.  Mr.  Stirling's  voice  !  My  agita- 
tion, and  this  dress,  will  excite  MSpiciona  that-* 

Enter  StibljnG)  hading  Claba. 

Stir.  Come,  come,  Til  not  trust  you  anywhere 
bat  under  lock  and  key,  so  into  that  ro<9Tn  you  go. 

Mrs.  Honey,  (aside).  I  declare  'tis  the  very 
room  with^  the  bow- window,  menticmed  in  the 
paper. 

Clara  (aside).  What  will  become  of  me!  Tbb^ 
perhaps,  may  be  the  very  hour  my  lover  appointed 
for  my  escape. 

.    Mrs.  Honey  (aside).    A  lucky  thought  I     Til 
persuade  Clara  to  sing.— My  sweet  Clara,  the  time . 
will  soon  pass  :  your  harp  and  piano-forte  are  ia 
that  room,  and  you  can  practise  your  favoorite 
song. 

Stir.  Aye,  Clara,  do.  **  The  bird  in  yonder 
cage  confin'd"— aye,  aye,  a  pretty  song. 

Clara  (aside).  'Tis  in  vain  to  resist.  I'll  en- 
deavour to  find  sovne  air,  with  words  appitcable  tD 
my  situation ;  and  should  my  dear  Janus  be  near, 
be  will  understand  it.  j^Exit  into  the  room. 

Mrs,  Honey.  And  pray  practise  your -song^  mj 
dear — 'twill  keep  up  your  spirits. 
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Stir.  Bless  me,  Cousin,  you  seem  very  fond  of 
harmony  all  of  a  sudden  ! — fJsideJ.—lVsa  very 
long  while  since  she  was  so  before. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here's  a  person  down  stairs  insists  on 
seeing  you  immediately. 

Stir.  What  ?  is  he  arrivM  ?  I'm  glad  onU — 
terribly  fatigued  with  his  journey,  I  suppose — 
these  quiet  iellows  can't  bear  much  exercise. 

Jumble  {without).  Stand  out  of  the  way,  you 
d— d  rascal — ^how  dare  you  keep  a  gentleman 
waiting  !—(^£w^er^). — Ah,  my  dear  Sir!  how  do 
you  do?  how  are  you  ?— fi2a:i7  Servant). — Well, 
Sir,  I  received  your  letter,  and  set  off  immedi-- 
otely  on  the  wings  of  impatience,     r 

Stir.  Then  I  suppose  you  lamed  one  of  your 
pinions  by  the  way,  or  you  would  have  been  here 
.  much  sooner. 

Jumble.  Only  a  slight  accident — run  over  an 
old  woman — that's  alK-^But,  -however,  every 
thing's  safe,  except  the  shaft  of  my  dog-cart. 

Stir.  Of  your  what  ? 

Jumble.  My  dog-cart — ^happen'd  to  crash  him 
in  the  town  here,  opposite  Jumble's — a  demure, 
solemn  plod,  hey  ?— a  great  puppy,  hey? 

Stir.  I  begin  to  suspect  the  puppy  must  ha' 
come  out  of  the  dog-cart. 

Mrs.  Honey,  (aside).  I  shall  expire  with  impa- 
tience and  anxiety. 

Jumble.  By-the-bye,  I  left  those  papers  you 
desired  I'd  bring  for  him. — But  where's  your 
daughter,  my  fine  fellow  }  — {Seeing  Mrs.  Honey^ 
mouth). — Fiends  and  spectres,  my  evil  genius  ! — 
Madam,  your  most  obsequeous-^(i'OM;ing'  fami^ 
liarly).  -  ' 
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-  Siif.   A  c^iet  steady  fellow,    indeed !  «-»cufse 
roe  if  I  ever  saw  such  consummate  impudence ! 

.  (Clara  sing^  in  the  Room.) 

In  Tain  I  sigh,  in  «ain  I  weep ; 

My  prison*^  high,  the  walls  are  steep/ 

The  xrastle's  moat  is  broad  aod  deep^-^ 

I  cannot  fly  to  thee,  my  love. 

Siir,  Ah  !  there's  Clara  practising  her  song. 

Jumble  (aside).  Confined  ! — I  understand— 
(looking  at  Mrs.  Honeymouth)— Oh,  d— n  it,  so 
does  she,  by  all  that's  infernal ! 

Mrs.  Honey,  (agitated^  and  moving  off).  II— 
Oh  !  I  shall  be  with  you  again  soon.  Cousin. 

lExit. 

Stir.  There's  something  very  odd  about  my 
amiable  Cousin  to-night — I  should  almost  suspect 
she  was  going  to  elope,  were  it  possible  any  one 
could  be  such  a  fool  as  to  run  away  with  her. 

Jumble  (aside).  O  yes,  she's  .ofF — ^and  my 
friend  Cypher,  instead  of  beholding  an  anrel,  a^ 
I've  taught  hiin  to  expect,  will  be  electrined  by. 
a  Gorgon. 

Stir.  But  tell  me,  Mr.  Cypher,  I  hope  you 
read  those  papers  before  you  gave  them  to  young. 
Jumble?       , 

Jumble.  No  such,  thing — ^look  at  me— do  you 
think  I  should  be  the  man  I  am,  if  I  ever  read? 

[Turning  round. 

Stir.  What  1  then  you  attend  to  business  in  a 
different  department — write,  instfead  of  read,  hey  ?^ 
—drive  the  quill  i 

Jumble.  Me  drive  the  quill!  d — n  the  quill-^ 
I  drive  a  gig  ! — Nobody  reads  now — study's  ex- 
tinct— sport's  .the  word— rattle  the  dice— drive 
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your  ow»  C8rriage»--<ide  jpour  cwt|  matched-'^ 
never  write  but  in*  register'mg  a  bet,  and  never 
read  but  in  the  Racing  Calendar — then  you'll  be 
pritne  !  —  bang  up !  Johnny  Raw. 

Stir.  (asi&).  Johnny  Raw !  Tm  in  a  raging 
fever— marry  my  Clara,  indeed! — Fd  sooner  she 
should  lead  apea^  than  nuury  such  a.  fellow  as 
this! 

Enter  O'Daisy,   with  a  Brace  of  Pistols  and 
Parchrtients. 

G* Daisy.  A  pretty  wildgoose  chase  I  have  bad 
of  it— Here  have  I  been  hunting  for  that  Lawyer, 
with  the  maricing-irons  all  ready,  and  d-^n  the 
bit  can  I  find  him. 

Stir.  Why  !  Rourke,  who  sent  for  you  ? 

O Daisy  (seeing  Jumble).  Ha !  ha  !  have  I 
caught  you  at  last ! — (j4sidey^To  be  sure  I  ne- 
ver saw  hrm  before ;  but  I  recollect  him  perfectly 
well,  for  all  that.  Didn*t  my  loving  brother-in- 
law  tell  mre  all  about  the  buttons  f  And  faith^, 
tbev  are  neat  nrarks  to  shoot  at  enough. 

Stir.  What  the  devil  are  you  doing  with  pistols? 

(TDaisy.  Your  Honour  must  know  that  sus- 
pecting Mr.  Jumble  had  a  small  matter  to  settle 
in  this  way,  I  thought  I  might  as  well  do  the 
business  myself;  therefore,  Sir,  as  I  have  found 
you  at  last,  give  me  leave  to— ha  I  (looking  at 
jumble). 

Jumble.  'Sdeath,  I  shall  be  discovered— /"/ami 
away). 

0' Daisy.  O  don't  be  turning  away  your  face*— 
if  it's  your  own  you  needn't  be  ashamed  of  it. 

Stir.  What  the  devil's  all  this  > 

Jumble.   I  must  brazen  it  out.— Well,  what's 
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yfifvr  biiaiMss  with  me  ?  you  never  saw  me  before, 
you  clod. 

G* Daisy  ^looking  at  him).  Sure  it  must  be^— 
no— yes— Pm  bother'd-^by  the  powers,  they  have 
mix*d  themselves  all  up  together,  and  d — n  the 
one  t»n  I  tell  from  the  other  of  *em,  so  I  must 
shoot  this  fellow  just  to  prevent  mistakes. 


Enter  Cypher. 

Cypher.  Ya  !   ya  !    ya  hip  dash  along — this  is 
prime — ah  !  Jumble  we're  beat — its  all  up. 
.  Stir.  Jumble-^did   he  say  ?    Why,  what  the 
devil— 

G* Daisy.  Oh  !  hubbubboo,  hubbubboo. 

Cypher^  Mr.  Stirling,  Sir,  my  name  is  Richard 
Cypher^  Esq.  Attorney  and  Solicitor,  and  al- 
though I  am  not  exacjtly  the  man  youexpected — 
Fm  bang  up  to  the  mark,  notwithstanding- 
Prime^  one  of  the  first  going, — therefore  hope  to 
be  accepted  as  a  friend,  though  not  a  relation. 

Stir.  A  relation,  ha  1  ha !  I  always  said  'twas 
in  vain  attempting  to  deceive  me. 

Jumble.  I  hope  you'll  gc— poor  Jerry  Blossom 
a  good  character.  Sir. 

Stir.  Jerry  Blossom ! 

&  Daisy.  Och ! 

.  Stir.  I  was  going  to  relent,  but  now  Fll  have 
no  pity. 

Jumble  (singin§  and  imitating). — "  Pity,  Sir, 
ah,  pity  pray,  a  weary  Soldier  old  and  wounded." 
Stir.  And  the  old  Soldier  too  ? 
O  Daisy.  Och  1  you've  been  finely  bamboozled! 
Mrs.  Honey,  (without).  Where  is  the  wretch  ? 
Cypher.  Ecod,  here  she  is,  (Enter  Mrs.  Honty.) 
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— there's  a  go  for  yoa,  isn*t  that  bang  up,  isn't 
that  prime  ? — I'm  the  boy  to  splash. 
-  Mrs^  Honey.  Splash  indeed,  brute. 

Stir,  Why  Cousin,  you  have  left  the  hartno* 
nious  Nightingales,  ha ! 

0' Daisy.  More  like  the  mudlarks^  yOur  Honour^ 
—but  birds  of  a  feather — 

*     Mrs.  Honey.  But  Mr.  Jumble   shall  account 
with  you,  Sir. 

Jumble.  Not  I,  Madam^  I  resign  all  preten- 
sions to  that  gentleman. 

Cypher.  It's  no  go,  Jumble — I'm  notto  be  had 
—can't  stand  the  curb. 

Mrs.  Honey.  Reptile!  lam   now  more  con-. 
vinced  than  ever,  that  your  whole  race  are  base, 
perfidions  and  deceitful  ;  and  from,  my  very  heart 
I  detest  and  execrate  you  and  all  mankind. — Out 
of  the  way,  savage.  [£j:z7,  pics/dng  O'Daisy. 

Stir.  But  explain. 

Cypher.  That's  soon  done— ^I  heard  the  signal, 
saw  the  lady— said  nothing— handed  her  in— 
sigh'd  and  groan'd-r-every  thing  right,  but  no 
lamps  of  course — dark  as  the  devil  — dash'd  along 
— deep  rut— crack  went  a  felly — down  we  came. 

Stir.  Pray  stop  one  moment  (bringing  Clara 
from  t/ie  room^  and  giving  her  to  yumblej-^ihere, 
take  her,  and  be  happy. 

Cypher.  That's  it— that's  right — that's  prime. 

.  Enter  Dolly  and  Jerry  Blossom. 

O'Daisy.  Ha  !  here's  my  t'other  half  come  to 
help  me  make  one  amongst  you. 

boHy.  Why  Rourke — have  you  given  the 
parcel  ? 

O'Daisy.  O,  murder  ! — (taking  the  Parchment 
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fr^m  his  Pocket) — ^you  must  know,  that  when  I 
was  at  Mr.  Jumble's,  I  caught  up  this  bundle  of 
papa-  to  load  the  bull -dogs  with — Oh !  be  aisy, 
says  Mr.  Quill,  that's  parchment — and  whaf  s  bet- 
ter to  shoot  a  lawyer  with  than  parchment  said  I 
— Oh !  but  says  he,  its  worth  a  thousand  a  year  of 
any  man's  money— ^nd  it  belongs  to  Mr.  Jumble, 
-—then  by  the  powers,  said  I,  I'll  have  the  plea- 
sure of  giving  it  myself. 

Cypher.  Oh  !  I'll  swear  to  the  papers,  though 
I  never  read  them. 

Jumble.  Indeed !  then  with  my  beloved  Clara, 
and  this  independence,  I  begin  the  world  anew. 

In  love  Tve  Hit  ray  mark — Success  I  claim. 
Should  we  fail  here — We  Miss  indeed  our  aim. 


FINALE. 

Now  all  onr  cares  are  ended» 
.  We  bid  adiea  to  sorrow. 
And  if  by  you  befriended. 
We  fear  not  for  the  morro^. 


THE   END. 


Ii0cdw  I  Printed  bf  B.  JUI^ililbn,  > 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  gtomid-work  oa  wbich  I  liate  ccMfntdedi 
thb  Piece)  is  to  be  found  amongst  the  Simple  Tales  of 
iffi.  Opie,  whose  prodiictions  I  hare  oftea  perused 
with  infinite  delight-^'^arnied  as  much  by  the  elegance 
of  her  writing,  as  the  beautiful  and  path^ie  manntt 
by  which  she  excites  a  most  extraordinarj  d%rse  of 
intetest* 

«^Lo¥e  andDuly'^  is  ttie  tafe  ailncied  to;  but  io 
dramatising  the  subject,  so  many  alterations  Hrett  ne* 
ceasary,  that  I  fear  its  Fair  Authorfess  will  be  but  little 
cMiged  by  this  acknowledgment.  Yet  should  it  in* 
dttce  those  to  search  for  the  original,  who  as  yet  have 
seen  but  its  chequered  shadow,  t  am  conrinced  they 
will  excuse  the  ambition  which  tempted  me  to  pluck 
one  flower  from  a  wreath  which  she  has  so  succemfiilly 
gathered,  and  which  cannot  fade  till  morality,  good 
aense,  and  unadulterated  taste— with  which  hcrworika 
are  replete— shall  be  no  more. 

T6  the  Peslbrmers  I  am  greatly  indebted,  for  their 
oertions  in  the  representation ;  ao^  b^  they  will  ao* 
cept  my  best  aclmowledgments*      '^% 

!•  P. 
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Act  J. 

SCENE  I. 

A  ffoodf  with  a  CaUage  on  one  side  the  Stagtk 
Girio  is  seen  leading  Julia,  whg  appears  em^ 
hatiste^. 

(MusicJ. 

Car.  Cheerly,  cheerly,  lady !  hbo  at  last  we  art 
arrived  at  a  couple  of  square  yards  of  even  ground! 
— Bless  my  soulj  I  can't  think  how  I  coi:ud  miss 
the  way. 

Jul.  Are  we  near  the  track  ?  I  am  tery  faint. 

Car.  JDon't  faint  yet,— we  must  be  near  the 
road  now;  if  so,  *tts  but  a  short  league  to  Modena. 

yul.  A  league !  I  shall  never  reach  it. 

Car.  Rest  awhile  at  the  foot  of  this  tree ;  you'll 
be  better  ouickly.«— Mercy  on  us,  I  wish  the 
moon  would  shine  forth  ag§in,  and  light  us  out 
of  this  labyrinth.  Well  may  they  talk  of  her  in- 
constancy, for  like  most  other  snining  beauties^ 
she  only  veils  herself  to  mislead  those  who  are 
fools  enough  to  trust  her.  Odso  I  here  is  the  cot- 
tage of  Old  Qerakio,  whose  story  I  was  telling 
when  we  miss'd  the  path. 

Jul.  Is  there  some  hope  ? 

Car.  Very  little,  I'm  afraid.— You  could  not 
expect  much,  from  the  character  I  gave  you  of 
him ;  tho*  natviraUy  huinane,  tHey  ^^y  he'^  as  %\xv\jf 
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as  a  house-dog,  and  has  as  great  an  antipathy  to 
strangers: 

JuL  There  is  no  other  resource.— I^uock  at 
the^oor<~should  he  refuse  admittance^  I  must 
even  terminate  my  journey  here. 

Car.  I  am  finest  afraid  to  rouse  him. 

Jul.  Knock,  I  say ! 

Car.  I  shall,  laSidy— (knocks  at  the  door)-^ tis 
now,  I  fear  our  only  chance — (aside). 

Ger.  (tvithin).  Who  knocks  ? 

Car.  Oh  Lord!  there  he  is — his  deep  ton'd 
voice  makes  me  shiver  more  than  all  the  night 
air  we  have  endurM.  (Here  the  moon  emerges^ 
from  a  cloudy  and  Brunette  appears  at  the.  window 
— Geraldo  si?igs  within). 

QUARTETTO. 

^ulia.     From  early  dawn  to  setting  sun, 

IVe  traveird  o'er  the  mountains  dreary ; 
Nor  yet  is  my  sad  journey  done> 

And  I  am  faint,  and  sick,  and  weary. 
Ceralda.  Who  knocks  at  this  dull  hour  of  night  ? 
Who  at  Geraldo's  gate  doth  stay  ? 
The  moon's  cold  beam  that  glitters  bright. 
Will  serve  to  light  yon  on  your  way. 
Qarlo*     *TJs  not  the  way  to  move  his  pity, 

By  craving  mercy  in  a  ditty. 
Julia,     Ah  !'  do  not,  Hke  the  thoughtless  great. 
From  charity  thus  turn  your  ear  ; 
Nor  shut  'gainst'  misery  your  gate. 

But  wipe  from  sorrow's  cheek  the  tear, 
Geraldo.  Away- !  begone  ! 

Carlo.    — our  chance  is  o'er, 

We'd  better  quit  his  rusty  door ; 
I  t^d  you  to  a  stranger's  cringes. 
It  always  creak'd  upon  its  hingef. 
Julia.     Be  silent  fool ! 

Carlo.    ' '.  .  ■  ^ — 1— --< rve  done  !  I've  done  ! 

Julia.     In  pity  listen  to  my  moan — 

G^r^iA/?. Begone !  begone?  ,       '  * 

'Carlo.     ^  Pvc  done !  Vvt  done !  •  • 
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Car;  I  thought  SO;  I  knew  we  should  not  be* 
able  to  unkennel  him.  What  in  the  world  will 
become  of  us! 

Jul.  Truce,  Sirrah  1  I  blame  myself  sclone  for 
my  credulity :  you  said  you  knew  the  patb-way 
blindfold,  and  promised  faithfully  to  show  it.  The 
recollection  of  my  misplaced  confidence  stings 
me  more  than — 

Car.  Be  not  angry,  Madam.  I  am  stung  to 
the  quick  myself — there's  not  a  bramble  in  the 
whole  forest,  but  has  had  a  scratch  at  me  ;  but  I 
had  rather  be  goaded  by  them  than  by  your  dis* 
pleasure. 

yul.  I  fear  you- 

Car.  Fear  nothing,  Madam!  though  but  a 
poor  guide,  I  am  trusty  ;  and  I  swear  to  support 
and  protect  my  charge,  while  I  have  vigour  in  my 
arm,  or  a  leg  to  stand  on* 

Ger.  (coming  Jiom  the  Cottage).  Who  is  it 
at  such  an  hour  disturbs  Geraldo's  solitude  ? 

Car.  Misfortune! 

Ger,  Right;  it  has  indeed  these  twenty  years—* 
what  is  it  you  want  ? 

Car.  Relief! 

Ger.  Such  as  I  can  offer,  you  are  welcome  to, 
'  Begone !  (Gives  money). 

Car.^  Pshaw— money ! .  , 

Ger/ Yes!  is  not  that  sufficient ? 

Car/No!  .      . 

Ger.  How! 

Car.  *Tis  useless-— money  to  a  couple  of  tra- 
vellers starving  in  a  wood,  is  like  a  prize  in  the 
lottery  to  a  man  condemned  to  be  hang'd. 

Ger.  Away,  trifler !  that  path  leads  to  the  next 
village.  'Tis  a  clear  night — ^you  cannot  miss 
the  way.    ' 

Car.  *Tis  true,  the  moon  has  come  out,  and 
cheefd  us  with  some  rays  of  hope^  and  so  have 
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you--^|>rMMtly  you'll  both  gb  in  again;  and  leave 
us,  as  you  found  us^  in  dirt  and  darkness,  like  a 
couple  of  n)oles» 

Ger^  Who  is  your  companion  ? 

Cat,  Yon  fair  lady,  whom'  your  tenderness  has 
56  overcome,  that  she  cannot  find  words  to  ex- 
press her  thanks. 

(Jer,  A  woman  too ! 

Cat.  Y^s,  its  i.  woman^  but  you  need  not 
alarm  yourself— shell  not  eat  you.  Now  if  he 
does  not  felent;  we  may  chance  to  end  our  ad- 
ventures like  the  poor  babes  in  the  wood.  (^side). 

Ger.  Lean  on  ray  arm,  young  Lady — come, 
let  me  support  you— you  tremble—you  are  ex* 
llausted ! 

^W.  I  am,  indeed— 

Ger.  Whatever  comfort  my  lowly  habitation 
can  afford,  is  freely  yours. 

Jul.  Thank  you,  bless  you  ? 

Ger.  Yet,  your  situation  is  peculiar  for  one  so 
young  and  beautiful — ^who  are  your  parents  ? 

Jul.  Oh  i  spare  me,  spare  me  I  I  have  no  pa- 
rents ! 

Ger.  An  orphan  too !  an  outcast !  and  T, 
monster-like,  have  shut  my  doors  against  you  t 
*  -^-^^me  in,  come  in— never  be  it  said,  Geraido*$ 
heart,— hardened  though  it  be  by  treachgy  and 
misfortune — ^refused  the  shelter  of  his  roof  to 
an  orphan  wanderer. 

\Exit  with  Julia  into  the  Cottage. 

Car.  Well,  upon  my  soul  that's  civil  enough  ; 
but  who's  to  shelter  me  ?  here's  pretty  treatment 
now,  for  one  who  has  made  an  old  mah's  heart 
glow  with,  pleasure,  by  putting  it  in  his  power  to 
do  a  good  action.  Never  mind,  one  good  tarn  de- 
serves another — I'll  be  even  with  *em — I'm  turned 
out,  they  have  turnM  in— *twill  be  my  turn  by 
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imdhje.  Bat  its  the  way  of  the  world,  gratUQ(fe*$ 
extinct,  there's  no  such  thing  existing  irt  the 
breast  of  man,  woman,  or  child —yes?  they  are 
all  alike — detestable — ungratefial— ugly—  ha !— ^^ 
(looking  at  Brtmette,  who  enters  from  tht  Cot^ 
tagej. 

Brtm.  I  hope  not  all,  Sir, 

Car.  There's  no  rule  without  an  exceptten— 
you  are  pretty, 

Brun.  The  Lady  has  sent  you  this  ring,  and 
desires  you  will  accept  it  as  a  mark  of  her  grati- 
tude. 

Car.  Ha !  gratkiMie !  another  proof  that  no 
rule*s  without  an  exception. 

Brun.  Yes  ;  and  old  Geraldo  says,  he  is  very 
sorry  he  cannot  admit  you,  but  he  has  laid  it 
down  as  a  rule — 

Car^  TcU  him  there*s  no  rule  without  an  ex- 
ception. Gad !  I  should  like  to  be  admitted,  if 
it  wei«  only  for  the  [Measure  of  passing  the  even- 
ing with  you.  Ahl  you  sly  little  wench  !  Can^t 
you  let  me  in  ?— 4)Ut  I've  done— Carlo  scorns  to 
screw  himself  into  the  secrets  or  the  house  of 
any  man.  Thank  your  master  for  these  grains 
of  his  goodness— 'tis  seed  that  will  produce  ten- 
fold, you  must  know  I'm  a  bit  of  a  pedlat^as  well 
as  a  guide,  and  to-morrow  I  shall  purchase  a  stock 
of  merchandize,  to  retail  again  to  the  lads  and 
lasses  at  the  merry-making.  Will  you  be  there?-— ^ 
.  there'll  be  a  rare  bustle. 

Brun.  I  fear  I  shall  not  be  able  to  go— the 
poor  Lady  may  want  some  one  to  attend  her. 

Car.  Pho  !  she's  young,  and  hale^-4i  little  rest 
will  soon  set  her  on  her  legs  again — betide,  there's 
a  wedding,  a  dance,  and  the  deuce  knows  what. 
Oh  !  you  must  come— perchance  you  may  pick 
up  a  husband  yourself— -Ha ! — ^*od  she's  a  nico 
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girI~*8hould  like  her  myself!     Pretty  couple^  t 
think ! 

Brun.  Heigho ! 

Carl  What  are  you  sighing  for,  my  dear  ? 

Brum  You  talk'd  of  a  wedding-^ 

Car.  Oh  I  oh  !  (AsideJ. 

Brun.  I  was  once  to  hare  been  married  myself 
•*— but—fc 

Car.  But  what  ? 

Brun.  My  lover  deeeiv'd  rhe. 

Car.  Oh  the  villain ! — how  so  ? 

Brun.  'Tis  a  very  long  story. 

Car.  Oh,  then  tell  it  to-morrow^ 

Ger.  (within) .  Brunette! 

Brun.  Hark  !  I  am  called •  (Going). 

Car.  Well,  good  bye  to  you  ;  but  remember 
to-morrow. — (Exit  Brunettej.-^Egad  she  is  a 
nice  girl,  and  deserves  a  good  husband.  I  have 
a  great  mind  to  take  compassion  on  her  and 
marry,  or  shall  I  have  compassion  on  myself  and 
not  marry.  Marriage  is  an  odd  thing — a  good 
wife  is  a  good  thing  >- but  Vm  told  that's  a  very 
scarce  article.  To  be  sure,  a  man  may  live  happy 
with  a  good  wife  ;  should  she  prove  constant,  *ti8 
all  very— but  should  she  prove  otherwise— O, 
]>)rd  !  the  end  of  that  is— (puts  his  Jinger  to  his 
forekead)'^0\i  dear,  that's  the  devil  1         [i3cri^ 
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SCENE  IL 

Early  Morning. 

Enter  Fripon  and  Henbt,  disguised  as  Hunters^ 
with  short  Spears^^  Bugles,  &c. 

Frip.  My  dear  Henri,  I  tell  you,  you  are 
ivrong — ^patience  and  perseTOrance  will  suroiount 
every  obstacle. 

Hen.  Oh!  Fripon,  trifle  not  with  irie  thus,  but 
assist,  advise  me. 

Frip.  Advise  ye  !  Advice,  they  say,  costs  no* 
thing,  and  therefore  is  oftener  given  willingly, 
than  received  thankfully*  But  I  know  not  how 
to  advise  you.  As  to  this  Atalanta  of  yours—* 
this  run -away  nymph-^pshaw  I  man,  never  sigh 
about  it.  Be  confident,  and  youll  be  successful. 
The  mornipg  advances;  it  may  dawn  prospe-p 
rously.  Whilst  I  take  the  upper  path  that  leads 
to  the  village,  do  you  keep  the  lower  road  to  Mo- 
dena ;  and  should  you  have  an  opportunity  of  ob* 
taining  intelligence,  sound  your  bugle  lustily ; 
1*11  do  the  same ;  and  a  few  moments  will  bring 
us  together ;  till  then  farewell :  but  remember, 
*•  Nil  desperandumf'  should  be  the  lover's  motto* 

'lExit. 

Hen.  Such  are  the  ar^ments  of  friendship. 
Did  he  but  love  a  being  mteresting  and  amiable 
as  Julia,  he  would  know  that  the  heart  of  a  lover 
is  wither*d  by  disappointment,  as  the  early  flow- 
ers of  spring  shrink  and  fade  before  the  lingering 
'  winter's  blast. 
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Loud  was  the  wind,  the  drifting  rain^ 
tn  torrents  swept  the  misty  {rfna, 
"When  Arthur  dfiim'd  the  tear  of  pitj» 
And  wildly  sung  his  lovelorn  ditty. 
He  heeded  not  the  frowning  ston% 
dor  fek  the  rain  upoii  his  breaat^ 
.    Tho'  cold  the  wind,  his  heart  was  warm, 
Far  Do  his  bosom  still  he  press'd 

A  lock  of  Emma's  hair 

IL        • 

**  The  cloudless  sky,  the  genial  ray, 
^  Once  cfaeer'd  the  dawn  of  Arduu^s  day  $ 
<<  But  now,  alas  I  the  eve  appears, 
**  0|>preis'<d  with  s^hs,  bedew'd  with  tears. 
<<  Still,  ttiU  my  ^dul  ^hail  comfort  know^ 

**  Tho^  disappointment  rack  my  breast ; 
'  ^  Tho'  doom'd  to  misery  and  woe—'* 
And  then  convulsively  he  pressed 

The  lock  of  Emma's  hair. 


SCENE  III. 

The  Interior  o/Geraldo's  Cottage^ 

Enier  G£RALdo. 

Ger.  'Tis  strange,  and  yet  to  disbelieve  her, 
•  should  her  tale  be  trae,  were  tenfoM  cruelty.  No 
friends— a  wanderer  from  home— at- such  a  time 
of  night  too— \\ hat  to  think,  or  how  to  act,  I 
know  not.  She  wishes  concealment— conceal- 
ment is  mystery,  and  mystery  implies  a  sense  of 
inlipropnety—- it    seldom  wa)ks   hand   in   hand 
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trtith  about  her,  that  seems  to  seorn  evastoh  and' 
c&ceit;    M)?   Heart  Ibans  to  h&^  'spite  of  itay 
judgment';  atid  ccnnii'  what  tAaf,  I  milst  be  sk^'* 
tismd-^ 


—So--what  ssys  the  guide  ? 

Brun.  He  thanks  you  for  your  bounty,  Sir^ 
and  says  it  will  buy  him  wares  and  toyA,  to  sell 
again  to-morrow  at  the  Village  Festival.  A  young 
couple  are  to  be  married  to-morroW.  The  bride 
is  Rosetta,  daughter  of  Groloti,  the  farmer  in  the 
valley— he  that's  so  rich. 

Ger.  (musing).  Poor  girl ! 

Brun.  Sir !  why,  indeed,  it  is  a  serious  change 
for  a  simple  girl,  who  has  been  always  used— -> 

Ger.  To  wander  froin  her  home  (sittl  Titusing). 

Brun.  NOj'Sir,  to  Hvequietiyathomc^— but  they 
say  she'll  be  very  happy; 

Ger.  Still  I  suspect  her. 

Brun.  Suspect  her,  Sirl— *of  what  ? 

iSier.  Of  quitting  her  father's  house  fsteYkfyJ. 

Brun:  Impossible  1 

Get.  BHhg  me  a  chair-'^-*So — my  curiosit\^.fl»Mf 
be  satisfied— it  shail  be  satisfied^  the  motive  is 
laudable,  and  I  will  not  resist  it.    Brunette  1 

Ann.  Sir! 

Ger.  Tell  the  Lbdy^  that  I  attend  her  leisttre 
^r  a  few  words. 

Brun.  Yes,  ^Sir.  (Going). 

Get.  Stay — Did  the  guide  wish*  to  discover—* 
I  mean,  was  he  angry  at  not  being  admitted  ?'  ^ 

jBn^;  Oh  dear!  no — he  said  he  scorned  to 
pry  into  the  secrets  of  any  one. 
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G^,  Did  he  so  ?— (n«e*)-^He  has  taught  mc 
a  lesson.  Dreading  discovery  myself,  I  was  about 
to  .worm  the  secret  frpm  another^  on  which^^  like 
mine,  her  very  life  may  depend.    (Jsidey. 

Ger   Hush ! 
'    ^tt/.  (sings  witkin), — 

Alone,  on  life's  rough  wave  Fm  tost^ 

Alone  I  droop  beneath  the  willow ; 

There  think  what  bliss  to  me  is  lost^ 

Enters. 
And  make  the  clay-cold  sod  my  pillow. 

Ger.  She  must  be  innocent,  for  guilt  could 
never  so  attune  itself  to  harmony. 

^*  Then  why  thus  sing  my  love4om  ditty, 
**  And  sigh  his  name  in  every  grove  § 

^  Twould  now^v  alas  !  be  sin  to  pity» 
^  Alas  I  /twould  be  a  crime  to  love* 

^^  Ger.  Poor.girli  thy  fate  must  indeed  be 
**  hard,  if  pHv  be  denied,  where  to  love  would  be 
*•  a  crime.*'  Brunette,  leave  us.    [Exit  Brunette. 

Jut.  (seeing  GeraldoJ.  Ah»  Sirl  you  little 
think  bow  ha^y. you  have  made  me. 

Oer.  I  have  been  myself  unfortunate ;  and  tho* 
the  stranger  has  sometimes  been  refused  admit- 
tance here,  still  I  have  a*  ftillow-feeling  for  the 
wretched. 

Jui.  My  Btory  is  but  short,  and  your  kindness 
~  claims  my  confidence. 

Ger.  f aside).  Now,  then,  without  cnquity^  I 
shall  be  tati$fiod« 
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ytd.  The  loss  of  my  parents  was  attended  with 
circumstances— 

Jaques  (without).  Hllloah  !  Hilloah  ! 

Ger.  Hah  !  what  noise  ?  {Listens). 

Jaques  {without).  Hilloa ! 

Ger.  (!}ohceal  yourself  quickly— I  must  fMievent 
intrusion. 

Jaques.  Hilloah!  [£ztVG^aldo. 

(  Music  expressing  alarm). 

Jul.  So,  in  this  retirement  I  shall  surely  be 
safe  from  pursuit.  Now  will  the  Count  D'Essars 
do  justice  to  the  unhappy  Julia,  convinted  she 
stole  not  the  affections  of  his  son,  to  obtrude 
unsanctioned  on  his  family. — Oh  Henri,  Henri  I 
shall  we  never  meet  again  \ 

SONG— Julia. 

The  stream  that  murmurs  through  the  bower. 

On  its  dear  bosom  shows,  ' 
Each  ^ried  shrub  or  simple  flower 

That  on  its  oiar^in  btowa. 

60  can  fond  memW  to  mj  mind^ 

Some  happiness  impart. 
While  i  ^mjr  Hairi*8  image  find 

Inipress'd  upon  mj  heart. 

\Exit  through  a  Door  in  the  Ihti. 


Enter  Gbbaldo,  followed  by  Jaques,  who  is 
dressed  in  the  French  Postillion  fashion^  long 
Jack-boots^  large  Cue,  small  cocked  Hat^  ^  PThip 
in  his  hand,  &c.  > 

Ger.  But  what  are  you  ? 
Jaques.  1  don't  know. 
C2 
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C4r.  fiiow  qpme  you  h^ie  ? 

^aquea.    Why,    a    very    wocihy  fQfgt^ifimpfk 
brought  me-r-I  npean  yo}i. 

Get  Psh^w !  answer  me  in^nOly — ii^hat  braqght 
you  here?  , 

:     /iW*«-  A  inulc,  w  obisitinat*  ^M^.t-I  ^'i 
mean  ^au,  no«i: 

iG^     Wh^re  have  you  left  h\m\ 

^<ifu^«x  J  didn*l  l^ve.him—  he  left  me. 

Opt.  Whpre? 
--  X^V^^*  In  .' ttke  fjOtoh*  ivber^  you ■  found  :n»-r 
jbe  roll  d  uyer  the  pQ^cipicerr^it  w»s  th^  oqly  symp- 
4Qm  of  3peed  he^vinped  in  the  whofe  jowrBi*yrr 
/to*«s  :«,»oW  tj)€  saddltiTgirth  jbfob&  (in  tltbe;^}^ 
or  1  should  have  been  ^s  4>reei{)4t9t^  -^  hin^ciLf. 

Ger.  Pshaw !  do  matter  if  you  had  followed 
him. 

laques.  I  beg  your  pardon,  it  is  always  better 
%p  lead  9  c^)od  exnmple  than  to  follow  a  .had  one. 

Cer.  Who  do  you  strye  ? 

^  agues    I^y  master* 

Ger.  Who  is  yqur  nnaster.? 

jf agues.  The  Count  D'Essars. 

Ger.  What.J  the  Pr^sidppt  of  PoIi<^  ^  Paris  ? 

y agues   1  he  sam^ 

C&r.    Ha  1    the  very    wretch    wha»    unheard, 

condemned  me  twenty  years   ago;  and  though 

my  rumoured  death  must  have  silenctd  all  sus- 

.fickm,  yet---idiould  his  master  be  \iith  him«^Do 

you  » ravel  alone  ? 

jl agues.  No!  v\ith   the  Count  himself.     We 
^re.cciuie  iii  ^^reh   of  ^  ru|iaway«  ^hu  we  h§^x 
i§  cqnceard  in  rhe>e  mountains. 
,      Gef.  Ha  !  *i<n  I  then  beif ay^  ' 

J  agues.  Betray'd !  how  ill.  h^  Ipo^.     W^^y  I 
never  saw  a  man  so  suddenly  taken-*- 

Ger.  T<»ken,  say  }X)U  I  (stariing)^    .    ^ 
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Jaques.  Why  no^  fnojt  tal^ao  yet,  bjuijt  -JVe  a 
ttronjr  snspiciott  it  won*t  be  long^rst — ^before  we 
f&is\\  have  her. 

Ger,  Whtre  is  your  master  ? 
Joftcet/ Waiting  in  the  shattered  t^mAxm  of 
t>ur  carrta^,  not  an  hundred  yards  frOfir  ^hh 
^lace  :  he  can*t  stir  till  I  assist  him/  qt  hail  '*te 
up  to  his  inidrlle  in  rnod'-^lfk:^  a  dudk  in  a  -half 
dry  pond.  .  .  r  '  - 

Ger.  What  h$  to  4>e  ^one  t  should  D'&sara 
remember  me  I  am  lost!  (aside).  I  huve  no 
acoommod^ions  hei^ifbr.travcMdra. 

ynftMf.'Pray  don*t  make  any  apologies.  I  came 

ibrw^d  rr>fii|d  iBOme  pla^^e -^o pasft  the  lAgfit  in  ^ 

'this  Dottage  is  comfortable^  "and  "we^^lt  ae^^mnmj^ 

date  nnrs#')ve^-^no«i^  Ihat    arm^chatr  is  tf^veay 

good  place  for  me  ;  and  as  fidrmy  master,  iie^i^a 

great  man,  aiid  a  great  politicia)),  and  sadi  f^entld* 

-men- generally  ^k no w*  how  to  get  ^ood  f>koaa  for 

4hem»«lves.  -^{BmtHcfUM. 

Ger.  U  there  no  concealment  -  ha !  that  clbaM 

yet  why  should  J  avoid  i)im  ?  lie  4iaa  wronfi^^d 

me,   an<!    revenge    is  in    my  power.     (GeraMo 

takes  dotm  the  pistols^  tend  fAipson^  in  his  if^east 

— Music  hurrying^  and  e^pr^s^it'e  of  agitaiUmJ* 

I  was  a  husband  and  a  father— be, c'ondemti'd  me 

'^V^^j^wtly     bixxke  the  heart  of  my  wife,  and  with 

her  destroyed  my  cMM-  yhythen  should  I  spare 

ifcim  who  has  thus  heap'd  misery  on  me?  feocks 

the  pistol — hesitates — at    length  throws'  k  frim 

hm)     he  is  at  my   merc>— ne  has  a  wife  and 

child,     fGeraldo  wraps  ike  oloak  about  him  as 

ikey  enter).  ^ 

D*Ess.  (without).  Jaques,  attend  to  nry  cote«* 
mands :  as  soon  as  you  can  obtain  assistance,  let 
^he  carriage  be  pot  into  the  bast  possible  repair, 
.and  procure  fireah  mtilesy  that  we  may  frooatd 
Without  delay* 
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yaques.  Ye«,  your  Excdiency. 

D^Ess.  And  A^yt  hear-^^t  the  same  time  give 
tbe  people  to  understand,  that  they  have  the  ho«* 
nour  to  be  employed  in  the  service  of  bts  £xceU 
]ency  Count  D*£6sar8  of  Paris,  President  of  Po» 
]ioe,  &c.  2ec.  and  therefore  cannot  demand  any 
inooorppense  for  their  trouble —my  orders  must  be 
obe/cf. 

Ja^ues.  They  shall,  your  £x9elleney. 

[  fJd^'/ Jaques. 

If  Ess.  Your  servant.  Sir;  I  require  ihe  sh^K 
ter  of  your  roof  for  a  short  time— I  suppose  yoo 
know  who  I  am :  if  not.  Til  tell  ymi— I  am  Count 
D'Essars,  President  of  Police  at  Paris,  &c.  fl(c«-^ 
now  you  know  me. 

*  Ger.  rU  brave  the  danger  at  once.  May  I  af^k. 
Sir,  ^ho  this  fugitive  is  Whom  vou  are  in  pursuit 
cJf? 

*  D'Ess.  Oh!  a;  mad-brain*d  ffomantic  boy  of 
mine.  ^ 

Ger.  Then  I  am  secure  ( aside) » 

D'Ess.  And  a  young  girU* 

Ger.  Ha!  (nside). 

D^Ess.  Whom  Madam  D*Easars  patroniwd  for 
her  skill  in  embroidery;  but  when  this  young  fel- 
low saw  her,  whev!  he  fancied  himself  in  )ove« 
lbiiBooth« 

Ger.  And  what  followed  ? 

If  Ess.  Why  I  remonstrated,  contrasted  his 
nobility  with  her  obscurity,  forbade  him  to  thin^ 
tff  her  any  more,  and  told  him  my  order«  must 
be  ob^*d. 

Ger.  I  must  be  furthtf  satisfied  (aside).  Had 
this  no  efiect  ?  . 

D'Ess.  Yes~exactly  the  contnufy  to^  wha^.I 
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i^ftendfd— ^he  told  me  to  my  face,  that  his  ac« 
tions  were  free,  and  wouM  not  be  confin*d  tf>  aoy 
orders  of  mine!  Think  of  that— nny  orders  not" 
to  be  obeyed !  -  and  jSnibh^d  by  swearing  that  no* 
tjf^iiig  .should  deprive  him.  of  the.obgeot  of  his  af- 
fection; as  virtue  alone  was  true  i^obility;  and 
tha^  oncorrgpted  purity  was  the  br^rlitest  gem 
that  could  adorn  the  coronet  of  dignity  ! 
.G«-/Welir 

JOEjis.  Nor-it  was  very  ill,  for  presently  c^me 
an  hypocritical  note  from  the  girl,  saying  snehad 
withdrawn  ^.ecretly  from  Paris,  thalt  my  son*8  at- 
tachment might  no  longer  be  a  source  of  uneasi- 
xiess  to  her  benefactress. 

<  Ger.  Generous  girl !  *tis  the  poor  wanderer  they 
seek;  but  I  will  stilL  protect  her  ( aside  J  ^  Your 
son— - 

D'Ess.  Was  not  to  be  found,  and  I  make  no 
doubt  it  was  all  a  contrivance  to  elope  together  j 
4>ut'I  have  certain  intelligence  he  has  been  can* 
tering  over  these  unlucky  mountains  with  that 
ramUing  rascal,  his  friend  Fripon.— To  yoo^  I 
shall  be  indebted  for  a  few  hours*  repose :— -i  meaa 
tp  depart  soon. . 

Ger.  Blessed  chance  1 

D'Ess.  Blessed  chance !— he  can*t  surely  have 

4he  insolence  to   mean  the  chance  I  stood  of 

breaking  my.  neck  — why,  what  ails  the  fellow? 

(lookingiTUently  athimy  Geraldo  betrays  emotion) m 

(here  Geraldo  turns  towards,  arid  looks  sted^ 

fasth  at  D'Essars. 

D'Ess.  ZTounds,  how  he  fixes  hia  eyes  upon  me* 
Poor  fellow,  he*s  a  little  touched,  odd^  I  perceivie 
—-they  told  me  he  was  eocentric,  (touching  his 
forehead). --^rsLy,  friend,  how  long  have  you  beea 
in  this  melancholy  situation  ?  ; 
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G^:    (aside).    SUttely   thtt  lapije*  of  V^hSAf 
yfears*— «*w 

ineii^ble,  and  it  may  be'dangt^rous  to  stay  here  A 
moment  1ohger^><-^aqoi^V  this  man  ahoKikl  not- 
bte  suffer M;  tfo  rema^rf  at  liberty. 

GiK  l9o  I    ('P^e^  his'  Abtiif  m  Aiib'  bds&M'fir  Oe^ 
pistol). 

DEss.  Jaques,  I  aay— why  don't  yt^uobeV  my 
cMbf^  ?'  we  must  have  him  secured  imnnediifttety. 

<fcr.  NeviSfl 


ErUer'JiLQLV^s. 


(H9ireQex^\Ao  levels  the  pistol  oT  D^Esaars. 
.    Jkques  is  coming  forward^  Imi  seeing  thm 
pistolt    retreats    in    great  alarm   behind 
D^JSssars.    j^t  the  same  instant^  JvAie^  comes 
fi'om  the  door  i»tkeHut^  utters  anexclama^ 
tianf  andretreatsprecipitatelyt^'^muaic  sud^ 
den  andidolentj. 
Ger.  Rash  girl  I  (aside.) 
lyEss.  Ha  !  .either  my  eyes  deceitred  m^  or  ia 
that  room-— ril  be  convinced — (Aibances.) 

Get.   Not  for  your  life! — staild  haxk. (again 
levels  the  pistol). 

D'Ess.  Hey! — zounds!  what  are  you  about? 
{Aside  to  Jaques).    I  hope  it  is  not  loaded. 
Jisques.  So  do  J,  upon  my  souK 
D^Ess.  I  am  afraid  his  fit  is  coming  on. 
Jaques.  I  wish  my  fit  was  goings  off. 
D'Ess.  Curse  the  fellow^  he  has  frightehifd  me 
into  a  feveh 

Jaqms.  And  me  into  an  ague* 
LfEss^  My  good  friend,  I  wish  not  to  mole&t 
you — but  I  must  examine  that  apartment. 

Ger.  At  your  peril  be  it  then.  (Brunette  sud^ 
denly  appears  from  the  apartment^  and  they  both 
stand  in  amaze.)    Ha  I  this  is  welL 
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lyEs*.  Amazement !  I  could  have  sworn  Uwag 
the  girl  I  was  in  pursuit  of. 

Ger.  Yes,  and  have  sworn  falsely— 4S  this  just  ? 
Suspicion  led  you  to  believe  I  had  concealed  this 
fugitive,  this  friendless  orphan — ^grant  it  so: 
range  thro*  the  worlds  and,  if  you  can,  find  an 
object  more  deserving  of  protection  than  deserted 
innocence.  Away  ' — your  jurisdiction  reaches 
not  the  shelter  of  my  humble  dweliiug;  you 
have  forfeited  the  rights  of  hospitality,  for  you 
have  endeavoured  to  make  me  betray  them-"be«- 
goiie,  I  say. 

Jaques.  So  I  say  s  and  the  sooner  the  better— 
]*m  off  for  one.'  [^Exit  Jaques. 

Ger.  Brunette,  conduct  the  Count  the  nearest 
way  td  the  village~-farewell. 

D^Ess.  Farewell— Sirrah !  we  shall  meet  again 
to  yotsr  confusion  ;  for  tho'  I  am  now  obliged  to 
obey  your  orders,  depend  upon  it,  it  will  soon  be 
your  tunt  to  obey  mine, 

l^Eant^  followed  ipy  Brunette. 

Ger.  Thank  Heaven!  he's  gone,  and  knows 
me  not.  My  own  situation,  'tis  true,  is  perilous, 
but  he  must  be  a  wretch  indeed,  who,  from  per* 
sonal  timidity,  would  refuse  to  dry  the  tear  that 
falls  on  woman's  cheek,  \Exiu 

(Music). 


XNI)  OF  A^T  I. 
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Act  IL 

SCENE  L 

A  Fiew  of  tkt  Mountains, 

Enter  Jaques  and  Bbunettb. 

Jaques.  My  love,  my  life,  my  lamb — 
•   Brun.  Lamb,    indeed  1    was  there    ever  any 
thing  so  provoking  ! 

Jaques.  No,  never !  you  are  the  most  pro^- 
yoking  little  creature  I  ever  saw  in  my  life— first, 
you  are  so  provokingly  pretty — then  you  are  so 
provokingly  cruel — how  can  you  have  the  heart 
to  be  so  provokingly  barbarous. 

Brun.  I  wish  you  would  not  teaze  me. 

Jaques.  Teaze  you  ! — I  want  to  please  you. 
Oh/  I  am  sorely  smitten.  Most  beautiful  of 
mountain  blossoms,  thou  fairest  of  all  Brunettes, 
have  pity  on  my  youth..  SiOeet  maiden,  .I'm  in 
Jove. 
/     Brun.  In  love  !     You  I 

Jaques.  Me !— Yes  ;  why  not  ? — 'tis  true,  Tm 
not  an  Adonis,  nor  a  full-grown  Cupid,  but  I  am  a 
man — a  little  one,  to  be  sure— but — what  there 
is  of  me  is  good. 

Erim.  I  tell  you  I  shall  be  too  late  for  the 
weddii^g. 

Jcques.  No  you  won't,  if  you'll  take  me. 
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DUET — Jaques,  Brunette. 

I. 

Brunette,  See  the  risipg  sun-beams  brighf 

Dispel  the  gloomy  shades  of  night— 

I  to  the  v^ddinguow  must  go. 
Jaques*     If  you'll  take  me,  I'll  be  your  beau — 

Take  a  hear^  th^t  doats  on  thee. 

Take  my  hand^— 
Brunette,  Pray  dor^^t  be  free. 

Can  such  a  lout  pretend  to  dance  ? 
Jaques,     Yes,  to  be  sure,  I  learnt  in  France 

Td  the*  sound  of  tabor — pipe,  and  flutes-- 
Brunette,  But  not  in  such  dirty  rlumsy  boots. 
Jaques,  When  the  heart's  right 

The  heels  are  light — 

With  you  Pd  dance  from  mom  till  nlglit. 
Brunette,  Then  sing  hey  down  derry  ; 

We'll  laugh  and  be  me*ry ; 

For  a  villager's  life  is:  a  life  of  delight/ 
Both,        Then  sing  hey  down,  &c. 

ir. 

Jaques,     Now,  tho'  Fm  but  a  little  man. 

To  please  you  I'll  do  all  I  can  : 

Like  Alexander,  fam'd  of  old — 
Brunette,  You'd  better  not  be  quite  so  bold. 

Tho'  worlds  he  conquer'd  easily. 

You'll  find  it  hard —  ^ 

Jaques,  •  To-cgnquer  thcis. 

I'll  die  for  thee,  my  dear  Brunette. 
Brunette.  Tho'  bold,  you'll  find  I'm  hard  to  get. 

I  ne'er  will  wed  a  lout  like  thee. 
Jaques,     Oh,  yes  !  you'll  wed  a  lad  like  me*. 
Brunette,  My  heart  is  right,         ^ 

My  heels  are  light. 

But  I  ^ill  not  dance  from  morn  till  night. 
Jaques,  You'll  sing  hey  down  derry ; 

You'll  laugh  and  be  merry ; 

For  a  villager's  life  is  a  life  of  delight* 
Botb,        You'll  sing  hey  down,  &c. 

D  2 
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SCENE  IL 

yillage  at  a  dUtance-^Bells  heard. 

Enter  Cablo^  as  a  Pedlar^  followed  by  Lads  and 
Lasses. 

Car.  Come  along,  my  bonny  lasses— novv's 
the  only  time  to  make  your  market.  Here  are 
looking-glasses  to  see  your  own  pretty  merry 
faces — garters^  laces,  and  love-knots;  bracelets^ 
beads,  buckles^  and  ballads-^kings  and  queens 
in  gilt  gingerbread— brought  them  all  from  I^aria 
^~sell  *ein  cheap  as  dirt,  and  as  much  as  they're 
ivorth  too.  Here's  a  patent  padlock  to  secure 
your  property — Hollo  !  you  little  thief,  give  me 
badk  that  bundle  of  fish-hooks !  Come  buy— - 
come  buy — I've  every  thing  you  waHt— and  this 

Conjuring  book,  which  long  I  have  carried, 
Will  tell  you  ail  the  day  you'll  be  married. 

Enter  Brunbttb, 

Ah!  here^s  Brunette — I  thought  you*d  coroe« 
Now  then  let  us  troll  a  merry  round,  and  away 
to  the  wedding. 

ROUND  AND  CHORUS. 

Hark !  hark !  the  merry  bells 

Ding  dong  !  ding  dong  !  dong  ding  i 

The  merry  bells  the  wedding  tells. 
Then  merry  let  us  sing. 

Hark !  hark  ! 
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Enter  Jaoubs* 

y agues.  Dingdong!  indeed^ — why  all  thi9  riot 
and  confusion  about  nothing  } 

Car.  Nothing !  why  there's  a  wedding !  Yoti 
can't  expect  peace  and  quietness  when  people  get 
married.  [^Exeunt  Peasants,  laughing. 

Bran,  Indeed  !  How  d'ye  do^  Carlo  ? 

Car.  Ha!  Brunette, thapk you, well ~hope you 
are  the  san)e. 

Jaques.  Vtzy^  fellow,  who  are  you  ? 

Car.  An  honest  man,  friend — hope  you  are 
the  same !  want  any  thing  in  my  way,  shall*  be 
happy  to  serve — I've  goods  of  all  sorts  o'thc 
best  quality,  from  a  comb  down  to  a  shoe-knot ; 
ballads,  buckle  and  boddices; — knives,  scissora 
and  silk  ribbons ;  pins,  pin-cases,  and  pin^^cushions 
— then  I've  wedding-rings  and  garters — by  the 
bye,  if  the  wedding-ring  shouldn't  happen  to  tie 
you  up  quietly,  th^  garters  will— you  may  de- 
pend on  it— happy  to  supply  you  on  both  occa- 
sions. 

Jdques.  This  is  a  sharp  fellow:  why  friend^ 
you  are  as  keen  as — 

.  Car.  My  own  razors;  I  know  it— cut  IJke  ^ 
diamond— wish  I  could  cut  you  with  all  my  soul-^ 
who  the  Devil  is  he  ?  (aside  to  Brunette^l. 

Brun.  A  spy  in  search  of  the  Lady, 

Car.  A  spy,  dam'me  let's  duck  him— mum-^ 
I'll  bamboozle  ^im— come,  my  little  bantam, 
won't  you  buy  ?  Let  me  see  your  hand,  I'll  tell 
your  fortune— dabble  a  little  in  that  way — ^here's 
my  conjuring  book — ^I'm  a  philosopher— ^Carlo 
looks  at  the  book^  and  takes  Jaques'a  hand, 
who  sees  the  ring  on  C^x\o's finger). 

Jaques.  (aside).  The  very  ring  the  young  Count 
Henri  gave  to  the  little  gypsy  that  has  caused 
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this  wildgoose  chase  of  ours,  as  sure  as  I  Kve~ 
she  can't  be  far  oflF; 

Car,  (looking  at    the    book).   Oh  I  here's  the 
jilace— OT,  you're  a  fortunate  man. 

yaq.  Yes,  Tve  found  the  philosopher's  stone  { 

'  -^and  by  imparting  the  secret  to  my  master,  I 

have  no  doubt  of  making  gold.        [^Exit  Jaques. 

Car.  (still  at  th^  book). — Oh,  you  are  a  happy 
man — ^young  woman  very  good-natured,  very 
pretty,  but  very  cunning-r-oh  dear,  what's  this  ? 
—honey-moon  not  very  bright,  not  very  long^ 
and  then— (a^  this  moment  Fripon  entefs,  and 
seeing  Carlo,  &c.  sounds  his  bugle)  ^  A,  horn  !  Oh 
Lord  !  that's  ominous.— Hey  day !  [missing 
Jaques). 

Frip.  Pray  good  people,  in  your  revels  amongst 
the  hills  have  you  seen  a  stranger  pass — ^a  woman  ? 

Car.  A  strange  woman,  no ;  but  we  have  seea 
a  Very  strange  man — he  left  us  but  now. 

Frip.  A  man — his  appearance  ?  manners  f 

Cor.  Oh  !  very  bad  manners— French  manners 
—took  French  leave — forgot  to  pay— very  ill- 
manner'd  indeed.  As  to  his  appearance  I  know 
nothing,  but  he  disappear'd  like  a  Will  o'the  wisp. 

JBrun.  And  I  fear  with  no  good  intention,  for 
he  look'd  earnestly  at  your  ring,  and  departed  in- 
stantly. 

Car.  What,  Jack-boots  ?  he'd  better  mind 
what  he's  about,  or  I'll  ring  him  as  they  do  pigs, 
by  the  nose. 

•    Frip.  As  I  live,  'tis  Julia's  !  How  g6t  you  this  ? 
Car.  Honestly. 

Frip.  You  received  it  from  a  lady — ^you  x:annot 
'deny  it. 

Car.  I  did. 

Frip.  Do  you  know  her  abode  ? 

Car.  I  do,. 
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Trip.  Tell  me  where  she  is,  iand  this  purse  is 
thine. 

Can  Or  in  other  words,  brtray  my  benefactor 
for  dross — Never !  I  wear  my  ring  proudly,  for  I 
earn'd  it  honourably  ;  and  never  shall  my  consci- 
ence make  me  breathe  a  sigh  to  sully  its  lustre- 

.  Frip.  Take  the  purse,  and  say  nothing— ^we 
are  friends  I  find— I'll  write  a  few  lines — ^you 
shall  deliver  them — f takes  out  pocket- book  and 
writes) — hem — "  Old  Count— discovered  your 
retreat — faithful  Henri  —friend — ^Fripon.** 
.  Car.  Shall  we  trust  him  ? 

Brun.  Hush !  he  mentions  the  very  name  I 
have  heard  her  repeat  so  often. 

Frip.  There,  put  that  into  your  shop.  ,  Be 
sure  you  deliver  it  safe,  and  bring  roe  the  answer 
imnjediately  to  the  village.  Where  the  deuce  is 
Henri  ?  this  mountain  is  like  a  labyrinth,  and 
should  he  miss  his  way — I'll  sound  my  bugle— 
sounds  his  bugle^  wkickis  answered  at  a  distance)^^ 
Dh,  oh  !  he  answers— don't  forget  at  the  village. 

[^Exit. 

Car.  Egad  he's  a  queer  fellow— come,  this  is 
doing  pretty  well — a  purse  full  of  money,  and 
my  warehouse  as  full  as  when  I  first  open'd  shop. 

Brun.  What  haven't  you  sold  any  of  these 
pretty  things  ? 

Car.  No,  not  a  bodkin  yet — but  so  miich;  the 
better — I'll  sell  off^now  at  prime  cost,  like  other 
great  tradesmen,  clapping  on  fifty  per  cent,  profit 
— going  to  retire  from  business.  I'll  fetch  'em  one 
way  if  I  can't  another — then  you  and  I  will  get 
married,  and  get — I  mean  keep  a  pig,  and  live 
pretty.  M^rry ! — Gad  Vm  almost  afraid  to  venture 
— But  I  dare  say  you  and  I  should  agree  very 
well— you're  good  temper'd— so  am  I-~we  might 
squabble  a  little— but  I'm  sure  we  shouldn't  fight. 
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A  Gentleman  from  England,  whom  I  was  once 
conducting  over  these  mountains,  taught  me  a 
song,  describing  the  quarrel  of  a  man  and  bis  wife 
in  London.  Married  people  there,  it  seems,  quar- 
rel about  such  trifles  as,  whether  they  shall  drink 
green  tea  6r  black,  or  eat  toast  or  bread  and  but- 
ter. But  they  never  suffer  a  third  person  to  in* 
lerfere— 'tis  a  service  of  great  danger, 

SONG— Cahlo. 

[For  tlie  wQcdt  of  ihh  Song  the  Author  is  indebted  to  a  Friend.] 

•     •  I. 

Mr.  Boame  tnd  kis  wife 

Had  at  breakfast  a  strife : 
He  wanted  bread  and  butter  with  his  tea. 

Quoth  she,  **  I  rule  the  roast,    . 

"I  will  have  a  plate  of  toast !" 
So  to  loggerheads  with  him  went  she. 

II. 

•  There  wjto  one  Mr.  More 
liodg'd  on  the  first  floor, 

A  n\an  very  strong  in  the  wrist- 
He  overheard  the  clutter 
About  toast,  and  bread  and  butter, 

30  he  knocked  down  Mr*  Bourne  widi  his  fist. 

m. 

Saya  Morp,  "  Ods  i|iy  life, 

"  You  shall  not  beat  your  wife ; 
"  It  is  both  a  sin  and  disgrace.** 

^  You  fooV*  says  Mrs.  Bourne^ 

**  Tls  no  business  of  your*n/* 
Ahd  sttaek'd  a  cop  o{  tea  in  his  hc^ 
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IV. 


Cried  poor  Mr.  More, 

As  he  sneakM  to  the  door» 
^  Vm  surely  a  man  without  brains^ 

**  When  twro  married  folks  are  floutingi 

**  If  a  stranger  pokes  his  snout  m« 
•  He*s  sure  to  get  it  tweak'd  for  his  pains." 


SCENE  III. 

jipartment  in  the.  Cottage.     A  large  Chair,  &c. 
Window  and  Door,  in  the  Hut^ 

Enter  D*£ssAits  and  JxauES,  D*Es8Ars  looking 
over.  Jaques*^  Shoulder. 

(Music  expressing  Jear J » 

D*Ess.  She  is  not  here,  however. 

Jaques.  No^  bat  she's  in  the  house,  Fm  po-* 
sitive. 

UEas.  Then  Fm  sure  she's  not  here— for  a 
positive  man  i$  always  in  the  wrong.  Cotne 
along,  you  cowardly  rascal,  what  are  you  afraid  of  ^ 

Jaques.  Suppose  we  should  meet  him  in  one  of 
his  fits. 

D'Ew.  Heaven  forbid!  (aside).  What  with 
fatigue  and  fright,  I'm  shook  to  a  mammy. 
Now,  Jaques,  mind  you  obey  my  orders  punctu- 
ally—hire a  few  stout  fellows,  d'ye  hear,  with 
nerves  of  iron  and  steel— not  such  chicken* 
hearted  dogs  as  you  are.  Bless  my  soul  I  I  hear 
him  coming  (he  retreats^  and  exit  through  the 
door). 

Ger.  (without).  Fear  not,  they'll  venture  her^ 
no  more. 

*  Jaques.  Hey!  that  mad  giant  and  the  girl 
with  him,  as  I'm  a  Chrifitian.    What,  my  maft« 
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ter  gone,  and  I  alone  with  that  Goliah  !  Oh  dear, 
pn  clear,  what* s  to  become  of  poor  little  David  ! 

Enter  Gbraldo  and  Julia. 

(Jagu^s  retires  behind  the  Chair^  and  D'E»- 
sars  looks  for  an  instant  through  the  IVin- 
daw  J. 

Ger.  The  guilty  are  ever  cowards ;  but  should 
tbey  rashly  teinpt  their  fate  again,  l^t  thepfi  be*: 
ware  the  vengeance  of  thi^  arm. 

D'Ess.  Oh  dear!  whcit  an  arm  it  is. 

per.  Hist !  I  heard  a  voice — 1*11  make  all  fast ; 
we  cannot  be  too  secure, 

(Jaques  is  now  sitting  much '  alarmed  in 
the  arm-chair,  the  back  of  which  is  toivards 
Geraldo). 

Ger.  Now  then  listen !  {Jaques  pays  attention). 

Jaques.  I  will. 

Jul.  Nay,  some  other  time. 
.    Geir,  The  present  moment,  for  within  an  hour 
I  must  quit  this  place  for  ever. 

Jaques.  So  will  I,  as  soon  as  I  can. 

\^Exit  to  chamber. 

Ger.  'I^is  now  full  twenty  years  ago  since  the 
Marquis  D'Ariglade  was  accused  of  a  robbery  on 
the  Count  De  Montgomery. 
,    Jul.  I  have  heard  the  Cpunt  D*Essars  men- 
tioned the  circumstance. 

.  Ger.  That  Count  D'Essars  it  was  who  tried 
the  cause— be  was  the  enemy  uf  D*Anglade,  ^d 
condemn'd  an  innocent  man  to  punishment  and 
infamy. 

Jul.  An  innocent  man ! 

Ger.  The  wretched  p'Anglade  was  sentenced 
^o  the  rack,  in  order  that  a  confession  of  the 
crime  might  be  extorted  from  him.  *  . ' 
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Jul.  Ydu  ktiew  him,  then  ? 

G^.  Knew  him  !      • 

Jul.  Pray  proceed—^ 

Ger.  After  his  torture  and  disgrace,  he  was  re- 
moved, with  other  convicts,  to  the  Hospit^  at 
Marseilles. 

Ju/.  Where,  as  I  heard,  he  died  in  agony. 

Ger.  He  lives  in  agony-;— I  am  D*Anglade!-*-i 
^m  that  innocent  man,  whose  honor  was  stained, 
\vhose  limbs  were  lacerated,  who  was  a  htfs- 
band,  and  a  father — ^hose  heart  was  broken-^— 
(pauses) — Forg'rve  me !  I  will  proceed. — In  the 
surgeoh  who  attended  me,  I  recognized  a  friend 
— ^by  his  assistance  I  recovered,  and  escaped  to 
this  Cottage. 

JuL  But  thie  Marchioness  ? 

Ger.  She  died  in  child-bed— ^but  I  Wander  from 
the  point.  Last  night  this  wretch,  this  Codnt 
D'Essars,  appear 'd  before  me— I  was  agitated — 
alafm*d. 

Jul:  Did  he  remember  you  ?   ' 

Ger.  Oh,  no — misery  has  there  befriended  me; 
it  has  so  disguised  my  features,  that  he  look'd 
on  me  as  on  a  stranger. 

Jul.  Did  he  speak  of  me? 

Get.  He  did-^youfself  and  his  son  are  the  ob- 
jects of  his  search.  I  promised  to  protect  you — 
I  will  do  so,  but  I  must  likewise  save  myself. 

Jaques.  So  must  I! 

Ger.  Now  if  you  will  trust  in  me,  let  Us  f!y 
instantly. 

Jul:  Whither  shall  we  fly  ? 

Jaques.  Whither  shall  I  fly  ?  (aside). 

Ger.  (a  knotk).  Hah!  'tis  too  late— Who 
knocks  ? 

Car.  Carlo  the' guide  (without)^ 

Ger.  But  why  so  loud  ? 
b2 
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(Opening  tfte  Door^  Carlo,  Brunette,  &c. 
advance  J  and  Jaques  takes  the  opportunity 
of  making  his  escape  at  the  moment). 

Car.  I  was  the  wrong  side  o'tbe  house  ;  I  «h^l 
be  quiet  enough  now  I  have  got  in.  There's  a 
letter  for  young  Madam. 

yul.  Impossible! — from  whom  ? 

Car.  A  young  mad,  who  pop'd  it  into  my  let- 
ter-box not  ten  minutes  ago,  and  was  off  in  an 
instant  like  a  sky-rocket*  You  may  open  it*-^ 
the  postage  is  paid. 

Brun.  He  seemed  so  anxious,  we  thought  it 
cruel  to  refuse  his  letter ;  but  did  not  tell  where 
you  were  concealed. 

Ger.  That's  fortunate-*  read,  read.  (Jtdia  hav^ 
ing. opened  the  Letter^  holds  it  to  Geraldo).  "  We 
**  have  at  last  discover'd  jour  retreat.  Should ' 
'^  the  old  Count  again  secure  you^  you  are  lost 
**  fot  ever.  Confide  in  the  honour  of  your  faith- 
•*  ful  Henri,  and  sincere  friend,  Fripon."— Lose 
not  a  moment — come. 

UEss.  (witlwut).  Don't  talk  to  me— tarry  you 
here  till  I  return  with  assistance* 

Car.  Hey,  what's  that  ? 

Ger.  'Tis  the  voice  of  D'Essars  J  Away,  away  I 

[^Exeunt. 
(Hurrying  musicj. 

SCENE  IV. 
.    Outside  o/*GfifiALDoV  Cottage. 

Enter  JxauBs  an(2  D^Essars. 

D'Ess.  Hold  your  tongue,  puppy— your  fright 
has  made  you  as  mad  as  himself-^Not  what  he 
seems,  indeed! 
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yaques.^NOf  your  Exoelkncy;  IteH  ybii  he  is 
a  very  great  man. 

D'Esjs.  I  know  he  is  —six  foot  two  in  his  stock- 
ings— what  signifies  that  ?       . 

Jdques.  I  say  he's  a  Lord !  • 

D  Ess.  A  Lordl  ha,  ha!-^why,  what  is  all 
this  ? 

Jaques  lie's  a  Marquis,  and  talkM  about  one 
Count — ^Count  Mont^mery,  I  think. 

D'Ess.  Ha!  Count De Montgomery '.—(ojiVfe) 
—this  old  recluse  must  havb  heard  of  that  unfor- 
tunate decision  —he  knows  me,  too-— 

yaques  Oh,  he  knows  you  very  well— he  »aid 
you  were  a  criiel,  cross-grain'd  old '  fellow— ^nd 
then  he  laid  it  on  about  your  character,  and  ali 
that,  tiU  it  did  my  heart  good*  to  hiear  him. 

/>'£$^.  Did  it,  stupid  scoundrel  I— Who  can 
can  the  fellow  be  ! — some  relation,  perhaps— no 
matter— stir  not  from  this  spot  till  I  return,  un- 
less.they  liave  the  Cottage.     I  will  be  here  anon! 

[Exit  in  hasle^ 

Jaques.  Ah,  you're  a  bad  one  !  but  as  you  say, 
your  orders  must  be  ob^'d  by  me,  or  you'll  order 
me  to  be  hang'd,  which  will  certainly  be  obey'd 
by  somebody  else. 

Brun.  (from  the  window).  Don't  go,  Jaques. 

Jaques.  'iio-^VW  be  hang" did' Ao. 

Brun.  I'll  <V)ine  down  to  you.  (Brunette  leaves 
the  window). 

Jerques.  Come  down  tp  me !  she's  kind  r  she 
smiles  upon  me~Oh  dear  !  Tm  all  over  in  a 
combttStioD,  and  as  hot  as  a  furnace — My  love  ! 

Enter  Brunette. 

Bnm.  Is  the  Count  gone  ? 
Jaijuef.  Yes,  but  he  can't  begone  ftr — shall  I 
call  him  back  ?  (going). 
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Brun.  No  !  no ! 

Jaques.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ?  Oh  ChJs  is 
all  right — ^she*s  in  as  great  a  twitter  as  I  am— all 
over  in  a  taking,  as  a  body  may  say.  Why  you 
look  as  pale  and  as' red,  and — what's  the  matter? 

Brtm.  Hush  L  you  shall  hear. 


SON&~Bbukbtt£. 

A  maiden  there  was  by  her  guardian  confiA'd^ 
And  she  ugbed  for  her  lover— like  me. 

Hcrldver  was  handsome,  and  tender,  and  kindj^ 
And  watch'd  at  the  door — ^like  thee. 


Jaques.  Ah  J  but  what  was  the  use  of  watehirtg 
—if  they  had  placed  a  guard  like  me,  you  know 
he  might  have  watched  till  doomsday. 

Brun.  Why  so  they  did,  as  you  shall  hear;  but 
it  was  the  lover's  business,  you  know,  to  elude  the 

fuard's  vigilance,  and  get  the  girl  safe  out  o(  the 
ouse. 
Jaques.   Aye,  that  would  have  been  cunning 
enough,  (jffcre  Carlo  appears  at  the  door.) 
Brxui. 

But  love  soon. a  fair  opportunity  found: 

She  cried — now  no  Idngcr  delay; 
And  in  Hymen's  soft  fetters  the  maiden  he  bound— « 

For  he  bore  her  in  safety  away. 

4 

Jaques.  Aye,  but  how  ?  How  did  he  elude  the 
guards  you  know?     I  want  to  hear  that. 

Brun.  Have  patience-*-only  look  this  way,  and 
pay  attention. 

(During  the  foregoing^  Geraldo,  Julia^  and 
Carlo  escape). 
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Bpin. 

The  Clown  who  "was  placM  as  a  guard  at  the  door, 
Was  assail'd  by  a  smart  pretty  maid — 

(Geraldo  and  Jiilia  are  seen  passing  over  an  Alfhu 
Bridge,) 

While  the  lovers  cscap'd,  she  so  puzzled  the  boor^ 

That  the  poor  silly  man  was  betray'd.  '. 

{Towards  t lie  conclusion  of  the  Scenes  Caila  * 
returns^  and  escapes  with  Brunette)* 

yaques.  Bless  me!  to  think  of  such  a  thing! 
vj\\2X  a  fool  he  must  have  been  !  Ha,  ha,  ha!  80. 
she  puzzled  him  while  they  escaped!  what  a  sim« 
pletpn — hey — what,  vanished!  elopM ! absconded! 
Zounds!  the  door  open! — whew!  (Carlo  ^ticI Bru- 
nette, are  seen  passing  over  the  Bridge).  Yonder 
they  go!  What  shall  I  do?  where  shall  I  go? 
what  will  become  of  me  ?  Ha  !  Til  follow  theci^ 
—hey!  no  I  won*t,  that  were  rashness,  not 
courage  ;  and  as  the  proverb  says,  discretion  19 
the  belter  part  of  valour — so  V\\  to  my  master. 

SCENE  LAST. 

Op€7i  Country. 

Enter  Geraldo  and^JvuA,  in  alarm.  . 

Ger.  We  are  every  way  beset — the  Count  and 
his  myrmidons  are  close  upon  us ;  but  I  will  d6- 
fejad  you  to  the  last.     He  is  here ! 

Enter  D'Essars  and  Jaques. 

D*Ess.  So,  Madam,  I  have  caught  you  ;  now 
then  expect  the  reward  you  merit,  for  trepanning 
ihe  heir  of  a  noble  family. 
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Ger.  ^is  false! 

D'Ess.  False!  pray .  recollect  the  man  you 
speak  to. 

Ger.  I  do.  You  are  the  G>iint  D'Essars— I 
shall  not  soon  forget  you. 

i)^Ess.  Then  pray  at  the  same  time  recollect, 
that  while  I  am  President  of  Police,  you  have  no 
B^j^\^ty  over,  this  Lady  —  relinquish  her  instantly. 

Ger^  Never  while  I  have  strength  to  resist  op- 
pression X$temly). 

yzdi  Oh  !  do  not,  do  not  forsake  me  ! 

Ger.^  I  have  undertaken  to  protect  her  with  my 
life ;  and  whilq  my  arm  retains  its  vigour,  I  never 
wjU  desert  her. 

jyEss.  My  arm,  to  be  sure,  is  not  quite  so 
strpiig  as  yours,  but  it  is  aided  by  a  power  US 
which  opposition  will  be  useless ;  .for  I  will  nerer 
SHifier  the  dignity  of  my  family  to  be  degraded  by 
9n  alliance  with  the  daughter  of  a  criminal. 

Ger.  The  daughter  of  a  criminal !  Suppose  it 
were  fio*«-the  innocent  should  never  suffer  for  the 
*gl^hy;.  Were  it  not  to  the  hardened  D*£ssars  I 
spoke,  Fd  tell  you  to  be  merciful— but  mercy  is 
an  attribute  of  Heaven,  and  cannot  harbour  in  a 
breast  like  thine: 

LfEss,  Her  very  name  .would  be  a  stain  upon 
the  honour  of  my  family.  I  would  willingly  have 
buried  the  disgraceful  story,  for  she  waa  nobly 
born.' 

Ger. /Nobly  born  !  her  name!  speak! 

D'Ess.  D'Anglade! 

Ger.  D'Angladel  oh  Nature!  Nature!  have  I 
then  been  unconsciously  the  protector  of  my  own 
daughter  J— My  child  !  my  child  I  come  to  thy 
fatli^r's  heart ! 

Jul.  Father! 

D^Ess.  Is  it  possible ! — it  cannot  be,  yet  his  fea- 
tures— ^it  is — it  is  the  Marquis  himself^  and  his 
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very  life  is  agjtm  at  my  disposal. — Adtrance  1  {Sot- 
diers  rwih  in  music  violent).  Secure  that  man! 
(the,  soldiers  surround  Geraldo,  and  tear  i\j^fr6^ 
him). 

Ger.  Persecuted  innocent  1  it  is  for  you  I  /eel  I 

Efiter  Pkipon  cmd  Hbkri. 

.  Hen.  How  !  my  Julia  in  danger  f — rumans  t 
Ha'  my  father  here  !  * 

/>'  £w:  So,  Sir,  you  are  here  most  apropos^  to 
ser  your  fat  her^s  power  defied,  his  dignity  insult* 
ed :  but  his  complete  revenge.  This  girl  18  the 
dauf^hter  of  the  criminal  D-Anglade,  who  standi, 
before  \ou,  once  more  in  my  power.— Away  with 
them  instantly  I 

trip,  (to  Henri),  Nay,  cheer  up,  man.    All 
may  yet  be  well. 

fnter  Carlo  onli  BBtmsTTs. 

Car.  Well !   nothing  can  be  better— the  news 
has  set  the  whole  yillage  in  an  uproar  ! 
D'Ess.  What  mean  you  ? 
Cixr.    Mean,  that  a  courier  has  just  arrived  ^ 
tram  Paris  -  that  liie  Marquis   D*Anglade  has 
b«*en  prt»ved  innocent— in  consequence  of  which., 
the  Count  D^Essars  is  no  longer  President  of  Po- 
lice. &c.  &c.  and  consequently  his  orders  will  ml 
longer  be  obey'd— therc*8  news  for  you !— -how 
do  you  like  it  ? 

(ier.  Can  this  be  true  I 
I  Car.  True !  read  the  Gazette. 

I  Ger. — {reads)   "  Two  criminals  were  lately  ex- 

I  ecu^ed  at  Rotterdam, 'one  of  whom  confess  d  at 
the  place  of  execution,  that  he  committed  the 
asHassination  of  the  Count  Du  Montgomery, 
for  which  the  Marquis  D'Anglade  was  con- 
demned Twenty  Years  ago."— Oh,  tenfold  rap- 
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tttfCB  U-^now  will  my  revenge  be  grest  indeed — 
you  are  in  my  power.  Count,  and  if  a  spark  of 
leeling  yet  remains,  you  shall  fet'l  that  keenest  of 
ail  punishmentfl-— receiving  good  for  evil— *I  for- 
give you  i 

D^Em.  DonH  talk  to  me  of  forgiveness ! 
— *ti8  all  a  forgery  and  conspiracy,  and  1  don*t 
believe  a  word  of  *it ;  but  if  it  turns,  out  to 
be  true,  my  orders  shall  still  be  obeyM — for  V\\ 
order  the  first  fellow  I  meet  to  knock  me  o'the 
blead^  lExit. 

Jaques.  Pm  sure  Td  obey  tbose  orders  nith  a 
great  deal  of  pleasure. 

,  Car.  Oh,  you  had  better  stay  ;  we*H  soon  raise 
your  spirits— the  whole  village  is  coming  this 
way,  and^  pitying  your  fall  from  greatness,  swear 
they'll  exalt  you  as  high  as  Jack-boots  there ;  and 
they  mean  to  toss  him  in  a  blanket. 

Jaques.  Do  they  i   I  thank  you  for  the  hint. 

[£xzl  Jaques  suddenly. 

Entei^  VlLLAGBB8« 

Get.  Henri !  I  have  scarcely  found  my  child 
e^er  I  resign  her^contiuue  to  deserve  her,  for 
you  have  gain'd  the  richest  prize  a  mortal  can 
bestow-T-the  hand  and  heart  of  beauty  and  pf 
v'u-tue. 

FINALE. 

Welcome  Joy,  and  farewell  Sorrow, 
Life's  cares  like  sliadours  pass  away ;     . 

Fickle  Fate  may  frown  to-morrow — 
Then  merry  let  us  be  to-day. 

TH£    END. 


l*ndoai  Fdfitcd  by  B.  M*M^Un,  > 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  complete  success  of  this  Farce  I  attri*^ 
biite  to  the  exertions  of  the  Performers,  what* 
ever  may  be  its  merits  or  defers,  I  never  savr 
a  Dramatic  trifle  done  more  justice  to<— and  I 
take  thi&  opportunity  of  thanking  the  Per* 
formers  for  their  efforts*  ^ 

I  must  here  be  allowed  to  notice  the  extras 
ordinary  circumstance  of  a  Song  being  twice 
tACQSid  in  this  Farce,  and  to  acknowledge  the 
friendly  assbtance  I  have  received  on  this,  and 
former  occasions,  from  the  Author  of  ^^  John 
Hobbs,**^— a  Song  most  effedively  sung  by  Mr.. 
Lovc^rove^ 
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CHAINS  of  the  HEART,  21 6d  I 

THREE  and  the  DEUCE,jl«  J 

yoUNG  HUSSAR,  MvL^tA^mm^SffX:'^^ 
PEASANT  BOY,  an  Opera,  at  6d  j 

ADRIAN  and  ORILLA,  at  6d/    't 

YOUTH,  LOVE  tnd  FOLLYJ  ftWi  *    L  1,,  ^   t^-    ^j  • 
SEA  SIDE  STORY,  it  6d  {    ^^  ^'  DimOnd,  jnm. 

HERO  of  (he  I^ORTH,  Hlft.  'PUj,  2)  ^d  f  , . 

HUNTER  ofihe  ALPS,  It  6d  '} ' 

ROYAL  OAK,  HHI<MtiairUr,  21^4    ,J 
VETERAN  TAR,  Connie  Opfra,  it  6d    }       ''  g   ^      ^ 

SHIPWRECK,  li  f    ^*  -'^^ 

LONDON  HERMIT, or  Ramblei  in  DorfecAire,  at  6d  :| 

I  iFE't  Vagaries,  a  Cornea  J,  a  i  6*  I 

IRISH  VIMlC^orBhindcraat  Brighton,  is6d  I    »^  rvir  ^ 

LITTLE  HUNCHBACK,  it  6d  f  ^f  0'K«t«e,  v 

TONY  LUM^KW  hi  TOWN,  it  6d  I 

BIRTH  DAY,  or,  the  1  rince  of  Arragon,  is  ^cf  J 

COUNTERFEIT,  at  -| 

BROTHERS,  a  Comedy,  at  6d  I 

IM  POST(  )RS,  a  Comedr ,  V  ^  >  hj.  CumberUnd. 

BOX  LOBBY  CHALLEN^,  2t  6d      I 

FASHIONABLE  LOVER,  Com.  2i6d   J 

ABROAD  and  a<  HOME,  «q  Opera,  2t  ) 

RED CRO0S  KNIGHTS,  2t  f   ''^  ^^<>'**»*-      '^ 

WAY  to  KEEP  HIM,  a  Comedy,  at.    ^  -» 

ALL  in  the  WRONG,  a  Comedy,  2.  I  u      *    .      m,      . 

ARMINIUS,  or  ibeChampbn  of  Libcitr^   2t.6d  T  **^  Arthur  Mfirphr, 

RIVAL  SISTERS,  it  6d.l&c.  &c.  J 

VORTI GERN,  an  Hiftorical  Tragedy, re prcfented at  the'^ 

Theatre  Royal,  Drnry-Lane ;  ard .  I 

HENRY  Che  SkCOND,  an  Hiftorical  Drama  5  fappofed  >  ^ 

******  Wriiten  by  che  /luctior  of  Vo^tigirn.J 
?i9JHS^  ROMANCE.anOpew,  b,  H.  SSdiiant,  it  6d 

F2t^5i?'^iA  *"  Hiftorical  I'l.y .  by  Morcon,  2^  6d 
l^nJIS^l^Ji?»K9^^^^'  ^^y  ^-  Goidfmith.  2t, 
RICHARD  CrfURDE  LION,  M6d  ^   '    ^    ••    " 

5?*S5L^^^^  ^^  *  "U^   AN^'  ^y  Mrt.  Cowley,  2t 
S^?l!'^l^^  MARRIAGE,  by  Gar,  ick  .  nd  Colman,  at 

SPOlL*DCHlLD,-a  Farce,  ft-ca-^-  ♦,  .        *      .-3 

THF  SULTAN,  or  a  Peep  into  the  Seraglio,  it 

SIX  I Y  I HIRI)  LET!  ER,^i»y  W   C.  OulloL  If  6d 

OP  AGE  TO-MORROW,  a  Farce,  is6d  ' 

m"?.w  v^^  ^r^  ^V^^\^'  '  ^'^"^^y-  ^y  Mif. Chamber.,  2.  6d 
OUR6ELVES,  a  Comedy,  by  Uiuo,  at  6d. 

YES  OR  NO!  iy  j.  Pocock,  E»q,   is  6d 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS, 


MEN. 

flr.SUnea Mr.  P»s©», 

Old  WhUethorn Mr.  Swtb, 

Olioer  mucthorn Mr.  K»ic»t, 

JeraniuhBabbU  ....: Mr.  Lo«o»ot^ 

Peter  BabbU Mr.  Oxb.«»t, 

LaRoque Mr.  Wnn««». 

WOMEN. 

Mrs.  JntidoU Mrt.  Svarks, 

Elhn  JrUtelhorn Mrfc  BiAii», 

Funnj/TransU Mil.  Kk*t. 


Chorus  of  SoUkrt. 


'The  Linei  printed  with  inwrrwf  Coma*.  a«  «»»««>  ^  *« 
Repretentatioa.      ^__ 
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ANY  THING  NEW? 


A  C  T     L 

SCENE  I.— if  Cautary  ViUagc^SoldkrB  disanmei. 
CHORUS. 

Oh  !  nerrj  it  a  Soldkc's  life, 

To  foei  he'll  never  yield, 

•     He  litde  knows  of  care  and  strife^ 

Bat  when  he's  in  the  field  ; 

Then  when  the  cannons  rattle, 

*Tis  courage  doth  Inspire, 
When  vicfry  crowns  the  battle 
>Tis  lore  his  heart  can  fire. 
Then  march  away 
With  spiriU  gajr, 
Sometimes  we  fight. 
Sometimes  we  play; 
None  on  earth  can  lire  so  merrily. 
While  the  drum  and  fife  sounds  chcrrily, 
So  a  Soldier's  the  life  for  me. 
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As  they  march  off^  Enter  Peter  Babble* 

Peter.  But  a  foldier's  noe  the  life  for  me— glad 
they're  gone  — ftaid  in  our  village  long  enough — 
Tm  no  man  of  war — wanted  to  make  me  one  tho* 
—got  drunk  laft  night,  made  me  valiant — never  fo 
when  fober— wanted  me  to  *lift — thank  ye  for  no- 
thing, fays  L  Oh  I  here  comes  Fanny — could  lift  to 
her  tor  ever — Nature  formed  me  for  Love,  not  Wan 
Pretty  girl— plump  as  a  pullet — rofy  cheeks — black 
eyes  —  lips  red  as  a  cherry — love  to  fee  her  pout  *em 
— long  to  kifs  •em. 

BnUr  FAVHt  Transit*  . 

Ah,  Fanny — ^how  do  Fanny- 

Fanny.  What,  Mr,  Babble— (flupid  fool,  he's  al- 
ways in  the  way)-^taking  leave  of  the  loldiers  ? 

Peier.  Yes,  French  iearc—they're  off— fond  of 
peace  and  quictnefs-^domeftic  happinefs — roaft 
beef — a  wife — two  or  tbiee  iit,tlc  cbiklren — ^fire-fide, 
pipe,  and  a  newfpaper*--— * 

Fanny.  Where  you  can  read  of  battles  without 
danger,  and  enjoy  comfort  without  the  trouble  of 
dc.crving  it.  . 

Fiter.  All  men  are  not  born  to  fight,  I  *  never 
could 

Fanny    You  never  tried,  Tm  fure  of  that 

PeUr.  True — I'm  a  peaceable  man — hate  fur- 
gery — faw  a  boxing  ipatcb  once — beat  one  another 
to  mummy-^then  ihook  hands— bed  of  friends.-— 
The  winner  rode  away  on  a  barouche-box  fide  of 
my  Lord — not  cramm'd  infide  like  a  coachman.*—— 
Plague*  on  fuch  friendlhip,  fay  1 — No — 1  ierve  my 
friends  in  another  way — advife  'em— if  they  don*t 
-take  it — can't  help  it — no  fault  of  mine— 
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Fanny.  And  thus  you  efcape  after  fetting  the  bcft* 
of  friends  by  the  ears ;  you  pretend  vail  (itlc^rit7/l<l 
all  your  neighbours,  and  tattle  the  fecrets  o(  the  vil- 
lage from  one  to  another,  like  an  old  maid  at  a  tea^ 
table,  doing  motJC  mifchief  in  ten  minutei  tiian  yott 
caa  mend  in  ten  months, 

F^er.  What  a  tongue;  but  I  muft  marry— mo- 
ther faid  I  muft — ^poor  foul — (he  had  a  tongue 
too 

Fanny.  Haven't  you  teazed  roe  to  acce|>t  you  in- 
ftead  of  Oliver  Whitethorn  ;  with  yourfriendTh'rpas 
you  call  it ;  but  though  Vvc  fet  my  heart  on  a  (bft- 
dier,  and  Oliver  is  only  the  Ton  of  a'poor  ^arden^r, 
depend  on  tt.  Til  never  marry  fo  peaceable  ^  man  as 
Mr.  Peter  Babble,  the  perfumer**  fon, 

Peter.  'Twas  my  duty  to  perfuade  fou  agiinft 
him.  Your  uncle  was  a  great  man — a  rich  man* 
Mow,  don't  think  any  more  of  this  Oliver.  What 
would  Mr.  Sidney  fay  on  his  return,  to  find  his 
neice  grafted  on  the  ftump  of  a  cabbage — but  mutn^s 
the  word  ! — I  fay  nothing.  Hey  !  who's  here— an- 
other woman — two  tongues  I-^— I've  only  one— good 
bye,  Fanny. 

Enter  Elleh  Whitbthorn. 

Etten.  Hey-dity!  Mr.  Babble  and  Mifs  Fatiby 
Tranfit  quarrelling  !  Why,  he  told  me,  you  were 
the  beft  of  friends. 

Peter.  So  wc  arc,  but  always  quarrel—proof  of 
love. 

Fmnny.  Love! 

ElUn.  Love !  why,  haven't  yon  fworn  to  me  time 
out  of  mind,  that  nobody  but  I  (hould  be  your  wife. 

J^cier.  Did  I  ?-^(hart  memory— don't  recoHeft — 
hbwever,  (econd  thoughts  are  b*tt— Any  Thing  New 
— befides,  not  made  for  each  ottae^*^  4m  not  hand*  * 
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lome*-*that  is,  not  very  handfome— you  are  beauti* 
ful— Hlon*t  defenreyou— — 

Ffiwny.  No.    Nor  any  one  elfe    ■  ■■■ 

Klien.  You  are  a  bafe,  vile  deceiver  * 

'PettT.  I,  a  deceiver  ? 

Fanny,  Yes,  a  mean,  paltry,  meddling  coxcomb; 

Peter.  I  a  coxcomb  ? 

ElUn^  Running  from  houfe  to  houfe  to  deal  poor 
girl's  hearts. 

Peter.  I  fteal  poor  girl's  hearts  ? / 

EUen.  And  then  throw  'em  away,  as  if  they  were 
worth  nothing. 

Peter.  This  comes  of  my  gentility — Nature  de- 
nied me  face ;  but  gave  me  figure— that  always 
fetches  'em — Now  for  the  village — Strange  report 
abroad — ^muft  get  particulars — ^any  thing  new  de* 
lights  me.  Mum^s  the  word — I  fay  nothing- 
know  every  thing  -rail  hate  me— can't  do  without 
me,  tho*. — Old  Whitethorn's  a  rum  one — {q  am  I 
«— Cut  with  his  daughter  Ellen — She  won't  do- 
Fanny  will— Any  thing  new— ^thcn  go  to  the  Parfon 
—he'll  tell  the  Clerk^he'H  tell  Chop  the  Butcher 
—hell  tell  Dough  the  Baker—he'll  tell  his  wite— 
fhe's  got  a  tongue — (he'll  tell  all  the  Town. — Rare 
fun— I'm  off— Any  Thing  New  1  [Exit. 

Fawiy.^  Stupid  impertinent  blockhead-**!  declares, 
I  woudn't  wed  fucb  a  puppy— if  he  was  the  only 
man  on  earth — Would  you*  £llen  ? 

EUen.  No!  If  he  was  the  only  man. — ^Yes»  t  be- 
lieve I  (bouId»  Fanny — but  I  could  tear  his  eyes 
out — for  ail  that. 

Fcmiy.  I'll  teach  you  how  lo  manage  thefe  men, 
Ellen. — When  they  look  angry,  you  laugh  at  'cm— 
When  they  look  pieafed,  ynu  look  angry,— Firft 
fcold  'em— then  coax  'em — and  fpitc  of  their  boafted 
independence,  in  a  little  time,  the  iilly  creatures 
will  be  as  tractable,  and  crouch  at  your  feet  like 
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Up*dogt.  Cheer  up,  Ellen,  he'll  be  cottrtiog  yoa 
again,  when  he  has  Nothing  Ne^,  as  he  cidla  it. 
Then  ha?e  a  little  of  my  fpirlt — Say  to  him^^ 
Mom's  the  word,  and  I'm  off,  \£x'i. 

SUen.  It's  very  hard,  the',  after  all  bt^  fine 
fpeeches-^bttt  the  girls  are  just  as  had.  That  Fanny 
Tranfit,  now»  has  ferved  poor  brother  Oliver  ten 
times  worfe  than  Mr.  Peter  has  me ;  but  I  (hall  get 
a  hulband  fome  time  or  other,  I  fuppoie*---'tia  a  long 
lane  that  has  no  turning. 

SONQ. — ELLftN    WHITETHORN. 

John  was  wealthy,  and  poor  wss  Jane  i 

Fall  lal!  lal 
He. swore  he  IotM— she  lov*d  again 
F*ll  Ul!  lal 
Bat  when  she  of  a  wedding  spoke, 
John  lattgh*d  and  said,  Lore's  but  a  joke; 
Poor  Jane  I  her  heart  he  almost  .broke^ 
Fall  tall  lal 

Is  chanc*d  John  lost  his  wealth  one  day, 

Fall  lall  lal 
And  Jane  grew  rich,  as  people  saj, 
Falflall  k! 
Then  to  her  feet  the  loter  flew, 
No,  no,  she  cr/'d,  you  laughed,  untrue, 
^Is  now  my  turn  to  laugh  at  you ; 
Fall  lal!  lal 

SCENE  11.—^  Apartment  at  Mrs.  AiiTiDOtB*s 

£nier  Fanny  Transit  followed  hy  Olivir. 

Wamvf.  I  tell  you,  it's  no  u{e  dangling  after  me, 
Oliver. 

Oliv.  Don't  fay  that  —  don't  fay  that,  Faqqy. 
You  know  how  dearly  I  love  you-— 
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<  Fanny.  No !  I  don't ;  the  only  thing  I  ever  aiked 
of  you,  you  rcfufcd— and  now  I  rcfufe  you— 

Oliv.  That  you  know  was  impoffible.  I  could'nt 
leave  my  poor  father  to  be  a  foldier. 

Fanny.  I  know  that  you  leave  your  poor  father  to 
ran  after  me.  If  you  were  a  (oldier  you  would  be 
getting  fome thing,  as  it  is,  you  doD*t  even*  earn 
fix*pence  a-day. 

Oliv.  If  you  were  but  mine,  Fanny,  Fd  work 
for  you  day  and  night. 

Fanny.  'Twas  but  yefterday,  I  was  told,  you  nc- 
g]e6led  your  poor  father  fo  long,  he  is  almoft  ruined, 
and  abufes  roe  as  the  innocent  caufe  of  it* 

Oliv.  It's  falfe,  Fanny — I  never  neglected  my 
poor  old  father.  Oh  !  yes !  yes !  I  have  ;  but  if  I 
thought  he  took  it  fo  to  heart.  Who  told  you 
this? 

Famy.  Why— Mr.  Peter  Babble. 

Oliv.  Damn  him. 

Fanny.  There— Oh !  (hocking  f  you  have  learned 
to  fwear  too.  Do  you  think  I'd  wed  a  man  that 
fwears — zounds  Ma*am,  do  this — and,  damn  it,  do 
that — no,  no  ! 

Oliv.  Fanny  !  Fanny  !  You  irritate  me  paft  en- 
durance, and  then  pretend  to  wonder  at  the  anxiety 
you  have  caufed.  Babble's  a  fcoundrel — >but  rot 
me  if  I  don*t  fpoil  his  fmirking  chops  before  long. 

Fanny.  There  again — jealous  and  quarreifome. 
Oh  !  this  will  never  do  for  Matrimony. 

Oliv.  1  can  bear  it  no  longer!  I'll  leave  her  di» 
re(5Hy,  Vm  determined.  Good  bye,  Fanny — good 
bye—  (going.) 

Fanny,  You  won't  leave  me  in  anger,  Oliver  ? 

Oliv.  No!  no— not  in  anger,  Fanny  —  {reluming.) 
Zounds !  this  is  too  bad — no — I'll  never  think  of 
her  again — never  fpeak  to  her  again 

Fanny.  FarcweHj  Oliver^ 
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OHv.  Farewell,  Fanny,  dear  Fanny.  Oh !  damn 
it-^Qie  knows  her  power^  and  triumphs  in  her  bar- 
barity ! 

DUET. — Oliver  and  Fanny. 

OUv.  Praj)  Ma'am,  do  not  think  I'm  worried  or  Text, 

No  longer  jour  slaTe-— I  defy  you 
Pan.  Very  fine— but  Pm  sure  you*ll  not  stick  to  your  text 

When'e'er  little  Fanny  comei  uigh  you— 
Otiv.  Yourself  yon  deceiTe-— 
Fan.  No,  I  cannot  belieTe — 

That  Oliver  e'er  would  forsake  me. 
Oliv.  Yes,  Madam,  you'll  find,  that  I've  alter'd  my  mind, 

No  longer  a  fool  you  shall  make  me. 

<<  Fan.  You'll  repent  all  you  say,  Sir,  the  moment  we  part, 

^'  Tho'  now  in  a  passion  you're  storming, 
^^0Ji9.  No  longer  a  flirt  shall  embezzle  the  heart, 

<^  Another  gay  lass  will  be  warming. 
^^  Fait.  Silly  man— 'tis  in  vain 
<*  Oiiv.  Why  she's  laughing  again, 

«'  Was  cTcr  a  girl  so  pro? pking— 
*^  Fan.  Yes — rave  as  you  will,  bye  and  bye  you'll  be  still, 

(<  Beg  parcloB^  and  say  you  were  joking. 

Olio.  So  pleasing,  so  teasing«*I  soon  shall  go  mad-«- 
No_Do— flesh  and  blood  cannot  bear  it— 

Fan.  Now  what  makes  its  own  pretty  dear  look  so  sad — 
Can't  it  bear  its  own  Fanoj  to  jeer  it-— 
1  thought  it  was  gone 

Oiiv.  I'm  resolved— it  is  done, 

None  like  thee  e'er  will  be  so  false-hearted, 
To  my  fate  t'm  resign'd,  we  are  bo.th  of  a  miad. 
And  now  then  for  ever  we're  parted-— 

Botl^  To  my  fate  I'm  resigned,  &c. 

\^£xetint  severally. 
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SCENE  III.— Inside  of  Whitethorm'i  CoUagt. 

Enter  Whitethorn  faUawed  hy  Petbe. 
White.  Plha  I  nonfenfe^^don't  talk  to  me- 


Peter.  Always  glad  to  oblige — but  mud  talk— * 
fomething*s  the  matter-*-4nuft  know  the  particulars— 
in  (horty  your  daughter  Ellen  would  have  made  me 
too  happy. 

»%!/«/ She  would— 

Peter.  '\  imes  are  hard— ftarviiig  in  a  garret  very 
unpleafant— little  family — large  bills— no  money-— 
can't  live  upon  love — damned  bad  diet — — 

WhiU.  Love  indeed  !  Pfha !  Folly  ! 

Peter.  Cogent  reafons  *gainft.  matrimony— Mifs 
Tranlit— pretty — and  your  fon  Oliver 

White.  Oliver ! — have  you  heard  of  him— do  you 
know  where  he  is  ? 

Peter  No  1 — don't  you  ? — Blefs  my  foul ! — Here's 
fometbing  new  with  a  vengeance— he  is  very  fond 
of  her — no  ufe  tho* — Hav'nt  change  for  iixpence 
between  *em. 

y/hite,  More's  the  pity— why  doefn't  he  ftick  to 
work  ?  why  doefn't  he  help  his  old  father  ?  be^ 
fides — (he's  a  flirt— a  jilt — ^a  coquette !  — 

Peter.  Hot  as  muftard  feed — muft  cool  him — 
'twill  break  his  heart,  if 

White.  Hafn't  he  almoft  broke  mine — that  tall 
ferjeant  with  his  fcarlet  jacket  has  turn'd  the  heads 
of  all  the  girls  in  the  village — 

Peter.  *T*won*t  do— can't  get  Any  Thing  New 
here — muft  lofe  no  time — call  at  Fanny  Tranfit's— 
flie  may  have  beard  fometbing — make  up  to  her — 
Two  Strings  to  my  Bow  —beautiful  girl— ju(l  fuit 
me — tell  her  all  the  news-  Good  bye.  Whitethorn — 
great  hurry — and — I'm  off —  [Exit. 

White.  Wberc>  can  Oliver  ftay  ?    Tm  fure  i  faid 
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nothing^to  crofs  him.  Poor  fellow,  that  girl  will  be 
the  death  of  him—  (a  noise  at  the  door.)  Oh !  there 
he  is. 

Enter  Oliver. 

So,  you're  come  home — but  it*s  too  late  for  labour  ; 
youMi  fee  me  ftarve  for  want  foon. 

O&o.  Father— (he's  gone — flie  has  left  me;  Fll 
work  now,  father;  you  fhall  never  ftarve. 

White.  Left  you,  Oliver  ?  You  (hould  have  more 
pride.  Your  father  was  proud  enough — ^that  is — 
irhat  atn  !  faying.  The  garden's  running  to  wafte, 
your  help  would  fet  us  up  again — I  haven't  received 
a  penny  thcfe  five  days ;  but  Til  never  borrow.—— 
No — ^j'our  father's  too  proud  to  borrow 

Oliv.  I  can  never  bear  this.  Oh  !  Fanny  1  Fan* 
ny  !  to  what  has  thy  fickle  nature  brought  me  ? 

IVhiie.  Plague  on  her,  I  fay ! 

Otfv.  Nay,  don*t  abufe  her.  She  has  cut  me  to 
the  heart.  She  is  faife — but  do  not  abufe  her  ?— 
Where's  fifter  Ellen  ? 

White.  Gone  in  to  fupper — that  is — gone  in  to 
reft.     We  had  a  tolerable  breakfaft,  and 

Oliv.  How! — Is  it  true,  then  ? — Is  it — 

White.  We  ftiall  have  plenty  to-morrow.  Come 
come — 

Oliv.  No  food — not  received  money  thefe  five 
days  !  Ob !— (hame  !  (Iiame. 

White.  I  have  faid  too  much — What  ails  the  boy  ? 

Oliv.  Nothing — Nothing  ails  me,  father.  lam 
very  weti-~only  a  little  tired. 

fPhiie.  His  looks  alarm  me  ;  yet  if  I  tell  him  the 
extent  of  our  mifery,  'twould  break  his  heart !  Oh ! 
this  girl  f  this  girl  1  [^Exit. 

Oliv.  My  tears  were  juft^^difgrace  is  certain ; 
but  I  muft  lave  my  father.  Babble  was  right,  then* 
and  Father's  brought  to  want  by  me.     Oh,  Qiamet 
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ihame.  Where  fhall  1  go— what  (hall  I  do^I 
can't  reft — no^  no,  I  can't  reft  4  Oh  I  Fanny,  the 
fault  is  all  your's.  [^Exu. 

SCENE  ly.—A  Rwgb  Lane,  witb  Wood. 

Enter  Sidney. 

SiJ.  So  !  after  ten  years  abfence,  I'm  arrived  at 
Ia(t;  and  if  I  find  my  niece  Fanny  innocent  as  when 
I  left  her,  I  (han't  grudge  the  labour  that  has  made 
me  rich.  Very  extraordinary  that  (he  has  never 
written  to  me.  AH  Mrs.  Antidote's  letters  informed 
me  (he  was  well.  My  Ton  too — 1  may  hear  news  of 
him.     How  this  fellow  loitersl  La  Roque  ! 

(Oliver  appears  among  the  trees 

Oliv.  1  heard  a' voice.  Who*s  there  ? 

Sid.  *T\%  I— Why  do  you  linger  ? 

Oliv^  Oh  !  a  (tranger  ! 

SU.  Ha !   Who  art  thou  ? 

OUv.  A  wretch ! — a  mifcrable  wretch  ! 

Sid.  What  do  you  want,  aye  ? 

Oliv.  Money. 

Sid.  Zounds !  a  thief.  He  does  not  look  like 
one.     You  arc  no  robber — fpeak. 

Oliv.  A  robber — don't— don't — this  is  too  bad-- 
Father — fifter — Oh  I  no,  no,  no—^indeed  I  am  no 
robber. 

Sid.  I  don't  like  this  (c\\ovf^{calls)  I  fay,  La 
Roque  !  I  fay — 

Enter  L$A  Rocurs. 

La  Ro.  Blefs  my  foul !  here  Sair!  Veil,  I  vi(h 
we  was  arrive.  I  never  was  the  man  to  like  de  rom-i 
ble  in  de  ditcb— den  de  fear  of  ticf.  Ah  1  begar  I 
here  is  von. 

Oliv.  Yqu  dare  not  fay  it. 
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Sid.  {to  Oliver. )  What  has  been  the  caufe  of  this  i 

Oliv.  A  fiend  in  woman's  (hape« 

La  Ro.  A  woman Ob  I  la  Canibal  I 

Si  J.  What  woman  ? 

Oth*  No  matter.  She  (faali  live  for  repentances^ 
I  (hall  not  name  ber» 

La  Ro.  No  you  name  her  for  fear  your  little  body 
Ihould  dangle  on  de  gibbet. 

OHv.  No  t  why  (hould  I  fear  any  thing,  now  I ' 
have  loft  her  ? 

La  Ro,  Loft  her!  Oh  !  he  means  his  vife  I  fup* 
pofe — ah— how  different  is  me — I  had  vife  once— I 
lofc  her — begar  I  never  was  fo  comfortable  in  my 
Kfe« 

Sid.  Peace. 

La  Ro.  De  Town — de  village  ve  iuft  pafs — have 
no  doubt  de  juftice  dere.  You  willfoon  beintroducee 
at  Court,  mon  ami — dis  way  if  you  pleafe^  Sair !  To 
de  left. 

Sid.  I  live  to  the  right. 

La  Ro.  Oh  i  ver  veil,  Sair :  but  vill  you  proced 
vid  dis — dis— 

OUv.  What? 

La  Ro.  Gentleman — pardonnez  moi — I  beg  par« 
don — Diable  n'import,  if  I  like  dis  new  acquaint- 
ance  of  my  mafter  at  ail. 

Sid.  Silence  1    hold  your  chattering Come 

hitber. 

La^Ro.  Veil  I  here  I  an>—  I  vifli  I  vas  any  verei 
dfe, 

Sid.  Go  forward  to  the  village.  My  name  will 
direct  you  to  the  houfc.  Say  I  am  coming,  but 
don't  repeat  a  fy  liable  of  what  has  paffed  here  ?  Re- 
member. 

La  Ro.  When  fiiall  I  forget,  I  do  not  know. 
Dat  petit  gar9on  has  frighten  me  out  of  my  head 
aU  de  wit.  1  have. 
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Sid.  No  difficult  matter,  that.  You  cdwardljr 
booby— Why  you  are  big  enough  to  cat  him. 

La  Ro.  Ohl  vel,  but  I  am  not  hungry.  Vcl, 
Sair,  I  ihall  go  find  mv  Way  thro'  all  dis  black 
foteft  ;  but  I  can't  help  thinking  I  (hould  have  been 
found  more  agreeable  company  dan  dis  gentleman. 
(/fiJe.)  Begar  I  have  de  perception  de  little  gentle« 
man,  is  big  ticf,.  {jExii. 

SU.  So,  you  want  money? 

OSv.  Not  for  my  (elf ;  but  I  have  a  fifter-^fatheiv^ 

SiJ.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Oliv.  Oliver 

Sid.  Oliver !  Oliver  what ! 

Oiiv.  I  have  told  you  my  name — Pit  hot  dif- 
grace  my  father's. 

Sid.  Why  are  you  wandering  here-^at  fuch  a 
lime  toa? 

OHv.  You  ihall  hear.  Not  far  diftant  from  tht> 
fpot^  I  became  acquainted  with  an  angel  in  beauty^ 
but  a  very  woman  in  difpofitioti ;  I  lov'd  her-— do 
-love  her— Ob  !  Fanny  ! 

Sid.  Who  did  you  fay  ? 

Oliv.  (aside.)  Ha !  I  have  betrayed — ^but  he 
cannot  know  her.    Fanny  Tranfit  is  her  name. 

Sid.  Indeed!  (aside.)  So,  fol  (he'toop  of  your 
high-flyers,  is  (he ;  TU  foon  tame  her  it  it  is  fo. 
But  your  demand  for  money—— 

Oliv.  Never !  I  never  did  demand  it.  'Tis  irue^ 
I  might  have  aded  wrong  through  the  impulfe  of 
defpair — if  you  refufe  to  do  good,  you  do  it  from 
refledion. 

Sid.  His  words  and  looks  are  thofe  of  innocence. 
I  wifli  to  do  right,  and  fcfar  to  do  otherwife.  There 
is  money,  I  give  it  freely,  not  at  your  defire,  bu| 
from  the  didatea  of  my  own  heart. 

Oliv.  Heaven  blefs  you  1  This  will  make  my  old 
father  young  again*  *Twill  make  him  happy,  tho* 
I  can  never  be  fo. 
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t 

Sid.  I  don't  know  that:  If  I  find  Mrs.  Antidote^ 
and  be  damnM  to  her  has  beea  ftuiBng  that  giri*s 
head  with  fine  notions  as  they  are  called,  curfe  me  if 
I  don't  fluff  her  intp  fome  hovel^  where  (he  may 
ftudy  thoie  tricks  all  the  reft  of  her  life.  Come,  you 
ihail  go  with  me,  youqg  man. 

Oiiv*  Any  where*  with  you«  But  my  father,  one 
moment  to  fee  my  father,. 

Sid.  I  forgot.  You'll  eafily  find  me  in  the  vil- 
lage ;  Vm  a  queer-looking  little  old  fellow ;  the 
folks  in  the  vilkge  will  make  as  much  fufs  about  my 
appearance,  as  it  the  Elephant  was  to  be  feen  tbei;e, 
or  a  long-tailed  Kangaroo.  [Exit* 

Oliv.  Heaven  ble^  you  !  Heaven  will  blels  yoa» 
for  you  have  faved  my  father.  [J^xii^ 

SCENE  v.— ilii  Apartment  at  Mrs.  Antidote's* 

Enter  Fahnv  Transit* 

Fataiy.  fnnging.)  *•  A  foldiet,  a  foldier,  a  foldier 
for  me.'*  Heighpt  they're  gone,  not  a  red  coat  to 
be  feen ;  no  more  Reviews,  no  more  delightful  mu« 
fic«  no  more  moon*light  walks.  ^  Why  was  not 
Oliver  a  foldier?  in  regimentals  he'd  have  out* 
ihone  them  all.  It's  a  great  pity  he  wasn't  a  fd- 
dier! — Oh !  here  comes  my  fage  Duenna,  Mrs.  An« 
tidote,  who  wi(hes  to  appear  fifteen  at  forty  five^  by 
ttfins  every  new  cofmetic  that/s  advertifedl ;  and  be- 
caute  (he  thinks  that  foolifli  old  perfumer,  Mr. 
Babble,  wants  to  marry  her,  would  fain  have  me 
take  a  liking  to  his  ftupid  fop  oi  a  fon. 

Enter  Mrs.  Antidote,  (reading.) 

Mrs.  Ant.  Bloom  of  Circaffia — Alabaftcr  wafii. 
Otto  of  rofe — ^French  rouge — Court  plaifter.  The 
very  articles  in  which  my  toilet  is  moft  in  want* 
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Oht  Fanny,  I  have  juft  received  fuch  gratifying  in- 
telligence— 

Fanny    From  my  uticlc,  Madam  ? 

Mrs  AnL  1  rom  your  uncle,  child!  No;  from 
Mr,  Babble.  He  has  juft  received  a  new  ftock  of 
€ofnieti(  s  from  London,  by  the  help  of  which,  we 
fliall   eclipfe  the  whole  village. 

fanny.  Youth  and  beauty.  Madam,  require  no 
aid  from  iuch  quackeries.  They  are  (it  only  for 
declining  batchelors,  and  decayed  old  maids  ! 

Mrs.  Ant.  Old  maid^,  Mifs  Traniit  I  Infufferable 
affurance ! 

Fawry.  But  I  guefs  th?  caufe.  The  all-powerful 
Mr.  Babble,  whofe  perfuafivc  eloquence,  would 
make  you  confume  every  noftrum  in  his  (hop. 

Mrs.  Ant.  Silence  !  (ilence!  MifsTranfit,  I  tnlift ! 

Fanny.  By  all  means,  Madam ;  and  in  retyrn,  I 
beg  you'll  never  plague  me  by  enumerating  the  ac- 
complilhments  of  his  ftupid  booby  of  a  Ton.     My 
uncle.  Madam,  never  intended  me  foe  the  wife  of  a         I 
paltry  perfumer— 

Mrs.  Ant.  Paltry  perfumer,  indeed!  but  I  in(ift 
on  your  treating  young  Mr.  Babble  with  proper  re- 

fpca. 

Fanny.  With  proper  rcfpedl,  I  certainly  will.  Til 
flap  his  ugly  face  the  firft  time  he  has  the  impudence 
to  flicw  it.' 


Jeremy  Babble  (without.) 

jf.i  Bab.  Mrs.  Antidote  at  home?  I'm  a  happy 
man.  (Enter's.)  Both  Ladies  here — doubly  bieft 
-^  fay  a  good  word  to  the  young  one  for  fon  Peter- 
Mrs,  Antidote,  your  mod  obedient — Mifs  Fanny, 
yours — juft  call'd  in  to  pay  my  ciity— left  the  (hop 
in  care  of  Peter — my  fon — a  young  man  of  ftron^ 
parts — Mifs  Tian(it,  though  I  fay  it  that  (houdn't, 
cuts  a  crop  in  the  higheft  Ityle  of  elegance — and  for 
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a  pcrake,  he  has  no  fellow — ^his  father  excepted — 
excufe  vanity.  Ladies.  The  bill  came  fafe  lo  hand^ 
I  truft — never  in  the  whole  courfe  of  bufinefs  re- 
ceived fo  choice  ah  alTemblage—  hope  you  have  fixed 
on  the  articles  war^ted,  cr  you'll  be  too  late  ;  and 
never  again  may  Jeremiah  B  bble  have  fuch  an  op* 
portunity  of  gratifying  his  friends  'and  the  Public 
with  fuperior  goods.  Efprit  dc  Rofc — tranfparent 
Soap— Macaffcr  Oil — Hair,  tooth  and  Nail  Brufhes 
-—Combs  of  all  defcriptions — Wafhes  and  Lotions 
of  all  kinds— Powder-puffs — Spanilh  Blacking  and 
Bear's  greafe. 

Fanny.  Blacking,  did  you  fay,  Mr.  Babble? 

J.  Bab.  Certainly— Mifs  Fanny— eertainly — no- 
thing but  what  my  ftiop  affords— Drugs — Chemicals 
—-Family  Medicines  and  Perfumery  in  all  its  branches 
I  poli(h  the  heels  as  well  as  the  head — and  in  thefe 
times,  Ladies  (forry  am  I  to  fay  it)  the  head's 
thought  little  of — outfide  polifh  is  ail  the  go — and 
heads  are  cropt  inflead  of  ears.  By  the  bye— d'ye 
ufe  Honey-water — fome  o'lh*  beff  in  England — fe- 
ven^and-fixpence  a  bottle — my  fon  ufes  it — he*s  got 
a  head 

Fanny    So  has  a  calf  ■ 

J.^  Bab    Blcfs  my  foul — very  rude  that— — 

Mru  Ant.  Allow  ^ae  to  fay,  dear  Mr.  Babble 

J.  Bab.  Dear !    no  fuch  thing cheap  as  dirt, 

Ma*am — only  icycn-and-fixpei)cc— -damme,  they 
wart  a  pint  bottle  to  hold  a  quart. 

Mrs.  Ant.  Youmiftake,  Sir!  I  have  mark'd  thofe 
articles  I  wiOi  for,  and  youMl  oblige  me  with  calling 
witi)  them  yourfdf. 

J.  Bah.  Always  grateful. 

Mrs.  Ant.  Or  by  fending  your  moft  acccmpli(hed 
fon  ;  but  be  fure  be  brings  his  head. 

J.  Bab.  Ha  1  don't  like  that  giil — ^fon  Peter  mufl 
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tho'— or  fliop  will  go  to  the  devil — muft  marry  htt 
— rU  many  the  old  one — make  her  look  like  a 
Venus  in  a  month,  by  the  help  of  tfiy  new  fpedfic 
Blefsmy  foiil!  Peter 

Enter  PzTU^. 

Peler.  Oh  father,  who'd  ha*  thought  it — 

7  Bab.  What!~Any  Thing  New? 

Feier.  Yes— Old  Whitethorn— 

Jf.  Bah.  Indeed — ^what  of  him  ? 

Fcicr.  Can't  tell — but  young  Whitethorn— 

Fanry:  What!  Oliver  Whitethorn ?r— has  any 
thing  happened  } 

Peter.  Yes,  fomcthing  has  happen'd— 

Mrsi  Ant.  What  is  it,  Mr.  Peter? 
'  Peter.  That's  what  I  want  to  know — couldn't  get 
particulars— 'fomething's  gone  wrong— Oliver's  gone 
away — Ellen's  gone  filly— that's  nothing  new — ^moft 
women  keep  her  in  countenance-—- 

J.  Bab    But  who's  taking  care  of  my  (hop,  aye  ? 

Peter.  Oh,  lord— I  forgot  the  (hop. 

J.  Bab.  Forgot  the  (hop  ! 

Peter.  Yesr— heard  there  was  fomething  new— - 
away  I  run-i— cali'd  at  Ellen's — (he  cried  (iighed^  and 
fo  forth — very  fond  of  me — can't  help  it — no  more 
can  Ir— Mum — I  fay  nothing — ^'twon't  do— afk'd  her 
father  for  Oliver— he  rail'dat  Mifs  Tranfit— call'd 
her  flirt — jilt— coquette— all  forts  of  paw-pa wnames, 

J.  Bah.  But  what's  become  of  the  (hop  ? 

Peter.  Damn  the  (hop — fick  of  perfumery — ^hate 
medicines-— want  fomething  new. 

Fanny.  Piovoking— I  fear  Tve  behaved  very  ill 
to  poor  Oliver— (hould  any  thing  happen  to  him,  1 
(hall  break  my  heart. 

Mrs.  Ant.  Ridiculous!  Mifs  Tran(it— I  dcfire 
you'll  attend  my  i^ftructions — refpefting  yonng  Mr. 
Babble — 
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Fmtny.  I  hate  him— dtfteft  him— yet— ^^U  Mi^ 
dttD,  I  (bali  obey  you ;  Til  make  the  fool  pleafed 
withbimfelf,  and  by  his  means,  Upoifible,  learn  fomc 
news  of  my  poor  dcfcrted  lovef,     Mr.  Babble— 

J.  Bah.  (running  forward.)  Your  flavc— any  com* 
teands  in  my  if  ay  ? 

Fanny.  I  wiOi  to  have  a  little — 

J.  Bab.  Arquebufadc— or  orange  flower-water— 

Fttumf.  No,  no,  a  few  minutea  converfation  with 
your  fon.  Sir. 

Ptttr.  With  me— blcfs  my  foul— -here^s  fomethiog 
new— out  of  the  way,  Dad ! — I'm  the  man  for  the 
ladies — my  figure  fetches  *cm  all— 

J.Bab.  Well  done,  Peter— now's  your  time— rtt 
run  home  dircdiy.  (rww  aginmi  Mrs.  Ant.)  Mrs. 
Antidote— ^'^eg  a  thoufand  pardons. 

Mr9.  Ant.  My  dear  Sir,  you're  not  leafing  us  al* 
ready — 

J.  Bab.  My  dear  Madam,  your  agreeable  fociety— 
Now's  the  time — (hop  may  take  care  of  itfclf,  as 
Peter  fays —  {retires  with  Mrs.  Antidote.) 

Fanny.  I  wiOi  to  fpeak — ^that  is  to  fay — 

Peter.  Oh !  oh  !  ba^fliful— can't  bring  it  out — 

Fanny.  You  are  no  doubt  aware  of  the  favourable 
impreffion,  I  have  received- 

Peter.  Favourable  impreffion — it*s  a  done  thing— 

Fatmy.  Makes  me  anxious 

Peter.  Agitation — 

fanny.  To  know  the  fate  of  one— 

Piter.  Palpitation— 

Fannyt  And  from  your  lips  alone  I  wait— • 

Peter.  Expectation 

Famr^.  To  hear  fome  tidings  of^Oliver  White* 
thorn. 

Peter.  Damnation  ! 

Fanny.  When  I  receive  intelligence  of  him,  I  fliall 
judge  better  how  to  conduct  mylelf  to  one,  who  has 
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{q  flrong  an  intereft  in  this  poor  fluttering  heart-* 
{aMe.)  If  I  fucceed-^rU  make  a  proper  fool  of  you, 
before  Tve  done. 

Fe/er.  I  wi(h  you  every  fuccefs  in  that  you  can 
dieiire,  Mifs  Fanny — I'll  about  it  directly--*ll  the 
particulars — (a/Hi) — foon  have  her— pretty  pop- 
pet—handfome  couple 

Fanny t  Stay — I  depend  on  fecrecy— 

Pet^.  Mum's  the  word — I  fay  nothing — Peter's 
the  boy. 

Fanny.  And  fhould  any  thing  tranfpire — 

Peter.  Any  Thing  New  ?— you  have  the  firft  in^ 
formation — Blefs  my  foul — hcrc*s  an  upfliot— 
(J.  Babble  and  Mrs.  Antidote  return,) 
Out  of  the  way.  Dad ; — my  figure  has  done  it. 

lExit. 

J.  Bab.  Why  he  went  off  with  a  bounce,  like  a 
bottle  of  my  beft  American  ipruce. 

Fanny.  On  a  little  meffage  for  me,  Sir. 

J.  Bab.  He*«  highly  honoured ! — oh !  its  all  fet» 
tied — the  bargain^  ftruck^— Fm  a  happy  man — 

Mrs.  Ant.  Vaftly  well  indeed,  Miis  Tranfit ;  we'll 
talk  of  this  prefently,  Mr.  Babble  and  myfelf  have 
a  f^-w  arrangements  to  make  which  will  detain  me^- 

Fant^.  Oh !  I  beg  I  may  not  interrupt  you ;  I 
feel  a  little  indifpofed,  and  (hall  be  glad  to  icetire. 

J.  Bab^  Indifpofed — don't  fay  fo— pray  let  me 
recommend  care — (hall  1  ftnd  a^ny  thmg-^1  have 
every  thing-~fai  volatile— ^tber-»-^bartshorn — fpirit 
of  lavender — aromatic  vinegar,  freih  from 'potbe- 
cary's  ball,  in  the  highefl  date  of  perfection. 

Fanny.  Nothing  you  can  offer  will  be  of  the  leaft 
fervice  to  me.  I  leave  you  to  your  t6te-a-tete«  In- 
terefting — amiable  couple — ha  !   ha.  E-^'**'*. 

Bab.  Ha!  ha!      Don't  like  that  laugh,  t ho*— 
'  Smoke  a  quiz — Didn't  like  that  calve's  head  at  all. 

Mrs.  Ant.  Friends  like  you,  Sir,  are  feldom  nopt 
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with  ;  and  I  a1  vays  like  to  make  the  mod  of  'em--* 
It's  away  I  have. 

Bab.  Madam !  It's  a  way  I  have.  If  not  (hut  up 
fiiop-^but,  with  fuch  a  friend — rpartner,  I  would 
fey— 

Atrs.Anfi  Oh!  Mr.  Babble! 

Bab.  Oh!  Mrs.  Antidote !  (aside.)  She  blufhes 
without  rouge— -wonderful — out  of  fafhion  long 
ago. 

Mrs.  AhU  Adieu  I  dear  Mr.  Babble.  Endeavour 
Co  fpare  an  early  hour*^You  have  motives  f ufficient 
I  truft — Adieu.  [Exit. 

J.  Bab,  Adieu — dear  Mrs.  Antidote — that  wo- 
man's Antidote  by  name,  and  antidote  j^y  nature — 
Love's  out  of  the  queftion^ — ^muft  marry  her  for  all 
that->-As  to  motives — IVe  mie  that's  irre(iftable-~ 
my  bill— knock  at  the  door-— again  in  an  hour— - 
want  money — muft  have  it — and  (he  has  fifteen  hun- 
dred pounds— certain  remedy  for  a  confumption — 
will  do  more  execution  than  ^11  the  phyfic  in  my  (hop« 

50iy^(r.-^JaR¥MIAH  BabBCB. 

Wten  from  London  first  I  came^ 

I  wasn't  worth  a  crown, 

For  tho'  pnffiog  rais'd  me  up. 

The  hammer  knock'd  me  down  ; 

SOf  as  one  trade  would  not  do, 

I  resolf 'd  to  try  how  two 

Would  sneceed  m  this  woaderful  lown  O  f 

Open'd  shop — Ladies  crop, 

When  they're  ill— powder,  pill, 

Sell  to  cure  'em — life  insure  'em  ; 

Either  please  'em — so  I  fleece  'em, 

SbaTe  'em,  latherum^Omnium  gatherum, 
Hey  down,  oh  down,  derry  derry  dowa« 
Was  my  way  in  this  wonderful  town  O I 
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fietog  up  to  erer/  trick, 

I  took  a  shop  on  tick ; 

B«l  thojr  foiiiid  I  covd'at  pmj^     , 

S^,  'flgad  I  rsB  away  *  - 

And  jogging  off  so  gailj, 

Was  stopp'd  by  a  bum  bailey, 

Wko  met  me  in  this  wondeifal  town  O  t 

Lock  up  tiouBe— Imd  me  dote,      .  . 

&ns  to  Tarnish-^paid  my  garnish. 

Bound  in  fetters-^like  mj  betters  ; 

CoQld^nt  pay — hanging  day, 
'  Spirits  failed  me-— friendsiiip  bidlM  ne, 
.  Hey  down,  8cc» 
Wkat  a  chance  in  this  w<{nderful  town  0! 

Thus,  traders,  after  smashes, 

like  the  Phcrnix  from  her  ashes, 

Recover  safe  and  sound, 

pay ing  three-pence  in  the  pound  ; 

So  I  from  Hmbo  easy. 

And  with  somethbg  new  to  please  yon. 

Send  my  bills  thro'  all  this  wonderful  town  O! 
Uo\y9  jottMi  stop,  at  Babble's  shop. 
Please  to  call — serve  you  all; 
This  the  place---state  your  case^ 
Loaf  es  and  fishes— just  my  wish  hy 
That's  the  wbole — upon  my  sool, 
dey  down,  ftc« 

And  to  satisfy  lyawoaderful  torn  O!  [£^ 
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A  t  T     II. 

SCfit^E  L— OlP  WHlTEtHORN's  Cfl//4rjff. 

Enter  Old  Whitethorn. Mi  Ellen, 

White.  I  tell  you  Ellen,  you  ought  to  rejoice  at 
getting  clear  of  fach  a  companioa  as  that  Peter 
Babble.  He's  for  all  the  world  like  a  v^ed  in  my 
garden,  Winding  bimfelf  round  a  beautiful  flower, 
deftroying  the  ftetn  that  nourilh'd  it.  But  edpugh 
of  him  1  happincfs  comes  fo  feldonii  ^eVa  fool  that 
will  not  make  the  moft  on't* 

EUen.  Then  why  not  tell  me  this  good  nevvs^  fa- 
ther; Hwotlld  help  to  make  me  happier. 

WM<,  IVi  an  odd  whim  to  be  fure;  brit  I  muftn't . 
—now  don*t  you  be  cDrious^  EUen— -have  patience, 
girl.  You- fee  a  little  fpot  of  good  luck  has  been 
lying  fallow  a  plaguy  long  time,  and  I  have  but  juft 
turnM  it  up.  Come  fetch  me  a  bottle  of  goofe- 
berry  winci  Ellen,  and  then  fee  if  your  brother  is 
comingi  [Exit  Ellen. 

Now  that  girl  has  got  love  into  her  head^  and  no* 
thing  will  iatisfy  her  but  a  hufl>and.  Well,  perhaps 
fiie*s  right ;  I  hwe  he^Eird  matrimony  is  the  only  cure 
for  it;  '  rwas  much  the  fame  with  me,  when  I  was 
a^oungfter,  fo  I  can't  blame  her. 

JU'-enter  Ellen,  wub  BoHle  and  Cup.) 

EIUk.  Hbre's  thte  Wine,  falther,  it^  thelaft  bottle  $ 
Fve  drawn  the  cork ;  but  it's  very  hard'  you  ii^xi't 
till  tnc  nihe :  -^ — ^  Now,  pra^  tell  me ! 
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Whits.  Get  away  you  coaxing  baggage  !  Look 
out  foi-  Oliver,  I  wiJh  he  was  come. 

Ellen.  So  do  I,  I  long  to  fee  him  -,  perhaps  he 
knows  the  fecret,  and  Tin  furc  he^H  tell  mc,  [ExiL 

White.  I  am  glad  (he's  gone,  (heM  certainly  have 
found  me  out.  Now,  then.  Til  drink  a  glafs  of 
wine  in  chearfulnefs,  and  Til  have  a  fong  too,  tho' 
I  fing  it  myfeif.     [Fills  his  cup.) 

SONG — Whitethorh, 

When  I  have  my  bottle,  I'Unefer  complain, 
Norenvj  ihe  driokers  of  Hock  or  Cham{Niign; 
It  strengthens  my  botl/,  my  spirit.it  cheers. 
And  takes  from  my  age,  aye,  a  dozen  goo4  ycAr>» 
In  a  glass  of  good  wine. 

From  my  snug  little  cottage,  I  ne'er  wish  to  roam, 
;      :    But  IMI  drink  a  good  health  to  the  lads  far  from  home : 
By  land  and  by  sea  we  bate  conquered  they  tell  us^ 
So — soldiers  and  sailors  and  all  jolly  fellows. 
In  a  glass  of  good  wine. 

At  home  and  abroad  now  together  we  stand, 
.And  in  friendly  alliance  are  bound  heart  and  hand : 
Confusion  to  those  who  such  friendship  would  sever-— 
The— King  and  the  Prince— and  Old  England  for  erer ! . 
In  a  glass  of  good  wine. 

Enter  Peter;  Babble  andEhLEV^ 

Peter.  Can*t  fay  I  know  any  thing  about  him — 
wi(bl  did — tell  Fanny  dirediy,  ar.d  then  ■ 

EUen.  An  then,  what  ? 

Peter.  Something  new,  a  wedding — two  perhaps. 
•-^--But  mum's  the  word*. 
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White.  Well,  Matter  Petcr^wb^'s  tlic  news  with 
you? 

Paer.  Don't  you  know — dear  me,  not  kn^w  the 
.news  ?  Rane  work  in  the  village — Old  Sidney's  come 
baek— 

£llm.  Indeed  !  Mr.  Sidney  ? - 

White.  Well,  that^s  nothing  new  ;  Tve  feen  him. 

Peter.  You  feen  him — hem  !  that's  a  twang  14-. 
Impofiible!  I  got  firft  intelligence — all  in  cofnmo- 
tion — met  his  Valey  de  Sham — ^got  all  the  particu- 
lars— ftopt  lad  night  top  o'the  hill — footpad  and  a 
blunderbufs — made  a  devil  ot  a  noiie — did  you  hear 
the  report? 

While.  No.  Mr.  Sidney  faid  nothing  of  this  to 
me.    {aside.)    . 

Peter.  KqbbM  him  of  twenty  pounds. 

White.  Twenty  pounds ! 

Peter.  Yes — (hort^  man — no  figure— ^not  at  all 
courageous — wi(h  I  had  been  there— talk'd  of  dir» 
trcfs- — bis  father — fitter— fo  forth — all  gammon, 
you  know. 

Whiter  Ha!  what,  his  father ! 

Peter.  Yes,  I've  my  fufpicions;  but,  mum^s'the 
word — I  fay  nothing — can't  help  thinking.  Where's 
Oliver  ? 

White.  It  can't  be.  He  never  could.  No,  no, 
it  can't  be  ! 

Ellen.  Dear  father,  what's  the  mafttcr  ?  Why  do 
you  luri?  fo  pale  ? 

Peter,  Thought  as  inuch — all  in  a  pucker— 4:now 
'twas  Oliver — ^gpeat  .ditxref?^ — very   forry — can't  help 

tho'-^all  the  better   for   me. Ppn'i   be  alaim'd 

— ipay^'t  be  him  after  all. 

White.  Mayn't  be  who  ?  Speak,  fcoundrel,  who 
do  you  mean  ?  * 

Peter.  1 ! — I ! — njc^nr— tb»t  is-— blefit  my  foul, 
doii't  fly  out  fo  !«^^- 
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Wbite.  f  peak ! 

Peter.  Now,  don't  look  fo  fiercc-^ou  frigh^n 
the  breath  out  of  my  body,  and  I  can't  ipeak  a'word 
to  iave  my  lite.  1  wi(h  1  was  fafe  in  bed,  or  any 
where  cKe.     (aside.) 

White.  Rafcal,  this  inftant !  {cMirs  Aim  ) 

PeUr.  [FaUiHgmbis  knees  )  Well,  wcil-«-— Oh  ! 
Lord-^Ob !  would  you  murder  me  i  why,  1  only 
guefled,  onl;^  furmifed — Ol-^^l-liyer— <v« 

Enter  Oliver* 

White.  { Throwing  Peter  from  him.)  Ah  !  Oliver, 
I  knew  it  was  impoifible*——- Ha  1  ha  I  what  ^n  old 
fool  was  I,  to  think  it, 

Ohv.  Give  me  your  handt  father.  (Peter  fieaii 
off  during  this  sftech. ) 

Ellen  ^  Dear,  dear,  Oliver,  I  am  fo  glad  you  arc 
returned. 

Oliv.  Give  qie  a  kifs. 

White.  Damme  but  Til  prune  the  Perfumer's  ears 
tho'.     What!  efcaped  !  he's juil  in  time. 

^llen.  Be  ftill,  Oliver ;  where  have  you  been  ? 

Oliv.  Don't  a(k  where  1  have  been  !  Dad,  give 
me  your  hand.  You'll  not  ftarve  now.  Oh  !  Via 
fo  glad,  I'm  io— i'il  fpcak  to  tbcc  foon— I'm  fq 
happy—-— 

£lUft.  Happy  indeed  !  why  your  eyes  arc  Ijppful 
of  tears  | 

Oliver.  Are  they?  fiever  mind-^my  heart*  £]len, 
my  heart  is  full :  Father  was  in  diilrefs,  and  all  by 
me.  But  now,  airs  right  again.  Here  Dad,  bold 
thy  handrr— here's  inoneyr— enough  to  k^ep  the  wolf 
from  the  door  a  twelvemonth  I  Twenty  Pounds, 
father! 

E/len.  Twenty  pounds ! 

White.  Twenty  pounds  !  my  heart  mifeivcs  fp^* 

ift^ts.) 
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Whifi*  Where  did  it  .cooic  ifrom  ? 

Qtiy^  A  kind  bean,  and  an  open  band:  Mr* 
-Sidpcy;  ^ 

f)^^.  Al)d4o  you  ihiok  Yd  touch  the  wagc«  af 
a  villain  ? 

©/w.  A  vHlain  !  Do  you  fufpcft  then  that  I 

W^^  Qbtainjsd  it  t>y  force. 
..  OUv.  I  don*t  deferve  this !  I  met  Mr.  Sidney  by 
chance^  by  chance  he  heard  of  our  diftrefs,  and  gave 
it  freely. 

Wiit.  Did  he  ?  I  am  alive  again !  Oliver,  poor 
boy»  I  alk  your  pardon.  Obi  that  damn'd  Per- 
fumer !  Come,  lad  !  come,  EJien !  Honefty,  and  my 
children,  ha*  been  the  pride  of  my  life  ;  and  while 

they  are  unblemilh'd,  I  am  contented chappy ! 

Cooiey  come.  \^Exeimt. 

SCENE  IL—Tbe  nUa^e.    Enter  Peter. 

Peier.  Thank  Heaven,  I've  efcaped  from  tbe 
clutches  of  that  tough  ever-green  Whitethorn.  PJl 
venture  no  more  within  his  preroifes.  Ha!  by  all 
that's  beautiful,  here  comes  my  little  Fanny !  blefs 
me,  bow  (he  trips  along,  and  glides  over  the  grafs  as 
fmooth  34  pomatum. 

jBif/ff  Fanny. 

Fflnny.  Pflia!  this  blockhead  heret  I  hop'd  to 
have  met  Oliver  here ;  for  after  all,  my  heart  tells 
me,  I  love  him  dearly. 

Peter.  Hey!  Love  him  dearly — I  know  you  love 
me-r-but  alas !  haven't  any  thing  new  to  tell  you — 
Oliver's  a  rogue,  that's  nothing  qew — I  love  you» 
that's  nothing  new — and  I'vejuft  efcaped  being 
kicked  out  of  doors — — 

fgnnyi  Apd  jbat>  npt|iing  new  f  As  to  your  lov* 
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ipg  me,  poor  man,  you  can'c  heip.that;  but  riii  in 
no  humour  to  laugh  at  you  at  prefent.  As  to  Oliver's 
•being  a  rogue,  as  he  is  a  friend  of  mine,  4  rauft  de* 
fire  you  to  fpcak  le(s  harfhly  of  him;  for  tho*  I  ill- 
treat  him,  I  won't  fufier  any  body  el  (e  to  abuiehim 
behind  his  back. 

Filer.  And  Vm  fure  I  flian't  abttfe  him  before  bis 
face  But  t'anny  ;  ah,  Fanny  !  ah,  Fanny  !  heigho! 
I  fear  you  love  him ^ 

Fmh^.  Me  love  him;  nonfenfe,  Peter;  you*lc 
juking ;  but  certainly  I  do  love  fomebody. 

SOiVG.— Fanny  Transit. 

WlieD  Oliror  try'd, 

To  make  me  Jiis  bride, 

Then  I  was  the  plague  of  bU  life  ; 

Cry  M  he,  I  tove  Faniijr, 

Much  better  than  any^ 

I'm  sure  sheMI  make  mc  a  good  wife, 

I  filing  lira,  la,  la,  kc. 
I  tcaa'd  and  perpl«xM  hm^ 
I  worrj'd  and  vex*U  bioi. 

With  lira,  k,  Ja,  &c. 

AVitb  rage  be  was  warm*d 
In  pas5iun  he  storm'd, 
As  loud  as  a  drum  or  a  fife; 
Now,  don't  be  so  silly, 
Bnt  say,  Fanny,  wllJ  »ye. 
Be  Olif  er'a  dear  little  wife; 

I  sung  lira,  la,  la.  Sec. 
I  teaz'd  and  pcrplex'd  him^ 
I  worry»d  and  vex'd  him, 

Wiih  lira,  la,  la,  &c. 

[Exeutu  severally. 
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SCENE  III.— if  Room  at  Mrs.  AntidoteV 

Enter  Mrs.  Antidots  and  La  Roqjjs. 

Ls  Ro.  Madame,  fur  men  honcur,  I  affore  you  I 
fpcak  the  veritable  truth.     Monfieur  Sidney  is  ar-' 
rive,  dat  is  he  was  arrive  ;  and  why  he  is  no  conie» 
I  have  not  the  perception,  I  cannot  tell. 

Mrs.  Ant,  Vl\  not  believe  it ;  you  are  an  impof- 
tor. 

La  Ro.  Impofture,  ah !  Madame ! 

lifrs.  Ant.  Mr.  Sydney  in  England!  'tis  quite 
tmpofiible  I 

La  Ro.  Tobefure^  Ma1am,  itmuftbelmpodible 
if  dc  Lady  fay  fo  i  but  it  is  very  true  for  all  dac. 

Mrs.  Ant.  Whcre"did  you  leave  him  ? 

La  Ro.  Where  I  leave  him  ?  I  don't  know  pre- 
cifement  where  I  leave  him. 

Mrs*  Ant.  This  is  incomprehenfible :  I  am  quite 
in  the  dark. 

La  Ro.  No,  Madam,  I  no  leave  him  in  the  dark. 
Begar,  if  any  malheur  happen  to  my  mafter^  I  (hall 
be  hanged  as  de  accomplice,  becaufe  I  not  tell. 

jliri*  AfU.  1  his  uncertainty  is  provoking,  and  if 
he  is  really  returnedy  before  my  union  with  Mr« 
Babble,  the  confequence  will  be  dreadful. 

La  Ro.  Dreadful  indeed,  if  1  (liall  be  hanged ;  I 
don't  know  what  1  am  do.  {a  knock  wiihauf.)  Ha  ! 
fomebody  knock,  Mr.  Sidney  is  come,  now  you  will 
be  too  happy. 

Mrs.  Ant.  Oh,  if  it  is  he,  I'm  ruin'd  !  undone!' 

Enter  Babble. 

Ha!  Mr.  Babble,  1  rejoice  to  fee  you. 
J.Bab.  Mrs.  Antidote! 
La  Ro.  Ah !  ah,  comprend  moi,  I  fee  des  Lover ; 
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O,  I  have  de  perception  ;  I  no  fpoil  fport ;  1  go 
fearch  for*  Mr.  Sydney:  vat  adofabte  f^^arn  h<  i««i— 
— 'tis  Cupid  and  Pfyche — I  wife  very  happy  in  your 
matrimony,  {iings.)  I  with  you  joy«  [Exit. 

J.BtAl  Who  the  devil's  be ? — Gone  however— 
How's  ray  tiittCi  all  of  a  twitter — Phew  I — ^blefs  my 
fpul — muft  pop  the  queftion. 

Mrs.  Am.  If  he  does  not  declare  himfclf  now,  t- 
Iball  be  expofed,  loft.    1  prefume^  dear  Sir,  I  can 
goels  the  motives  of  your  vifit.     I  muftn't  difcou*- 
rage  him  now. 

J.  B4ti:  If  I  might  be  fo  bold,  dear  Mrs.  Aoti- 
dote — feems  in  a  good  hunnour. 

M'S.  Am*  Nay,  do  not  befitate ;  I  ant  altogether 
unpr^p^red  for  your  demand — 

J.  Bab  iDemand  ? — means  ray  bill-^wdl — ^wlth 
all  ray  hcart-r-touch  that  firft — rficn  to-  bufbefs— 
froih  your  hands  'tis  but  a  trifling  favour — 

Mrs.  Am.  A  tii&tng  favor — ^my  hand  aqd  fortune' 
a  trifling  £ivor ! — but  this  is  no  time  to  hefitate  ! — 
Well,  Sir,  I  wait  your  pieafune»  1  prefume  the 
amount  of  your  folicitation  is  fimply —  ^ 

J.  Bgh.  Forty- fix  pounds.  Madam — ^Cbere^  a  bill 
and  receipt  for  goods  deliver'd*^ 

ilfrs*  Ant.  Heavens,  Mr.  Babble — this  is  too 
much— • 

J.  Bak.  Too  much ! — Cheap  as  any  houfe  in  Lon- 
don—every article  from  the  firft  importers^  and  of 
the  beft  quality.  ^ 

Mrs.  Ant.  Give  me  leave  to  fay,  Sir— I  expe^ed- 
^omething^more  tender,  more — ^your  feeling  I  (hottld' 
have  thought — 

J.  Bab.  Are  of  the  moft  delicate  texture — Fine 
as  gold-beater's  Ikin — no  lubjeft,  believe  me,  is  fo 
tender  to  my  rien^es  as— the  p^cfeiitatlon  of  a  6ilK* 
efpccially  when  ordered  to  He  on  the  table, 

Myfi.  Am.  Sir^,  I  was  prdpatcdfof — 
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J.  B^.  I  thought  fo-^^thai  been  long  on  my 
books. 

Mrs.  Ant.  A  declaration  of  Love — 

J.  Boi.  Oh  lord!-~BiIl  thrown  outf-r^amn  the 
Ihop— I  (hall  ruin  all !— Now  for  a  dofe  of  Love- 
powden — But,  Madam — what  is  money  to  the  fcn« 
timents  I  feel— dirt— drofs*-*^  mere  drug— aflafce* 
tida — fenna — fugar  of  lead— fwcet,  while  it  poKons; 
No— I  barter  gold  for  love— let  others  pant  fbr 
riche*-^'tis  here  I.figh. 

Mrs.  Am.  If  I  thought  you  lincere,  Mn  Babble-^ 

J.  Bah.  Nay  then,  let  me  fwcar-*- 

Emcr  PtTBA» 

PcUr.  Swear  not  at  all— fo  fays  the  Proverb— fcad 
liabii — I  never  do--^mn*d  unlucky  tho'— I  can't 
get  the  particulars  for  Fanny* 

Mrs.  Ant.  Stupid  dolt,  at  fuch  a  time  too-* 

J.  Bab.  Get  outs  you  blockhead — don't  you  (ee-^ 
don't  you  fee? 

Ptitf.  See  what  ? — Oh  }  fomething  new— wonder* 
ful — Dad  wants  another  wife  1 

J.  Bab.  Not  a  word,  you  whelp,  or  ril  nail  you 
to  the  counter  all  the  reft  of  your  life^,  like  a  bad 
dollar,  you  dog ! 

Peter,  ^um — I  fay  nothing — off— well  done, 
Dad-'-^not  a  word  more.~-Mis«  Antidote^  beg  par- 
don—won't intrude — better  engaged  I  lee— lo  am 
I*-mum's  the  word — I'm  off.  \^Exii. 

Mrt.  Ant    Provoking  intruiion— - 

J.  Bab.  Dreadful  indeed,  irritating  as  a  blifter;— ^ 
but  we  are  alone  again — and  you,  adorable  creatuie, 
efface.every  difagreeabie  impreffion  like  cold  cream  or 
milk.of  rofes  ^^ Now  then  delay  no  longer,  but  proi 
nounce  the  fate  of  him,  vyho  fo  long  has  figbed  at 
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tli^"  Feck  6f  Ifcdtityi     ( //*  Mrs.  AKtiboTE  hiftij  W 

A^tfJ  affeS^dly,  SiONEt  inters^  and  places  hmfdf  bt^ 

twen  thern  ) 

*  illri.  Arii.  I  am  0vcrc6me— I  am  rbulr's  fof  fcVcr.— 

Ma!       ' 

'  ISid.  Hey-day— what'i  all  tW4— 

'  J.  Bab,  [rising.)  Balilk'd  agatfll— iTte  fates  ife 

igainfl  me.     Love  is  a  dead  article,  and  I  clofc  iht 

account. 

Sid.  Upon  my  word,  Mrs.  Antidote — ^I  give  yb* 
joy; — T  didn't  expect  at  your  time-a-day  to  find  an 
admirer  at  yourTect ;  I  beg  pardon  for  the  fntrufion 
however. 

Mrs  Ant.  Mr.  Sidn«y— pray  Sir^— cxcufc  this 
agitation,  the  furprize  of  feeing  you,  fo  unexpeded — 

Sid.  kjy  ay,  I  thought  you*d  be  glad  to  fee  itae. 
But  Where's  Fanny— Where's  ifiy  niece,  ch  ?— ^IVo 
got  a  hufband  for  her  too ;  fo  one  may  chance  to 
haven  double  w^dding—^bcy,  Mrs.  Antidote  ? 
^  J  Bdiu  Hufband  fdr  Fanny?  Babble  artd  Son 
bankrupts  both  ! 

Sid.  But  why  not  introduce  your  Friend  ?-**-May 
^.be  allowed,  Mrs,  Antidote — 
'    Mrs.  Ant^  I  beg  a  thoufand  pardons,  I  declare  I 
txn  fo  fluttei'd-^I  am — fo — Oiaken — 

J.  Bak  So  am  I — all  in  emotion  like  a  falioo 
dfp.ught* 

Mrs.  Ant.  Mr.  Babble,  Sir,  Mr.  Sidney — [ikirb* 
ducvtg  them.)  ' 

J.Bab,  Sir,  your  moft  obedient. — Sidney  re* 
turned — fomeihing  new  for  Peter. 

Sid^  Babble — Babble ! — why  *that'»  the  perfumer 
and  phyfic  feller  that  fet  up  in  the  village  juft  as  I 
left  it.  [Mrs.  Antidote  moiions.)  Well,  I  give  you 
joy,  and  /hall  be  happy  to  ferve  you,  Sir. 

J.  Bab.  Sir^  if  you'll  give  me  yourcuftom,  I  (hall 
be  happy  to  ferve  you — the  great^ft  joy  you  can  pof- 
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j^bblp^Sign  of  tbe  M^ik  rofc^C^nJr  n^il  the 
l)ou{^P6{|le  and  mortar  over  ihedopr-^^'v^eft  ni 
well  a$  pbyCic— fupplv  mth  t>oth  on  t;hf:,  l0w«a  icmU 
Sid,  Why,  Sir,  I  never  ufe  pcrfi^ipes  ;  and  A$  « 
j^yficr-pnl  ban't  taken  a  diok  tb$fc  forty  years— 
*  J.  £4^    Xpund.3 !  this  iP^n  will  Ijvq  for  cver-^ 
fliyft  make  him  »  cuftofper-r^-flaiicr  myfelf  Fcan  ac, 
CQfnpdate  with  moft  artwiw  in  family  ufe .    All  kinrff 
pf  cl^Qpiic?!  ^nd  galfijical  pfeparation$-r-rtineral, 
l^geiftblfJ,  ^nd  af^HftUner-;I#Uf.(coplmgand  uleful)-^ 
nitric  and  oxyginated'muncatic  acids — (fwcctcns  tli^ 
blood  and  ftrengthcns  tbe  body) — fyrup  of  buck- 
thorn— extract  of  rofes,  fafarparcjl^,  effenceof  cblis- 
foot,  &c. — Hair  powder  (there  I  hit  you,  you  u(c 
it) — beft  in  Europe^— coipmon  or  French'5--ponia- 
tums,  cowflip — rpfe  and  jeflarpin.    Eflences — bcr- 
gamot — thyme  and  ^lufk— orange  and  eider  flower- 
waters— Spam  (h  wool,  and  coral  lip-falve. — —-Now 
for  a  coup-dc-maih  as  they  fay.-^IVTr.  Sidney — bill 
of  my  (hop — Mrs,  Antidote — bill  for  goods  deli- 
vered — forry  to  be  troublefpmc— forty-fix  pound— 
muft  attend  to  bufinefs — Adieu — Mr.  Sidney,  your 
iDoft  obedient.  lE;cU. 

Sid.  Why  I  never  heard  fuch  a  tongue  in  the 
mouth  of  a  woman  1 — the  fellow's  as  deafening  as  a 
ballad  finger,  or  a  watchman'^  rattle!  What^^hc 
plague's  this?-:-"  Colmetic  bloom — carmine — 
••  forty-Gx  pounds'*^ — ^This  rauft  be  intended  for  you. 
But  you  don't  fcem  fo  glad  to  fee  me  as  I  exp^Hed. 

Mrs.  4nt.  Pardon  me.  Sir— jh^  peculiarity  of  the 
circuraftance— 

Sid  Ah !  well,  I  afk  yoiir  pardon  j  go  forward, 
and  ril  be  with  you  immediately.  I  know  it's  curfcd 
difagreeable  to  be  interriipted  at  fuch  a  crifis :  I 
fliouidn't  have  relifli'd  it  mylelf.. 

Mn.  Am.  If  I  don't  cfcape,  I  am  cxpofcd  for  ever 

iExU. 
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Sid  Ha!  ha! — ^who  the  deuce  would  have  thought 
it !  In  love  forfooth  !  but  I  have  almoft  ceafeatq 
be  aftoDJflied  at  any  thing  \ — Now  who  in  the  name 
df  wonder  could  have  fuppofed,  that  the  very  nio- 
nent  I  had  fet  foot  in  the  village,  I  {hotitd  light  upon 
Old  Whitethorn— -and  that  he  fliould  tell  me« 
my  boy,  John  Sidney,  was. alive  and  well— 
fiut  be  ever  knew  of  my  marriage,  and  I,  like  a 
proud  afs,  was  afiiamed  to  acknowledge  it. — ^Oh !  the 
days  when  I  was  young  !-~Lord  I  lord  !  how  a  man's 
follies  in  his  youth,  rife  up  in  judgment  againll  him 
in  old  9g^  I  ' 

S0J\^6.-^S^iPNBr« 

'Tis  a  (rotli,  ia  mjr  youth,  I  wu  frfoky  and  gaj, 

With  a  figare  and  a  faoe  to  sail  any ; 
LaMCB  cry'd,  when  I  sighM^  now  donU  tc^e  ine  ao,  praj^ 
But,  Btill,  I  was'nt  slightecl  by  many :      * 

Whcn'er  I  appeared, 

Smiling,  they  leer'd ; 

When  to  'em  I  bow*d^ 

Heard  'em  whisper  aloud, 
$och  a  grape,  suich  a  face,  to«morrow  Vd  marry. 
Oh !  these  were  the  days  o(  young  Harry« 

Thus,  alas !  youth  will  pass,  so  all  have  a  turn^ 

But  why  may  not  old  men  be  merry  i 

,  If  so  old,  that  they're  eold,  and  their  hearts  will  not  buni,^ 

They  may  keep  their  stomach'i  warm  with  old  sherry* 

But  t  feel  the  glow, 

Tho'  love's  fire  is  low. 
Nor  ii?e  in  the  dark^' 

While  fanning  a  spark. 

And  in  age,  I'll  engage,  a  damsel  to  carry—— 

^hen  t$kt  care,  pretty  maids^  of  old  Harry.  |[£xA« 
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SC£N£  ly.— 'Another  j/parnf^ent. 

Enter  SidiTev,  and  Fan  my  Transit. 

Sid.  So,  thefe  are  her  prankg»  are  tbey  ?  What  a 
thorough-paced  devil  it  is ;  but  I  have  difcovered 
her  tricks,  that's  one  comfort.  So— (he  never  gave 
jroy  one  of  iqy  letters  for  the  laft  half*a-dozen  years* 
hey? 

Famtf.  Not  one.  Sir  ;  and  fcarce  money  enough 
to  buy  pins* 

Sid.  Well,  Fanny,  I  fuppofc  you  have  plenty  of 
lovers  ?    Now  Til  try  her,  {aside  ) 

JFannj.  I  did  not  think  it  right  to  encouristge  any. 
Sir,  'till  I  knew  your  pleafure. 

Sid.  What  then  you  have  accepted  no  one. 

Ft^mtf,  None,  Sir ;  feni  them  all  to  the  right* 
about.  ••  March*'r-fai^  I — ^and  away  they  went. 

Sid.  Never  gave  yoqr  promife  to  any  ? 

fanny.  Whatmcau  thefe  queftions  (^fiif.) — ^No^ 
Sir,  never. 

Sid.  She  ftjcks  to  her  ftory.  {aside  )  Well,  I'm 
glad  to  hear  it-— for  you  muft  know,  I  have  found  a 
faufband  for  you.  You  are  not  engaged — therefore, 
I  fuppofe,  you'll  hardly  refufe  my  ion,  and  twenty 
thouiand  pounds. 

Famiy.  Your  fon,  S^r  I  your  fon  ! 

Swf.  Don't  be  uneafy  ;  If  you  don't  like  him* 
wheq  you  fee  him,  fay  fo  hone(lly;  whatever  yoij 
dOf  Fanny,  never  cfeate  hopes  you  do  npt  mean 
10  realize.  Never  become  a  coijuette,  at  the  c^* 
pence  of  honour  and  honeily. 

Famff.  He  cuts,  me  to  the  heart ! 

Sid.  You,  I  truft,  are  above  fuch  an  adion^ 
^ow^  I  am  told,  there's  a  poor  lad,  by  name,  Oliver 
Yrbitethorn,  Vho  h^s  been  ruined  by  (ucHacha^r 
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raAer«  The  report  goes;  that»  to  retrieve  his  father*s 
wants  (brought  on  by  her  deceiving  the  fon)  in  a 
moment  of  defpcradon,  he  commiued  a  robbery: 
and»  for  augbt  I  kgpw,  his  life  may  pay  the  forfeit* 
{Fanny  claps  her  bands,)     Eh  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Famy.  Oh !  Sir-«^fpare  me'-^I  cannot  fupport 
this  I 

SU.  This  intereft  for  a  ftranger !  How*s  this  ( 

fawiy.  Ch !  no  ;  he  is  no  ftranger.  I  have  known 
him  long — known  his  worth — his  heart !    ■    ■ 

Sid.  Indeed! 

Enier  La  Roqite. 

La  Ro.  Ah,  ah  i    Monsieur  Sidney.     Then  it  is 

xjot  true   vat   I  hear.     Pray,  Sir,  tell  me^ Vw 

you  not  robb'd  and  rourdered-rrand  ;oft  in  de  ditch. 

Sii^.  Why,  it  appears  I  was  not.  Conae,  cheer 
up  Fanny,    all  will  be  well,  I  warrant. 

La  Bo.  Pauvre  Ma'pifelle-^you  -terrify  her  by 
dc  news  !  Do  not  believe  him.  Mon  f  n^qt,  you 
tear  him  fay  he  is  not  murdered. 

Fanny.  Was  it  my  uncle  be  attacked— dreadful. 

SW.  She  feels  it  feverely — I  pity  her.  But  if 
every  giddy  girl  bad  fuch  a  leffon,  'twould  fponcuic 
'em  of  flirtation,  {aside.) 

Fanny,  1  am  better — ^Ict  me  retire.  This  inftant 
will  I  fend  to  Oliver.  And  tho' I  have  ufcd  .him 
cruelly,  he  (hall  find  that  I  |li)t  pri:pc  bis  humble 
merit — nor  (ball  twenty  tboufand  poupds  teinpt  me 
to  wrong  the  ipan  I  love. .  {Exii. 

,,LaJto.  Oh  !fye !  fye  I  You  have  no  gallantries Yoa 
have  fay  {omething  to  her  make  her  ou  dts  espoir  ! 
He  is  de  grand  lavage  of  dc  vorld — he  never  love 
de  woman  in  all  his  life. 

Suf^  La  Ro^ue ! 

Lalt7.  I  am  come,  Sair,  agreeable  to  your  order. 
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Sid.  The  poor  thiog^s  In  a  fad  puck6r;  but  V\\ 
purfue  my   plan — T  pity  her — but  (he  Reserves  it* 

La  Ro.  Vat  fignify  pity.  If  your  plan  is  to  break 
de  poor  child's  heart — You  are  not  Englifliman. 

Sid.  What,  your  Freneh  blood  is  up,  is  it  ? 

La  Ro.  If  your  Englis  blood  vas  up— vat  vott 
call,  you  would  not  make  one  poor  lady  mifetaole* 
i  ferve  you  for  no  ling  all  roundabout  de  4:ormr 
of  de  vide  vorld — but  I  vil  not  be  dam  vcf  ever  I 
go,  for  de  ill  ofageof  helplefs  woman* 

Sid.  Your  fentiment  is  good  ;  (o  I  pardon  kt  mif* 
aftpKdtttoa.  Now,  iiften  lo  what  I  (ay.  My  niece 
Fanny  has  been  playing  the  fool. 

LaRo.  Ha !  my  vife  play  the  fool  too««^but  (fab 
cteild  not  help^ 

Sa.  Plague  take  your  wife. 

La  R0.  Vid  all  my  heart.  De^evil  fake  my  vife 
""^Sht  plague  me  every  hour  I  live«  . 

Sid.  Liften,  I  tell  you,  to  me. 

Ztf  Ros  I  bpen  both  my  ear. 

Sid*  In  the  evening  you  muft  wait  at  the  bottom 
of  thenut^Waik,  in  the  garden,  and  bring  a  perfon 
to  me  who  will  wait  there — Now  mind  whalt  I  fay--* 
Don't  begin  chattering  your  damn*d  broken  £ng- 
lt(h,  or  you  will  fpoil  alK  I  have  plann'd  it  fo  that 
he  will  exped  to  meet  me,  but  as  I  may  be  mifs'd 
in  the  houle,  you  muft  take  my  place.  Come  with 
me,  and  you  (hall  underftand^  me. 

La  Ro.  You  vil  be  very  kind,  indeed— at  pre* 
fcm  I  underftand  nothing 

Sid.  *Tis  my  fon,  I  exped  you  to  meet. 

La  Ro.  Your  son  I  your  fon  ! 

Sid.  Come.  '  [£*//, 

La  Ro.  Ha  I  ha !  entendez  vous — de  littel  (hild 
—la  petit  gar^on.  Ah  I  ha! — ^I  have  de  perception 
— Alon,Monfieur***yiviIabagatille— de  littel  (hild, 
ha  1  ha !  vive  Tamour.  [Exit. 
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•CENE  v.— Babble's  5&^. 

kntdr  Babbl£. 

%  Bak.  So,  (hop's  (hut — that's  rigbt~<ipen  io^ 
morrow  with  double  eclat — no  longer  a  (hew  of 
empty  Boxes — till  lull  as  a  tick— over  the  door— ^ 
Babbie  and  Co.-— charming!  delightful ! — neat  trick 
ef  mine  giving  the  bill-^anfwer  came  fafe  to  hand 
{looking  at  a  kttety  which  m  returning  to  bis  pocket  be 
drops.)  How  I  long  to  clafp  her — her  money,  ia 
thbfe  fbnd  arms;     Ltt  me  (ibe-^noi  quite  time— * 

(loohat  bis  watch.) Hope  (he'll  be  pundual* 

The  fecond  Mrs.  Babble— ^draught  to  be  repeated-— 
Matrimony  J-^— brimftone  and  treaclfe-i-iweet  and 
bitter— never  mind-^four-crout  to-day,  honey  and 
motaffes  to-thotrow-^ilick  to  me  like  a  leech  all  the 
reft  of  her  life. — If  (he  runs  rufty,  muft  rub  her  off 
•~fend  hei'to  Smithfield — poor  John  Hobbsfenthis 
irife  there — 'twould  not  do— no  go.— *But  he  wa> 
happy  at  laft» 

SOMr.— Jeremiah  Babble. 

(For  this  Song,  the  Author  Is  iodebted  to  a  Friend.) 

A  jollyshoe-makcr,  John  Hobbs,  John  Hobbs^ 
A  joHj  shoe-maker,  John  Hobb^  i 

He  married  Jane  Carlct', 

No  damsel  lookM  smarter, 

But  he  canght  a  Tartar, 
John  Hobbs,  John  Hobbs, 
Yes,  he  caught  a  Tartar,  John  itobbs^ 
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He  tied  e  rope  to  her,  John  Hobbs,  John  Hobbi^ 
Be  tied  a  rope  to  her,  John  Hobbs; 

To  'scape  from  hot  water 

To  Smithfield  he  brought  her^ 

Bat  nobody  bought  her^ 
^ane  Bobbs,  Jane  Hobbs. 
Tbej  ell  were  afiraid^of  Jane  Hobbs. 

Ob)  who*H  bay  a  wife!  says  HobbSj  John  Hobbf^ 
A  sweet  pretty  Mife,  says  Hobbs  ^ 

Bat  somehow  they  tell  as, 

The  wife-dealing  fellows, 

Were  all  of  them  seUers^ 
John  Hobbs,  John  Hobbs, 
And  none  of  'em'  wanted  Jane  Hobbs.  i 

The  rope  it  was  ready,  John  Hobbs,  John  Hobbs, 
Come,  gire  me  the  rope,  says  Hobbs, 

I  won't  stand  to  wrangle. 

Myself  I  will  strangle. 

And  hang  dingle  dangle, 
Jobn  Hobbs,  John  Hobbs, 
So  he  hung  dingle  dangle^  John  Hobbs. 

But  down  hts  wife  c«t  him,  Jane  Hobbs,  John  Hobbs, 
Tes  down  his  wife  cnt  him,  John  Hobbs, 

With  a  few  bubble  babbles. 

They  settled  iheir  troubles, 
'    Lil^e  most  married  Goa pies, 
Jobn  Hobbs — Jane  Hobbs, 
Oh,  bappy  shoe.makcr  John  Hobbs*  ,  [£«tf« 

Enter  Vetzk  B A jihLZ  cautiaujlyf  as  Ha^i^le goes. 

Peier.  Dad's  all  alive — merry  as  a  grig — a  thriving 
wooer  perbap>-*hey-~wbat's  this  ?  [takes  up  the  Let'- 
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Ur  Babble  dropt.)  "  Mr.  Babble/' — woman's  hand 

•*  1  have  too  long -delayed  the  acknowledgment— 

V  that  I  love.     I  will  meet  you  at  the  end  of  Mr. 

"  Sydney's  garden  this ,  evening.     You  can  there 

•*  explain   the   particulars/* The   parliculars— 

Ah  !  poor  Fanny— ^clear  as  day-light — wants  to 
know  about  Oliver.  But  how  came  it  here? — ^that 
bandy-legged  fervant  of  our's — ^always  leaves  my 
letters  in  the  (hop — mod  time  to  go — father's  off 
(hop  fhut — now  Cupid  be  propitious — ^let  not  thy 
votary  fue  in  vain — Can't  marry  'em  all — I'll  have 

Fanny,  and  leave  the  reft  to  pine.^ If  this  figure 

doesn't  fetch  her,  nothing  will — I'm  off.       ££*//. 

SCENE  Wl.—The  Garden  ( Dark.) 

La  RoftUE  discovered. 

La  Bo.  Very  agreeable  bufmcfs  I  have  got — dis 
jardain  is  as  dark  as  de  mouth  of  de  dog.  I  have 
fcratch  and  tear  myfelf  wid  all  de  bramble,  'till  I 
have  no  flcin  left  from  my  head  to  my  heel.  Begar 
I  am  a  flea  alive — dis  muft  be  de  place — I  hope  he 

vil  not  make  me  wait  more  as  he  can  help. Bcw 

ew^ew  {sJbivers.)  If  I  had  not  brought  de  cordial 
Coniac,  I  fhould  be  petrify  by  dc  pold.  {drinAs.) 
Ha  !  t^on — vex  good  brandy  indeed  ! 

£nfer  Babblb. 

jf.  Bab.  So — (he's  here Don't  like  her  drink* 

ing  brandy  tho' 

La  Ro.  1  hear  him — he  is  come. 

£n/er  Mr  •  Antidote,  on  the  oppofue  fide. 

Mrs.  Atii.  Suielyl  heard  fomc  one  approach— 
hift — Sir,  I  am  here. 
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La  Ro.  Vat  de  devil  has  he  two  Tons ! 

Mr$.  Ant.  This  punQuality  is  delightful  .—You 
underftood  yoqr  inftrudions  exaAly* 

La  Ro.  Dis  tnoft  be  him. 

J.  Bab.  I  did — pat  as  a  prefcription — never  failed 
in  my  life.  Come,  the  fooner  we  are  off  the  better 
—like  a  bdftle  of  (oda— can't  be  too  quick. 

La  Ro.  No !  dis  mod  be  him. 

J.  Bab.  Pray  do  not  hefitate — ^her  fpirits  fail  her 
—take  another  drop.     (La  Roque  drinku) 

Mrs.  Ant.  Take  another  drop! — —What  docs 
he  mean  by  that. ^Sir !  ^  Mr,  Babble  1    ■     ■ 

La  Ro.  Babble^r— for  what  he  call  mc  Babble — I 
have  not  fpeak  a  vofd 

J.  Bab.  Now,  then,  give  me  your  hand,  and  fol- 
low  cauiioufly.  {Takei  La  Rocque*s  hand)  Devil 
of  a  big  Bft  for  a  wi'e.  (asiJe,) 

Mrs.  Anl.  *Tisyour*s  for  ever! 

J.  Bab  Phew  ! — 'lis  accomplifh'd— its  over — ^ 
Monftrous  baffafuUho',  even  in  the  dark — come.  (/« 
groping  ahmi  La  Roque  lays  bold  of  Mrs.  Antidote's 
dress.) 

La  Ro.  Begar  dat  mod  be  old  woman.  [^Exif 
Babble  drawing  La  Roque  off.l^ 

Miiiter  Peter  Babble  at  the  back  of  the  Scent. 

Piter.  Juft  in  time — hear  footfteps — where  arc 
you  my  love — my  angel — ^'tis  fhe— 'tis  the  dear 
creature    herfelf.     \^lakts   Mrs.  Antidote's  hand.) 

Poft  chaife  waiting — fo's  the  Parfon — fo  am  I 

{A  pap/e.)  Her  love's  unutterable — can't  fpeak  a 
word-— come— '-tell  you  all  the  part  icy lais  as  we  go« 

Mrs^  Ant.  Here  is  furely  iome  mlRake.  But  I 
have  ventured  too  far  to  retreat.     {Aside.)  , 

Peter.  Bravo,  Peter — hang  me  but  this  is  fome^ 
thing  new !  {^Exit  Leading  Mrs.  Antidote. 
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SCENE  VIU^A  OdmUt. 

Enter  Sidnbt* 

Sidney.  I  declare»  I  am  quite  ipapatieni  to  behold 
this  fon  of  mine  once  a^in.  I  wonder  beis  not  hc.re« 
Tb(  evening  i$  fo  dark,  that,  that  blockhead  La 
Roque  may  have  blundered  into  the  fi(h-pond  for 
all  I  know.  Oh !  here  comes  Fanny-r-now  I  (htll 
witnefs  the  efied  his  appearance  will  have  On  hen 

Enter  Fanny  Trav$it« 

Well,  Niece,  are  you  prepared  to  meet  my  boy  ai 
I  copld  wi{h  ? 

Fanny.  I  fe^r  not,  Sir.  With  (hatPC  I  acknow- 
ledge it  was  I,  who  inconiiderately  behaved  fo  illtoi 
Oiiver  Whitethorn.  I  have  made  the  only  recom* 
pence  in  my  power — and  promifed  him  my  han^, 
undivided — a  heart  unchangeable- — rr- 
* 

Enter  La  Roqui. 

Sid*  Well,  did  you  find  him  ? 

La  Ro.  Find  him,  you  did  not  tell  me  of  twins, 
I  find  two. 

Sid.  Why  docfn't  he  appear — but  the  poor  youth 
is  agiiated  no  doubt — he  is  but  young — not  more 
than  twenty— -^nd  I  warrant,  a  (mart  looking  felTow. 

La  Bo.  A$  to  young,  I  know  nothing — as  to  fmart 
look— certainment—- he  is  very  fmart — he  head  is 
drefs  a  la  cheufluer  like  de  coIIiQower. 

SiJ.  Colliflower! — ftupid  fcbundrel.  Bring  him 
here  diredly,  » 

La  Ro.  I   ^all  bring  him  to  your  prefence. 

\Exit. 
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JEM^  WinTSTHOitN,  Olivsr,  and  P^teh  BABi'bB 

on  the  oppefiit  fidt^  in  alttrcdtion. 

Peter.  This  is  affauti  and  battery — ^1*^11  bring  an 
adion ! 

Oliv.  You  can^t  erciipc — V\\  make  you  repent 
your  villanics,  I  will. — Bring  an  adion,  indeed  ! 

Sid.  Why  what^s  the  matter  here? 

Hliite.  Oh !  here  is  Mr.  Sidney. — We  found  this 
pbwder-pufF,  pleafc  your  honor,  fteallng  out  of  your 
garden  gate  with  a  lady ; — a  poft  chaife  was  waiting, 
und — 

Peter.  Well-r-fuppofe  it  was — the  lady's  my  wife— 
and  \{  any  one  dare  intermeddle^— Crim.  Con.— 
bring  an  adion  for  thjit  too. 

Qliv.  Didn't  I  hear  you  defire  the  lady  to  fty  no- 
thing—that you  were  off— and  had  all  the  particu- 
lars? 

Peter.  What  then — caution  was  neceffary*--Mifi 
Fanny  had  a  liking  for  me — took  a  fancy  to  my  figure 
and  accompliOiments — and  fo  we  agreed  to  be  off — 

Tanny.  {advancing.)  Infolent  !«»you  dare  not  utter 
fucb  a  falfehood. 

Peter.  Ha !  Mifs  Fanny  here  1 — Then  who,  in  the 
of  wedlock,  is  my  wife  ? 

White.  Who  indeed ! — ril  fwear  we  faw  a  woman ; 
(he  is  now  waiting  with  my  daughter,  £llen-r— ril  foon 
fee  who  (be  is.  [Exit^ 

Enter  La  Roqjte  dragging  in  Babble. 

La  Ro.  Dare  is  your  fon,  Sair.  \^Exit. 

Sid.  My  (on— why,  cui'fe  me  if  it  is'nt  the  per* 
Swrkr. 

J*  Bab.  To  think  of  my  taking  this  lout  for  a  ^^ 
^an — 1  (hall  never  be  able  to  ihew  my  face  again. 
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£/Kr^  Whitkthork,  leading  Mrs.  AsriT>or%  vcilid^ 

Ellev /olbnving. 

White.  Here's  his  accomplice.  Comei  Mifsj  (hew 
your  face« 

Mrs.  Am.  {unveiling.)  Behold  it  then— brutes— 
favages— 

Sid.  What — Mrs.  Antidote — Amazement! 

J.  Bab.  My  adorable,  by  all  that's  mortifying : 

Mrs.  AfU.  Mr.  Babble  there,  then  touch  me  on 
your  perilj  any  of  you;  he  is  my  hufband. 

J.  Bah.  Not  1 — keep  off— had  a  furfeit  of  love— 
fick  on't  quite — glad  to  fee  you  at  my  (hop— but 
can't  take  a  partner. 

Mrs  Ant.  Wretch — ^barbarian  !  I  renounce  yoo, 
and  all  mankind  for  ever*  [Exit. 

J.  Bah.  Grapes  are  four — ^what  a  dragon! 

Sid.  Young  man,  flep  forward. 

P^/^»  Beter*s  the  boy  after  all! — Now  for  a 
fwell ! — ^wait  your.com mands.  Sir. 

Sid.  Then  pray  wait  for  them  behind  the  (hop 
counter. — Oliver  Whiteihorn-^thcre — [joining  his 
hand  to  Fanny's.)  Live  happy,  and  never  forget  \xk 
whatever  ftatioo,  honefiy  is  the  bell  policy  all  over 
the  world. 

White.  Sir,  you  could  not  have  aded  mpre  wifely; 
—for  know,  that  youth,  pow  called  Oliver,  is  your 
own  fon,  John  Sidney 

Sid.  Oliver  my  fon ! 

Oliv.  Mr.  Sidney  my  father  t 

White.  Fve  kept  the  fecret  as  you  defired,  tho*  it 
had  lik'd  to  have  popM  out. 

^id.  My  dear  boy,  I  am  truly  happy. 

Oliv.  Mr.  Sidney^  the  generous  kind-hearted 
flranger,  my  father— Oh !  Ellen— dcarcft  Fanny ! 
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J.  Bab.  Blefs  197  foul,  this  is  fomething  new  in* 
deed — ^njuft  participate  in  general  joy— friend  Oliver 
— ^Sidney^-bcg  pardon — new  titles  like  new  prefcrip- 
tions,  always  puzzle  me  to  make  out.  You,  Sir^ 
have  got  a  wife — I  have  got  rid  of  one— mutual  fe* 
licity — inutual  congratulation  I^There*g  a  bill  of 
my  Hiop— always  happy  to  pleafe — and  thould  *•  Any 
^hing  New**  be  well  reported — ^you  (hall  have  the 
particulars  To-morrow. 

FINALE. 

They  tell  us,  Variety's  charming. 
And  if  what  they  tells  be  true; 

No  fear  from  your  frowns  so  alarming^ 
While  we  offer  you  Any  Thing  Ntw* 


?HB   EtiD. 


J.  BarkMy  Priotif «  CrtAi  Iluflcll-SuMt»  Cofem-Gartfea. 
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THE    ,  , 

MILLER  AND  HIS  MEk 


ACT  I.  SCENE!. 


The  Bnnh  of  a  River — On  the  right  a  rocki/  Eminep^ep^pn 
which  is  a  tvind'mill  at  u:o.rk^-'Cotidgefin/rofit.\Sa^i'S€t. 
Music  as  the  Scene  opens.  The  MiUer\s  Meu  are^itusn  in 
perspective^  elefcmdiag  the  ef^irfenfe'-^ff^^  the /River 
in  Boats,  and  land  near  the  Cottage  zm'M  their  ^  Sdcks^-^ 
Then  sing  the  following  Boufid,   '    ;  '..j  .^  •  > 

\      When  V^e  wind  bl<^8^.  '  ,     v,.,  ,o  ♦ 

When  ttie  mill  goes,  ^  .       .     .1    ;  ,/ -  -  -' 

'  Our  hearts  are  all  light  and  merry ;      /,  -.  ^. 
i    When  tfifr-rt^  rid  drops, 
Wbfh  the  iiiU  stops, 


U    i' 


M' 


'    tTe  ^i^uk'  aiu^  pi«HI?>  Wjr  down  dcw^ « ' » V    . ".  .\  > 

£fFi/A  the  con^lufling,  s^ippfioPiytJ^  Milltr^  depart]  and  old 
Kelmar  enters  from  the  Cottage.      }  •    i     '  '  • 

JiTitf/*  What  !'  more  sacks,  more  grist  to  the  mill ! 
Early  tirtdl^te'  the  miller  tlirives;  he  thjit'was  my 
tenant  is  now  my  landlord j  this.hoveKthat  pnce 
iheUefe^  hioy^ra  ndw  the  orify  aweHingoT.bsiik- 
rupt  broken-hearted  Kelmar — Well,  I  strove  my 
beisrt  against  ifiiisifoTtun^,  and  thanks  be  to  heaven 
hav«  t'irfleii  iredJfected-^eJven  ''by  my  ^heniies. — 
So^CIaiidineiV^U  acre  reiufdei.r^^Ehtci:  tHaudine 
ici/A^id«Ai*hj-^W?i^ro  staiicfyousolong  ?*    ' 
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Cla.  I  was  obliged  to  wait  ere  I  could  cross 
the  ferry — tfaere  were  other  passengers. 

KeL  Amongst  whom  i  suppose  was  one  ia 
whose  company  tkne  :flew  so  fast — Ahe  sun  had 
set  before  you  had  observed  it. 

Cla.  No,  indeed)  fa^her^^  since  yoa  desired  me 
not  to  meet  Lothak — and  1  told  bim  what  you 
had' desired — i  have  never  seen  ^bim  but  in  the 
<;ott«ge  here,  when  you  were  present. 

Kel.  You  are  a  good  girl— a  dutiful  child,  and 
I  believe  you — you  never  yet  deceived  me, 

Cla.  Norewrcr  wrU,  d^ar  ffitlhejr^— but — 
*  Kel.  But  what? 

Cla,  I — I  find,  rt  very  lonely  passing  the 
borders  of  thefdrest  without — without — 

iKel:  Without  Lothair  > 

Cla.  Yoti  know  'tis  dangerous,  father. 

Ket.  Not  Iwrtf  so  dangerous  as  loves — subdue  it, 
-ehild,  in  time. 

Cla.  But  the  robbert  ? 

KeL  Robbers !  what  then?— ^they  cannot  injure 
•thee  or  thy  father—^AlasI  we  have  no  mpre  to 
flose— yet,  thou  hast  one  tteasure  left*--innocence! 
— Guard  well  thy  heart,  forshoAlM  the  fatal  pas-. 
.•«ion  there  take  root,  'twill  rofc  th^fpf  thy  peacd. 

Cla.  Yoi>  told  me,  mice,  love's  iihpiilse  could 
4iot  be  resisted. 

Kgl:  When  die  object  t«  worthier, Jt  should 
AOt  be  indulged.  - 

Cla.  Is  Lothair  worthless? 

KeL  No — but  he  is  poor^  almost  fy^  ypq  ave. 

XJla.  Do  riches  without  love  giveh&ppipe$»  ? 

Ket.  Never. 

Cla.  Then  I  must  be  ijttjiappy  (f  I  wcjd  the 
;3ylifl€rGrinaotf.  ..  /  . 

KeL  Not  so — not  so  ;r~iocl£|]^nd6t>ee  gives 
^  *c6mfort,  but  loveiwitEout  competei^oe  is  eci^lQss 
/jfoisery.  You  ean  meyer  wed  Lothair.  : 

Cki  { Sig fling )\\. cm  never  lova  ibe  milkr.  . .: 
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Kel.  Then  you  shall  nev^r  marry  fa4fii~>thoQgh 
tQsee  you  Grindoff's  wife  be  the  hst  wish  of  your 
old  father'a  heart.   Go  in,  child ;  go  in,  Claudine*. 
(^CUmdine  JcUjtes  his  hmd^   und  goei  iMo  the  €tfi^ 
iage)  'Tls plain  her  heart  is  ri vetted  to  Lotbair,' 
and  honest  Qriodoff  yet  must  6ue  i^vain.     I 
know  Aot  how  to  act,  the  thought  of  leaving  :ber 
aloiteand  unpcotectecl^einbitterse^ery  moii>eoi.that> 
I  live.     She  has  beeh  my  only  joy,  my  only  com^ 
Ibrt  through  an  age  of  sorrow  1  To  deny  Lotbair 
will  but  increase  her  hatred  to  the  miller — I  kaoltr 
not  how  to  wiU 

Enter  Loth  air  haatitjf. 

Lot.  A^hl  iKelmar,and:aloiie! — wbeare  is  C}a«K 
daoe? 

Kei.  At  honae,  in  het'fethcr's   house, — where 
shodldshe^be? 

Itoi.  Xben  she  has  escftped— she  is  safeattd  I 
am  happjr~J[  4id  aiQt  accompany  bet  in  vain! 

KeL  A<?company ! — aocompany }— rHas  sbeilthen 
told  a»e  a  falsehood  ?->-- were  you  with  .bee,  Lo*- 
-  tbair? 

Im.  N(^-Tj»e— ^'di3.  (Amde.Jl  m«bt  not  alarm 
)ii«i. 
^    KtL  W<bat  iqean  !^e^  contsadlctitms  ?  , 

ito/.^ei^Rew  «ot  I. was  iwtar  ber-r—YoTi  haye 
denied  our  meeting — but  you  cannot  prerentonsr 
touring  her — I  iiave  ^ateh*d  Ji^r.  daiiy  through 
the  ^Uage  and  aAong  the  borders  of  4he  ibrest. 

jKW.  I  thank  y<Mi;  but  she  needs  no . guard  ; 
her  poverty  will  protect  her  from  a  thief. 

.4;^.  WiUhfer  l^tiuty  ppotectjher  from  aliher- 
iaiie»? '  . 
JS^L  tl«^r  virtine  5i^i]il. 

:  fjQt.  I  njio^bt  h  .>-^wh|t.cati  bar  rBsaatance  ^avidl 
agftinWibe  pDwerful  anna  of -viMainy  ^ 

Meh\  Js  Hh^e  «uck.  a  ^t^setdh  ?  r 
^  .»Zu*.'Tlier«4s*'  '       .  • 
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Kel.  Lothair,    Lothair  !    I  fear  you  glance  "at 


^i 


1 


the  Miller  Grindoff.     This  is   not  weli }   this  is        ra 
not  just. 

Lot.  Kelmar,  you  Wrong*  me  ;  *tis  true,,  he  is 
my  enemy,  for  he  bars  my  road  to  htippin^s. 
Yet  I  respect  his  character ;  the  riches  that  in- 
dustry has  gained  him  he  employs  in  assistihg'the  ^n 
unfortunate— be  has  protected  you  and  your  child, 
and  I  honor  him.  5 

Kel:    If  not  to    Grindoiar,   to   whom  did  you        1 
allude  ? 

Lot.  Listen  : — As  I  crossed  the  hollow  way  in       t 
the  forest,  where  the  old  oaks   twine  their  huge       '. 
arms  across,  and  make  the  road  most  gloomy,  I       ;! 
heard   a  rustling    in    the  copse.      Claudin^  lied       ':\ 
reached  the  bank  above.      As    1    was    foUowila^'i 
voices,  subdued  and  whispering,  struck  my  ^r* 
Her  name  distinctly   was   pronounced:     "  'Sbe"      i 
oomes,"  said  one  ;  "  Now  !  now  we  may  s^ftre       t 
her,*' cried  the  second;    and  instantly  tvi^o  tneh 
advanced  ;    a  sudden  exclamation  burst  from  my        1 
Kps,  and  arrested  their  intent ;  they  turned  to  seek        \ 
liae,  and  with  dreadful  imprecations  vowed  death 
to  the  intruder.     Stretched  beneath    a  bush  of 
holly  I  lay  concealed;     they  passed   within  my 
reach  ;  I  scarbely  breathed,  while  I  observed  them 
to  be  ruffians,    uncouth  and  savage^— they  Were 
banditti.  .        :     <i 

.  Kd.  Banditti  !  are  they  not  yet  contedt  }  'AH 
that  I  had — all  that  the  hand  of  Pr6videftce 
had  spared,  they  have  deprived  me  of ;  and  would 
they  take  my  child  ? 

Lot.  'Tis  plain  they  would.  Now,  Keliaar, 
hear  the  last  proposal  of  him  you  have  rejected. 
Without  Claudine  my  life  is  but  a  blabl^,  useless 
tjQ  others,  and  wretched  to  myself  ;  it  shall*  be 
risked  to  avenge  the  wrongs  you  h&ve  suffered. 
I'll  seek  these  robbers  !  If  I  should  fall,  your 
daughter  will  more  readily   obey  your  wisb, -and 
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become  the  wife  of  Grindoff.  If  I  should  sue» 
ceed  promise  her  to  me.  The  reward  I  shall  re-« 
ceive  ivill  secure  our  future  comfort,  "add  thus 
your  fears  and  your  objections  both  are  satisfied^ 

Kel.  {afectea)  Lothair,  thou  art  a  good  lad^  a 
noble  lad^  and  worthy  my  daughter's  love ;  she . 
had  been  freely  thine,  but  that  by  sad  experience 
I  know  how  keen  the  pangs  of  penury  are  to  a  ' 
parent's  heart.  My  sorrows  may  descend  to  her 
when  I  am  gone,  but  I  have  nothing  to  bequeath 
her  else. 

Zo/.  Then  you  consent? 

KeL  I  do,  I  do  ;  but  pray  be  carefuL  I  feat 
'tis  a  rash  attempt ;  you  must  have  help* 

Lot.  Then  indeed  1  fail  as  others  have  before 
TAfi.  No,  Kelmar,  I  must  go  alone,  pennyless, 
unarmed,  and  secretly.  None  but  yourself  must 
know  my  purpose^  or  my  person, 

iCeL  Be  it  as  you  will ;  but  pray  be  careful ; 
come,  thou  shalt  see  her.  {The Mill  stops.) 

Lot.  rU  follow  ;  it  may  be  my  last  farewelU 

KeL  Come  in.  I  see  the  mill  has  stopped* 
Grindoff  will  be  here  anon  ;  he  always  visits  me 
{It  night-fall,  when  labor  ceases.     Come. 

[^Exit  Kelmar^ 
.  Lot.  Yes,  at  the  peril  of  my  life  TU  seek  them. 
With  the  juice  of  herbs  my  face  shall  be  disco* 
loured,  and  in  the  garb  of  misery  Til  throw  my- 
self within  their  power — the  rest  I  leave  to  Pro* 
vidence — But  the  miller  cbmes. 

[^Exit  to  the  Cottage^ 

{Mutic.  Th€  Miller  appears  in  pttspecHve  comngfrotnthc 
Crag  in  the  Rock.  ^A$  the  Boat  disappears  on  the  <kppo* 
site  side  the  twfi  Robbers^  Ribtr  and  Gol^tz,  enter  hastily^ 

Hi.  We  are  too  late-— she  has  reached  th«  cot^ 
tage. 
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Qq.  Curse  on  the  interruption  that  detaini^d 
us  ;  we  shall  be  rated  for  this  failure. 

Hu  Hush-  uot  so  loud,  {goes  iw^iwuly  tQ 
the  mndQ»  of  the  cottage.)    Ha !  Lotbair. 

Oo.  Lothair !  'twa$  be  then  that  marrM  our 
purpo8(e  ;  be  shall  smart  ibr't. 

J^.  Back— back  ;  be  comes.  On  his  return  hfi 
dies  ;  be  cannot  pass  ya  both.  (Mmic.) 

i'^hg/  Vftirf  a^  the,  J^^n^  drqws  t^  to  the  Bank — the  Wilkr 
Jumps  ashore — Lothair  at  the  same  moment  enters  fpm 
the  Cottage. 

Gri.  Lothair  1  (appears  disconcerted.) 
Lot.  Ay — my  visit   here   displeases  you^    no 
doubt. 

Gri.  Nay,  we  ^re  rivals,  but  not  enemies,  I 
trust.  We  love  the  same  girl;  we  strive  the  best 
wp  can  to  ^in  her — if  you  are  fortunate  I'll  wjsh 
you  joy  with  all  my  heart ;  if  1  should  have  the 
luck  on*t,  you'll  do  the  same  \)y  me  I  hope. 

Lot.  You  have  little  fear  ;  T  am  poor,  yo(U.  are 
rich.  He  needn't  Jbok  far  that' Tvould  see  th^ 
end  on't. 

Gri.  But  you  are  young  and  fikely.  1  am  ho- 
nest and  roug|;i ;  the  chances  are  ^s  much  yqurs. 
as  mine. 

'   Lot.   Well,  time  will  shew.      I  bear  you  no 
enmity.     Farewell ! 

Gii.  He  must  not  pass  the  forest  (^aside.)  Whi- 
ther go  ypu  ? 

Lot.  To  the  village — I  must  haste,  or  Hwill  be 
late  ere  I  reach  the  ferry. 

Gri.  StSLj, — my  boat  shall  put  yon  across  the 
river. 

Mi.  {who  with  6olot%  watches  them  from  the 
side, )  He  will  escape  us  yet. 

Gri.  Besides — the  evening  looks  stormy^  come 
•^k  will  save  your  journey  half  a  league. 
'  Mi.  It  will  save  bis  Kfe ! 
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Lot.  Well,l  accept  jour  offer^and  1  tfaank  you. 

CrU  Your  hand* 
.  liOU ,  Farewell  !  {he  goes  to  the  boat^) 

Jti.  Curse  on  this  chance ;  we  have  lost  him.,  i 

Go.  But  a  tinoe  may  come  (the  boat  goes  4^.) 
.  Hi.  A  time  shall  come! 

GrL  So  I  am  rid  of  him;  if  he  bad  metClau<« 
dine! — but  she  is  safe-**now  then  for  Kelniar. 

^Exit  to  the  cottoie. 


SCENE  II. 


Tie  Foreit'-'-^Utanl  Thunder^KhRh  enters,  dragging  l^er 
kifh  a  Pbrtummteau. 
Karl.  Here^s  a  pretty  mess ! — here  ft  precibutf 
spM  of  work  ! — Pleasant  tpon  my  soiil--^losi  in 
a  labyrinth  without  love  or  liquor-^the  sifn  gbtitf 
down,  a  storm  got  up^  and  nd  getting  out  Of  ^i# 
vile  forest,  turn  which  way  onib  wilL 
Fri.  {withovt)  Halloo,  Karl!  Kfarlj 
Karl.  Ah,  yon  may  call  atfd  .ba^L  biadtCfr  6t 
nrae;  yoaMl  not  disturb  any  thing  here  \ttti  k 
wild  boar  or  two,  and  a  wolf,  perhaps. 

Enter  Fbibero. 

Pri.  Karl^  where  are  you  ? 

Karl.  Where  am  1 1  thai's  what  I  want  to 
know — ibis  cursed  wood  has  a  thousand  turn- 
ings, and  not  one  that  turns  right* 

jPrt.  Careless  coxcomb ;  said  you  not  you 
could  remember  the  track  ? 

Karl.  So  I  should.  Sir,  if  I  could  find  the 
path — but  trees  will  grow,  and  since  I  was  here 
last,  the  place  has  ^ot  so  bushy  and  briety  that 
-*-that  1  have  lost  the  way* 
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Fri.  You  have  lost  your  senses. 

KarL  No,  Sir,  I  wish  I  had — unfortunately, 
my  senses  are  all  in  the  highest  state  of  per- 
fection. 

Fri.  Why  not  use  them  to  more  effect  ?   ' 

Karl.  I  wish  I'd  the  opportunity ;  ray  poor  sto« 
macb  can  testify  that  I  taste — 

Fri.  What? 

Karh  Nothing,  it's  as  empty  as  my  head  :  hut 
1  see  danger,  smell  a  tempest,  hear  theory  of  wild 
Iieasts,  and  feel—* . 

Fri.  How  ? 

KarL  Particularly  unpleasant,  (thunder  J  Oh, 
t^e  are  in  for  it ;  do  you  hear,  £ir  ? 

Fri»  We  must  be  near  the  river  ;  could  we  but 
reach  the  ferry,  'tis  but  a  short  league  to  the  Cha* 
teau  Friberg. 

Karl.  Ah  !  Sir  ;  I  wish  we  were  there,  and  I 
seated  in  the  old  arm  chair  in  the  servant's  hall 
talking  of*^Holloa ! 

Ffe.  What  now  ? 

KarL  I  felt  a  spot  of  rain  on  my  nose  as  big 
M  a  bullet.  {thufider)T\ierej  there  it's  coming  on 
9^ain-*-seek  some  shelter,  Sir ;  some  hollow  tree, 
^ilst  I,  for  mv  sins,  endeavour  once  more  to 
find  the  way,  and  endure  another  curry-combing 
among  these  cursed  brambles. — Come,  Sir,  {storm 
increases)  Lord,  how  it  rumbles — this  way.  Sir 
•*-tbi3Way.  [^EJi'emt.. 
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SCENE  IIL 

A  Room  in  the  Cottage — Door  and  Window^  lire  on  oni 
sidCf  Table,  Chairs,  ifc^     Grindoff  and  Kelmar  discovered* 

Kel.  'Tis  a  rough  nigh;^  miller,  the  thunder 
roars^  and  by  the  murmurlDg  of  the  flood  the 
mouniaiu  torrents  have'  deiicended — Poor  Lo» 
tbair»  he'll  scarcely  have  lirossed  the  ferrj. 

Gri.  Lotbair  by  this  is  safe  at  home»  old  friend; 
before  the  storm  commenced  I  passed  him  in  my 
boat  across  the  xistt  {cuide.)  He  seems  less  anx- 
ious for  his  daughter  than  for  this  bold  stripling. 

Xel.  Worthy  mao^  you'll  be  rewarded  for  ail 
such  deeds  hereafter.  Thank  heaven^  Glaudine  is 
safe  !   Hark  !  {Thunder  heard) 

Gri.  She  is  safe  by  this  time^  or  I  am  much 
mistaken,  {aside.) 

Kel.  She  will  be  here.  anon. 

Gri.  I  doubt  that  {uside.)  Come^  here's  to  her 
healthy  old  Kelmar ;  ;would  I  could  call  you  fa* 
ther ! 

KeL  You  may  do  soon^  but  eyen  your  protect 
tion  would  oow^  I  fear«  be  insufficient  to-*- 

Gri.  What  mean  you  ? — Insufficient! 

KeL  The  robbers — this  evening  in  the  forest—^ 

Gri.  Ha ! 

Kel.  Did  not  Lotbair  then  tell  you  ? 

GrL  Lotbair ! 

KeL  Yes — ^but  all's  well ;  be  not  alarmed^  see 
she  is  here. 

6rrt\  Here  !  , 

{Jt  this  moment  Claudine  enters,  and  Grindojf  endeavours 

to  suppress  his  surprize. 
Claudine  !   Curse  on  them  both  ! 
KeL  Both  !   how  knew  you  there  were  two  ? 
Gri.  'Sdeath — ^yoUj   you  said  robbers^  did  you 
not  ?    They  never   have    appeared  but  singly, 
therefore  I  thought  you  meant  two. 
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KeU  You  are  rigUt  i  but  for  Lothair  thej  had 
deprived  me  of  my  child. 

Grri.  How  !  Did  Lothair  ?  Hiimph  !  he's  i 
courageous  ydiilh. 

Cla.  Thit  be  is ;  but  he's  gentle  too.  What 
hds  happened  ?  .i 

-  KeL  Nothing,  child  !  nothing  faiide  tdOri.) 
do  not  speak  on't;  'twiU  terrify  her«  Coihei  CiaU^ 
dine,  now  for  supper.  What  have  you  brought 
us? 

Cla.  Thanks  to  the  ihiller's  bounty-^plenty. 

Kel.  The  storm  increases  !  (a  voice  heard  with'' 
but,  '*  Holloa,    Holloa  !")  and  hark  !     I  hear  a 
voire;  listen  I    {voice  without  "  Holloa.'*) 
^     Cla.  The  cry  of  tome  bewildered  traveller, 
{The  crgf  repeated^and  a  violent  knock  at  the  dedr.) 

Kel.  Open  the  door. 

Gri.  Not  so  !  it  may  be  dangerous. 

Kel.  Danger  comes  in  silehceahd  in  Secret ;  tny 
ddoF  wa^  neybi  shut  against  the  wretched  while  I 
knew  prosperity^  nor  shall  it  be  closed  now  tb  tiif 
fellows  in  misfortnne.  Opeothe  door  I  say. 
(The  knock  is  repeated^  and  Chudine  opens  it.) 

Karl  entere  with  a  Portmanteau. 

far.  Why  in  the  name  of  dark  nights  and  tem- 
pests didn't  yoii  open  the  door  at  first;  have  you 
no  charity  ? 

Kel.  \n  our  hearts  plenty — in  our  gift  but  lit- 
tle—yet all  we  have  is  yours. 

JTar.Then  Til  share  all  you  have  with  my  mas« 
t*t — thapk  you,  old  gentleman  ;  jrou  •wont  firre 
the  worse  for  sheltering  honeM  Karl^  and  Count 
Frederick  Frib^rg. 

GrU  Friberff ! 

K^r.Aj,  1*11  Boon  fetch  hiiiH^he's  waiting  n^w 
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looking  as  melancholy  as  a  ^monrnipg  coacli  ip  a 
spaw  storm,  ^t  the  foot  of  a  tree, — vre\  as  a 
droyme^  ratr— so  stir  up  the  fire,  bless  you  ;  clafi 
on  the  kettle — give  us  Xl^e  best  eatables  and 
drinkables  ypu  hi^v^-r-a  clean  table-cloth— a  cou- 
ple of  ^arm  beds — anc)  don't  stand  upon  cere- 
mony ;  we'll  accept  every  civility  and  comfprt 
you  can  bestoi^r  upon  us  wfthout  scruple. 

r  Throws  down  the  pQrttnantea^  0nd  emit. 
Gru  ]Prib^rg>  did  he  si^y  ? 
C/q.  'Xif  the  youpg  Cpiint  so  long  f  ^(p^cted. 
Kel.  Can  it   be  possible — without   aU^ndants^ 
and  at  such  ^  time  too  ? 

^i.  (  Looking  at  the  portni({nteaiU,  on  tohifh  is 
ihe  name  in  brans  n(iils)  It  piust  be  the  saine— n 
|^elmi|r»  gqad  pight. 
Kef.  iHay^  not  yet,  the  storm  rages. 
Qri.  I  fe^r  it  may  increase — yoiir  yinitors  ma^ 
ipet  like  my  company — ^gpod  night.     \^As  he  goea 
fo  the  door  Count  Frederick  etiters^  followed  hjf 
fart,  and  stopping  $i^ddenlff  fji^s  the  Milier,  a$ 
recollecting  him.    Grindoff  appfqrs  to  avoid  hi$ 
gcrutint/.^ 

Fri*  Youf  kiqdness  is  v^ell  timed,  yre  might 
l^a^  p^ris|i'd-^9f  cept  n»j  thank^.— I  should  know 

Grt.  To  me  your  thanks  are  not  due. 

jFW-  Th^t  voice  too  ! 

Gri.  This  ho^isQ  i^  Kelmar's* 

Fri.  K^lmar'st 

Kel.  Ay,  my  dear  master,    my  fortunes  have 

"  deserted  me,  but  my  attachment  to  your   family 

aU^l  femi^ina. 

[  Eri  Worthy  old  man^^how  happens  this;  the 

f iciyei^  ten%Bt  of  my  lat<^  father's  land,  the  honest 

ihf;  faithful  Kelroar  in  a  hoyel  ? 

Kei.  It  will  chill  your  hearts  to  heiM^« 

ITar.Then  don't  tell  us  pray,  for  our  kodies  are 
crampt  with  cold  already. 
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Eel.  'Tis  a  terrible  tale. 

JKVzr.Tben  fof  the  love  of  sr|ro6d  appetite  and  t 
dry  skin  don't  tell  it,  for  Tve  been,  terrified 
enough  in  the  forest  to-nigbt  to  last  me  my  life. 

Fre.  Be  silent,  Karl.       [feiircs  ^ith  Kelmar. 

Gri.  In— in  the  forest  t 

Kar.  Aye. 

Gri.  What  should  alarm  you  there? 

jfiTar.What  should  alarm  me  there ;  come  that's 
a  good  one.  Why. first  I  lost  my  way  ;  trying  to 
find  that  I  lost  the  horses ;  then  I  tumbled  into 
a  quagmire,  and  nearly  lost.my  life, 

Gri.  Pshaw  !  this  is  of  no  consequence* 

Kar.  Isn't  it  ?  I  have  endur'd  more  hardships 
since  morning  than  a  knight*  errant.  My  head'^ 
broke,  my  body's  bruised,  and  my  joints  are  dis- 
located. I  haven't  three  square  inches  about  me 
but  what  are  scarified  with  briars  and  brambles ; 
and  above  all  I  have  not  tasted  a  morsel  of  food 
since  sun-rise.  Egad,  instead  of  my  making  a  meal 
of  any  thing,  I've  been  in  constant  expectation  of 
the  wolves  making  a  meal  of  me, 

Grri.  Is  this  all  ? 

Ear.  All ! — No  it's  not  all,  pretty  well  too  I 
think-^when  I  recovered  the  path  I  met  twd 
polite  gentlemen  with  long  knives  in  their  hands/ 

Gri.  Hey! 

£ar.And  because  I  refused  a  kind  invitation  of 
their 's,  they  sported  afifronted, .  and  werejiistoa 
the  point  of  ending  all  my  troubles^  when  up  came 
my  master. 

Gri.  Well ! 

JSTar.  Well — y^s,  it  was  well  indeed,  for  after  a 
struggle  they  made  off—- one  of  them  left  his  stipff 
behind  though  ;  look,  here's  a  poker  to  stirrup 
a  man's  courage  with  !  {Shercing  a  poniara. 

Gri.  A  poniard. 

Ear.  Aye. 

6n.  Give  it  me. 
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j^dr.Por  wbat  ?  W%  Wfiil  spoil,  did^at  I  w»  it 
fb  battle  ?  1^0,  lH  keep  it  as  a  trophy  o^mf  tie^' 
tory. 

Crfi.  ti  wilt  bo  safer  in  my  poftsessioDy  it  majf 
feaJ  to  a  discovery  of  Km  wh<>  wore  it — and— 

JPar.  It  may— you  are  right — ^thereferel'U  de- 
Uves  it  into  the  bands  ^  Count  Frederiitk  ;  bv'll 
soon  ferret  the  rascals  out ;  set  a  reward  on  theitf- 
beads — 5000  crowns  dead  or  aiive !  thatfs  the  way 
to  maDoeuvre  ^em*  Humph  !  don't  like.that  ehap^a^ 
aevet  saw  such  a  ferocious  black  musi^lie  iu  mjTlifi^ 
^-thai  miller^s  a  rogue  in  ^r8io« 

Fire.  Nay^  nay,  speak  of  it  no  more«  I  wilt  bo4 
take  an  old  man's  bed  to  ease  my  youtbftil  timbs ; 
fBave  slept  soundly  on  a  ruder  Goocb^-^^aiid  tkit 
ehair  shall  be  my  restiag^^laoa* 

C(a.  Tbe  miller's  man,  Kibef^  peffhiipft^eM^ttOK 
Certaiir  his  excellency  better^  he  keeps  th»  Flas]( 
here  ^n  the  hill^  Sir. 

GrU*  His  bouse  contains  butoae-bed(« 

Jtaf .  Only  one  ? 

Cri.  And  tliat  ir  occupied^ 

JiSir^  lliedevilitial 

JSre^  I't  mattfera  not ;.  t  am  contented)  bare J> 

Jtor.  'fkat'siDore'thstt  I  wau^ 

6rt\  But  stajr^pevcbanoe  bis^g^esi  has  l^ft  ii;  if 
io  'tis  at  Count  FiiederidL's  swvioe*'  FU  brifi|f 
you  word^(a^i£fe.)--*l  may  now  pff6¥eatsttfp9iser«- 
The  stoiim  has  ceased* ;« I  w41ireiisraiiiimedi»(ely.^^ 
{Orindqffas  lie  goes  out  ^ftroii^!  down  thes^th 
of  a  dagger^) 

Pri.  iLelmar^  tell  me,  ^ho  ia-thatmaa  ?<da^«rd()l) 
Ket.  The  richest  tenant  Sir^^  jiM  baiK  ;'  v^hai 
Kelmar  was  when  jwk  departed' firaoa  Bobktdfia, 
Omdbff  now  is. 

fy^«  Grindaffl— >I  reueiBbfer'  m  mjryoiill^  a 
fAYoureJ  servant  of  my  faMMr's^t  wb»  KSiliM^^ 
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bim  in  countenance  and  voice^  tbe  recollection  is 
strong  upon  my  m^mory^  but  I  bbpe  deceires  mtg 
for  he  was  a  villain 'who  betrayed  his  trust. 
,  KeL  I  have  beard  tbe  circumstance,  it  happened 

i*tt«t  before  I  entered  your  good  father's  service— 
lis  name  was  Wolf. 

Fre.  The  same. 

Kar.  And  if  this  is  not  the  same  I  suspect  he  is 
a  very  near  relation. 

KeU  {Angrily )^^j.  Sir,  you  mistake — Grind- 
eff  is  my  friend,-— <rome,  Claudine,  is  all  ready? 

£ar.Oh,it*s  a  sore  subject^is  it  }{Kelmar  retires) 
Yoar  friend  is  he,  old  gentleman  ? — Sir — Sir—  " 

Fre.  (  Who  has  become  thoughtful)  Well !  what 
IfeCyyou^ 

Kar.  I  don't  like  our  quarters.  Sir ;  we  are  in  a 
bad  neighbourhood. 

Fre.  I  fear  we  are ;  Kelmar's  extreme  poverty 
may  have  tempted  him  to  league  with — ^yet  bis 
daughter. 

£ar.  His  daughter — a  decoy! — ^nothin^buta 
trap;  don't  believe  her.  Sir ;  we  are  betrayed;  mur- 
dered if  we  stay  here.  I'll  endure  any  thin?,  every 
thing,  if  you  will  but  depart.  Sir.  Dark  nights,  bad 
roads,hail,  rain,  assassins,  and — hey !  what's  this  i 
(sees  and  picks  up  the  scabbard  dropt  by  Grind- 
off. )  Ob,  Lord,  what's  the  matter  with  me  ?  my 
mind  misgives  me;  and  here  (he  sheathes  the 
dagger  in  it  and  finds  it  fit)  fits  to  a  hair—we  are 
in  the  lion's  den  ! 

Fre^  'Tis  evident,  we  are  snared,  caught. 

Kar.  O  Lord  !— don't  say  so. 

Fre.  Kelmar ;  I  have  bethought  me  ;  at  every 
peril,  I  must  on  to-night. 

Kel:  To-night  i 

XJla.  Not  ta4iigfat  I  beseech  you,  you  know  not 
half  your  danger. 

Kar.  Danger  !  ttf«'^e)Cockatrice  !— I'll  thank 
you  for  that  portmanteau. 
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Fre.  Let  it  remain-^(^o  Karl)  it  may  be  aa 
ebject  to  them^  'tis  none  to^me^ — it  will  be  safer 
here  with  honest  ^elmar« 

Kel.  But  why  so  sudden  ? 

Kar.  My  master  has  recollected  something  that 
must  be  donie  to-night — or  to*morrow  it  may  be 
out  of  his  power.  * 

Cla.  Stay  till  the  miller  returns. 

Kar.  Till  he  returns  !(tfst(le)Ah^the  fellow's  gone . 
to  get  assistance,  and  if  becomes  before  we  escape 
we  shall  be  cut  and  hash'd  to  mince-meat. 

Fre.  Away  !  {as  Fre.  advances  to  the  doot  OrinU^ 
Renters  suddenly.) 

Kar.  It's  all  over  with  us; 

KeL  Well,  friend,  what  success  ? 

Gri.  Bad  enough,  the  Count  must  remain  here* 

Fre.  Must  remain! 

Gri,  There  is  no  resource. 

Kar.  I  thought  so. 

Gri.  To-morrow  Riber  can  dispose  of  you  both. 

Kar.  Dispose  of  us ! — {aside)  Ay,  put  us  to  bed 
with  a  spade — that  fellow's  a  eravendi^ger. 

Fre.  Then  I  must  cross  the  ford  to-night. 

Chri.  Impossible ;  the  torrent  has  swept  the  ferry 
barge  from  the  shore  and  driven  it  down  the 
stream. 

Kar.  Perhaps  your  boat  ? 

Gfi.  Mine!  'twould  be  madness  to  resist  the 
current  now— and  in  the  dark  too. 

Fre.  What  reward  may  tempt  you  ? 
.  Gri.  Not  all  you  are  worth.  Sir,  until  to-mor- 
row. 

Kar.  To-morrow !~-Ah  !  we  are  crow's  meat  to 
a  certain^. 

Gri.  (tooking  askance  round  the  roam.)  Alt  is 
right,  they  have  got  the  scabbard,  and  their  suspi* 
ciopsnow  must  fail  on  Kelmar  (aside.) 

lExit  Grindoff. 

Fre.  Wdli  "Vre  must  lubmit  to  circuvstaaces 
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99     .    THE  MILLEIt  ^ND  ^fS  M£J^,      (;dct  t 

{a9i€k  toKarl)  Dp  n<4  appear  alarmed  ;  yfkfiOt  fU  it 
9tiJI  we  mAy  escape. 

jr«r.  Why  not  now  ?— tbere  a;».pnl^  twA-p/'^nU 

JPftf.  There  may  be  ottiers  near. 

Jiph  Ppom^  *WWwn,  pr«pat#  JVpftf^ 
SESTETTE. 

C/o.    Stay  9  pritbit»  ^fa^rr-^  pigbt  ^ii  idtrk^ 

^rtftf.  We  must  away^ 

War.  Pray  come  away, 

Cla.  TtMaiglitis4M'k» 

if//.  Hark!l^k!%k; 

C/o.    Stay»  prithee  stay,  the  w^y  is  lone. 

The  ford  is  deep — ^the  boat  is  eone. 
KeL    And  mouatao  turBeats  aveil  4ne  iioodf 

jlad  rgl>b^  liijrk  ^rJll^n  d^f  >oef)* 

4//.     Here  \  ^^^  I   must  stay  till  nocoteg  M^fat 

Breaks  through  the  dark  and  dismis!  irigl|t. 
And  merry  sings  the  rising  lark, 
•  4BdiHiab'dtb4oigbtbir4-^wk!  b^d^i  barkf 

{ClauSine.  tenderly  detains  Frib€rg9  Kdvwr  ttit  s^fnp  v^itl^, 
Karl-^and  the  group  is  enclosed  by 

SCENE  JV. 

Jifyresfnfingthd^th(ifthe  Forest,  Jinffr  Id^th^,  MfAfu 
dress  and  complexion  are  entirely  changed,  hishab^imn^ 
are  wretched^  tfCt 

Lot  This  vtSLW,  ikk-^  Aa  aoaiMf^  of  the 
blast,  at  intervaU^  I  heard  the  tcead  of  feet~aiidl 
as  the  moon's  light  hurat  from  the  stormy  clouds, 
Isavtvo  figqres  glide  like  defevted  spirits  to 
this  deep  glen~-Now  heaven  prosper  me^^  for  my 
aitempt  is  desperate  !  ah,  they  eome  I 
iMusic,  Enter  Riber — Golotz follows;  they  Igok  round  cqu* 

iiousfyr^en  aSeance  to  a  particular  rock  w^ch  if  nearly 

€§neeakd  iy  underwood  and  rpots  ofirt^eSf 

Lpt.  ^q\Al--r(the  roVbers  start  and  eye  him 
wii^ferociqiLs  sufpfise)  So  mj  purpofdif  «CQOfl|* 
plidi'd^  at  fast  I  have  aiscoTcred  you. 
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EL    Indeed  !  it  will  CMt  jan  dear. 

Lot.  It    has   alreadjF"^!    ha¥e   beea   hunted  . 
through  the  country— but  naw  my  U'fe  is  safe. 

Bi.    Safe! 

Let.  Aj,  is  it  not  ?  would  you  destroy  a  com- 
rade ?— Look  at  fiie^  learch  me,  1  am  OBaraied,  de« 
fenceless ! 

Go.  Why  come  you  hither  ? 

Lot.  To  join  your  braye  band— the  terror  of 
Bohemwi. 

Mi^    How  knew  you  oitr  retreat  9 

Z^t,  Na  nftattfr^^  the  #eryice  of  Count  Fri« 
berg  1  h^Yt  bees  dtsgr«ced->-and  fly  fireni 
puoidbaent  to  seek  revenge. 

€r0^    {to  Ribw)  Hmt  eay  yon  9 

Lot.  They  hesitate  ( aside)  The  young  Count  it 
fiur  from  bemo^-^and  his  same  I  may  use  without 
daneer-^Lead  me  to  your  chief. 

^«  Wfe  will*--fiot  so  £Mt»  your  eight  nnrnt  be 
concealed,  {offering  to  hind  his  foreJiead.) 

Zot,  Xh  !  (heMitates)  May  I  trust  you  ? 

Go.    Do  you  dottbt  ? 

Hi.    Might  we  not  dispatch  you  as  yoa  are! 

Lot,  £DOiigb,(<tejf  CMQ»/Wf«<gM)«— Bind  me 
wd  letd  po. 
[Mutie.  Biter  Ut$  iowtCu  flat  8tme  m  the  Rock'-^Gobtft 

Itatb  Lotkmr  t9  cT— lA^f  enttr,  and  he  %$  drawn  up. 

SCENE  V. 

A  Cavern.  BanHiti  grouped — variowfy  emphyedi  chiefly 
tareuring  round  a  Table— on  which  are  Flasks  of  Wine, 
Ifci^cJ^in  the  back  Ground,  elevated,  is  seen  a  Recess; 
on  which  is  inscribed  "  Powder  Magazine:** — Siepe 
rfidely  qtt  in  the  Roek  lead  to  t^— qti  the  r^ght^  other 
8tq»s  lead  to  an  opening  in  the  Cave. 

CHORUS^BAKPITTI. 

Fill,  l>oys9  und  driok  nbout^ 

Wine  will  baaisfa  gonrow ; 
(Come  drain  ti»e  goblet  ont. 

We'll  bare  more  to-morrow. 
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SLOW  MOVEMENT. 

We  live  free  from  fear. 

In  harmony  here, 
Combin'd,  just  like  brother  and  brother. 

And  this  be  our  toast. 

The  free-booter's  boast. 
Success,  and  good  will  to  each  other ! 
Chorus— Fill,  Boys,  &c. 

As  they  conclude^  enter  Ravina. 

Rm.  What ! — carousing  yet,  sotting  yet ! 

Zin.   How  now,   Rayina ;  why  so  churlish  } 

Rav.  To  sleep,  I  8ay-*-or  wait  upon  yourselves. 
I'll  stay  no  longer  from  my  couch  to  please  you. 
Is  it  not  enough  that  I  toil  from  day-break  but 
you  must  disturb  me  ever  with  your  midnight  re- 
velry ? 

'  Zin*  You  were  not  wont  to  be  so  savage^  wo- 
man. 

Rav.  You  were  not  wont  to  be  so  insolent.  Look 
you  repent  it  not. 

1^^.  Pshaw  !  Heed  her  no  more.  Jealousy 
hath  soured  her.     I  forgive  her  railing. 

Rav.  Forgive! 

.  Zin.  Ay,  our  leader  seeks  another  mistress,  and 
His  rather  hard  upon  thee  I  confess  after  five  years 
captivity,  hard  service  too,  and  now  that  you  are 
accustomed  to  our  way  of  life, — ^we  pity  tbee« 

Rav.  Pity  me  ! — I  am  indeed  an  object  of  com- 
passion ;  seven  long  years  a  captive,  hopeless  still 
of  liberty,  habit  has  almost  made  my  hc^art  cold 
as  these  rude  rocks  that  screen  me  from  the  light 
of  heaven—Miserable — lost  Ravina — by  dire  ne- 
cessity become  an  agent  in  their  wickednessj  yet 
pine  for  virtue  and  for  freedom. 

Zin.  Leave  us  to  our  wine ;  come^  boys,  fill 
all>  fill  full. 

Robbers.  Ay,  ay,  a  health!  a  health ! 

Zin.  To  our  captain's  bride. 

Robbfrs.  '^  To  our  captain's  bride  V^ 
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(A  ebigle  fioie  an  the  hugle  is  heard  from  below* 

Zin.  Hark!  'tis  from  the  lower  cave^  (note 
Repeated)  She  comes;  Ravina^  look  you  receive 
her  as  becomes  the  companion  of  our  chief;  re- 
member. 

Eav.  I  shall  remember.  So,  another  victim  to 
hypocrisy  and  guilt.  Poor  wretch,  she  loves,  per- 
haps^ as  I  did,  the  miller  Grindoff ;  but,  as  I  do^ 
may  live  to  execrate  the  outlaw  and  the  robber. 

(The  trap  in  the  floor  is  thrown  open,  and  Riber  ascends,  fol* 
Jawed  by  Golotz  and  Lothair. 

RobbeTM.  Hail,  to  Our  new  companion. 
Rav»  A  man ! 

(Lothair  tears  the  handage.  from  his  eyes  as  he  arrives  in  the 
€ace;the  robbers  start  back  on  perceiving  a  man. 

Lot.  Thanks  for  your  welcome. 

Zin.  Who  hava  we  here  ?  Speak! 

Ri.  A  recruit ;  where  is  the  captain  ? 

Zin*  Where  is  the  captain's  bride  ? 

Rl,  Of  her  hereafter.  {A  bugle  is  heard  above, ) 

Robbers.  Wolf! Wolf! 

{Grindeff,  in  Robber^s  apfarel,descend$theopening,adoanca, 
and  seeing  Lothair,  starts., 

Gri.  A  stranger  ^ 

Lot.    Grindoff !     {the  Robbers  lay  hands  on . 
swords^  ice.) 

Gri.  Ha  I  betiray'd  1  who  has  done  this  ? 

Ri.  I  brought  him  hither,  to 

Ori.  Riber ;  humph  I  You  have  executed   my 
order-s  well,  have  you  not  ?  where  is  Claudine  f 

JftOf/  Claudine  !  (aside)  Villain,  hypocrite.    ^ 

Gri*  Know.you  Claudine,  likewise? 

Ri.  She  escaped  us  in  the  forest,  some  med- 
*dlmg  fobl  thwarted  our  intent,  and— -« 

Grt.  Silence,  I  know  it  all ;  a  word  with  you 
presently:   dow>  stranger,  but  1  mistake;    we 
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fthouW  beold  acqu&ititMce^  ttty  diatiD&i^  M  fsmi^ 
liac  to  yon:  >ir bat  isytut  purpiMe  hefr^ 

XolL  Revenge. 

Gri.  Oo  whom  ? 

Xi9<.  Oq  one  whose crueltj  and oppretsUa^^ll 
desenre:  it. 

Gru  His^name  ? 

ZoU  (Aside)'  Wdold  L  dan  raeatiom  lit ! 

HL  He  complains  of  Count  Friberg^^ 

Gri.  Indeed  !  then  your  purpose  will  be  soon 
ateomplisbedr  he  arrifed  this  night,  and  sA^It^rs 
at  old  Kelmar's  cottage  ;  he  sbatt  never  pass  the 
river;  should  he  once  reach  the  Chirteatt  Pidiiiarg^ 
it  would  be  fatal  to  our  band. 

LoU  Arrived  !  (aside)  What  have  I  done  1  My 
^al  indiscrefion  nus  destn^ed  hiin^— — fet  Mm 
fall  by  my  hand. 

Gri.  It  may  tcenAk,  it  treinblbs  MW  I  The 
firmest  of  our  band  have  iailed  {jloolting^  iStfisr.) 
Hencefortbtheenterpritfe^shaU  be  oig^owli; 

Lot*  Let  roef  accompany  yoUi 

Gri^  Not  to^night» 
*   Lot.  To*nightr 

Gri.  Ay^  before  the  dawn  appears^  he  dies  »  ■ 
Kiber  !  {toUiair  cinsps  Ms  Itands  in  agony;  Itider 
advances. ) 

Hav.  What^  more  blood!  Muai  Friberg'a  Uft  be 
addedta  the  list? 

Gri*  It  must ;  our  safety  claims  it. 

Ra'a.  Sfaortrsightedt  mati^r  will  noihis'dteth 
doubly  arouse  ihk  sluggish  arm  of  juitiiief  fothis 
^uv policy?  The  whole  country^. bttterte kept 
in;  awe  by  dissension/ apA  selfiah-  foaTj.  will  jAati 
reflect  in  time  :  beware  their  iPetialtMliail ! 

Gri.  When*  I  need  ar,  woman**  eeuas^*.  1%  «ek 
it  of  the  eompasaopate  Rwina ;«  Rilieiiit  sa]^ 

iZi  L  waii  your  ofderi. 
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Scene  r.]    T&E  MfLllEFt  AND  HIS  U^.         it5 

Gri.  Look  jou,  execute  them  better  than  the 
last,  lookto't — the  count  aa^  bis  companion  rest 
at  Kelmar's  ;  it  must  be  done  within  an  hour  : 
arm  and  attend  me :,  at  the  tame  time/- 1  will  se- 
cure Claudine  ;  and  dhould  Kelhiar'^  vigilance 
interpose  to  mar  us,  he  henceforth  .shal!  be  an  in- 
mate here. 

Lot.  Oh«  villain  ! 

Gri.  How  mean  you  ? 

Lot.  Friberg — let  me  go  with  yoor 

Gri.  You  are  too  eager,  I  will  not  trust  thjr 
inexperience  :  Trpst  you !  what  surety  have  we 
for  your  faith  ? 

Lot.  My  oath. 

Gri.  Swear  then  never  to  desert  the  object, 
never  to  betray  t^eicause  for  which  you  sought 
our  band,-— Revenge  on 

Lot.  On  him,  who  has  deeply,  basely  injured 
me,  I  swear  it. 

Gri.  {to  Riber,)  Quick,  arm.  and  attend  me, 
{JRiber  retires) \te  those  sacks  in  the  mill  disposed 
of  as  I  ordered  ? 

l6t  R.  They  are. 

ChrL  Return  with  the  flour  to-morrow,  and  be 
careful  that  all  assume  the  calmness  of  industry 
and  content.  With  such  appearance,  suspicion 
itself  is  blind ;  'tis  the  safeguard  of  our  band  : 
come,  some  wine,<— your  name  ? 

Lot.  Spiller. 

Gri.  Fill  me  a  goblet,  and  then  to  business,— 
The  Miller  and  his  Men. 

Robbers.  The  Miller  and  his  Men. 


{Grnidojf  then  puis  on  his  Miller's  frock,  hat,  tfc.  Riber 
advances,  armed  withpisiols  in  his  belt, a  dark  lanthorn,  6sc. 
and  they  retire  up  the  opetdng  as  the  Banditti  sing  the 
Chorus* 

E 
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CHORUS,  '    '    * " 


I  ;  - 

N#w  to  tilt  ¥^tmt  lie  repair, 
^wbilfe  liktt  qpirite  wander  tl/t^e  ;• 
I»  d^jkne^s  we  secure  ouf.  prev. 
And  vanish  at  the  dawn  ofday. 


•  •       '»  #  ,  ■    ' 

r 


EN9  0P  MOTL 


ii  - 


..«..  •'. 


.  I  •  I      .    »   ■       I        4  4/  ...»  •       (»     » .  **     *  I  4  •  *    i  i;  i  •  *    .  • 


\     \  h        >  . 
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ACT  II  SCEN£T. 

*Thtf  /irterfo^  bf  Ktlmdr's  cottage  dshtfbre.  Fredkrick  Ajicep 
in  a  Chaif,  redtning  oh  n  Tdbh,  beneath  which  Mi  tf 

'  tkS  apposU'e  Side  near  ^  I^re,  Kiart  Is  seen  HketifiU 
asleep.  Jtredefick's  Sfmfd  tiel  on  the  Tabte,  Tfc^  JRi* 
nearlif  extingttish^d, 

£tttcr  Claudine  with  a  lamp. 
Cliitidine. 

j^LLitiU-^all  flileui  ;  the  Count  arid  hit  com*. 
^p^tiiOB  are  undisturbed  !— What  tan  it 
tnetef  Hj  filtber  .>rabd/srtf  froiu  hii  bed,  rektle$B 
u$  ffifftdlfi  Al»8^  the  in^rmiti^9  of  age  and  sot-n»w 
afflict  him  sorely.  N^ht  aftar  night  X  IhrQW 
mjself  upon^  sleepless,  couoh^  feady  to  fly  19  kis  « 
assistances^  and — liua|i~huj5li !  ^ 

KklMAW  ehtirs,  CtAv)bi'iit  eittnguishii  'tU 

Ket:  They  'sleep— stfefep  s'ciuhdty— efA  Aiey 
awak6,  1  ttiay  tetdrii^lfroih  tny'eAavnty.  If  (5rin. 
doflPs  story  wascorrect,  I -still  may  trust  tiim — 
dtilt  may  the  Count  confide  itr  him— but  his  be- 
haviour last  hig'ht,  utiUsual  ^iid  ray^t^rioui,  hafigs 
like  aftfaUfnl  drertm  Upon  my  mrrfd— hi^  dfixifety 
to  leave  the  eottlge,  his  agitatfoti  at  the  appc^ar- 
atkie  erf  Cdutvt  Fribe^g;-  Bo«  abotef  a(I,  his  as- 
sertion that  the  ferry-barge  Wat)  Hfit,  dhturbd  M^. 
My  doubts  shdH  soon  be  eiYdedi  At  thiis  lone 
hour  i  ma^  pass  thebor-ders  Sinpetc^ivett,  a^  the 
grey  dawn  that  now  gUftulieri  in  the  oast  will 
direct  my  path. 
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[Looh  about  him  as  fearful  of  disturbing  th  ^epersyand 
Exit. 

I    Claui>im£  advances.    : 


V  C/a.  Y^?;  it  wa«  my  father.  He  appears  un- 
lisually  agitatedT-'Abf  it  may  be — sometimes  he 
wanders  on  the riv^r'sbripk  watching tbebrightorb 
idfday  bursting  from  the  ^ark  treesj  and  breathes 
a  prayer,  a  blessing  for  his  child  ;  yet  Hisr  early, 
very  early,  yet  it  maybe — oh  father,  my  dear,  dear 
father  !  \Exit. 

Kar.  Yaw  !  (snoring) — damn  the  rats  !  Vaw ! 
what  a  noise  they  keep — Hey,  where  am  I  ? — Oh, 
in  this  infernal  hovel ;  the  night-mare  has  rode 
-me  into  a  jelly  ;  then  such  horrible  dreands,  yai# ! 
iBnd  such  a  swarm'  of  rats;  damn  the  rutBj(lays  %is 
huhd  on  his  poniard)  they'd  better  kieep  off,  for  1 
WB  hungry  enough  to  cat  one— bew-»-cu  (shiver^ 
ing)  I  wish  it  were  morning. 

\A  darklanthorn  borne  by  Riber  has  appeared  at  themndow; 
at  this  moment  Riber  half  enters  the  room,  but  suddenly 
retires,  observing  a  light  occasioned  by  KarFs  stirring  the 
fire  with  his  dagger.  This  gives  more  li^ht  to  the  stage. 

KarL  What's  that?  {listens)  Nothing  but  odd 

noises  all  night:  wonder  how  my  master  can  sleep 

for  such  a  yaw  !— aw  ! 

{Lies  doVL'n^  Riher  enters  cautiously ,  holding  foruard  the  Ian- 
thorny   Grindqff  follows^    Riber    on    seeing   Frederick 

,    dravcs  a  poniard.  J$  he  raises  his  arm,  Grindoff  catches  it 
and  prevents  the  blow^    Music  appropriate^ 
Gri.  Not  yet -^ first  to  secure  my  prize— Clau- 

dioe-^These  are  safe. 
Kar.  How  the  yarmint  swarm ! 
Gru  Hush,  he  dreams. 

,  .  Ri,  Ijt  shall  be  his  last* 
Kar.  Rats  ! 
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jRi.  What  says  he  ?  • 

Ear.   Rats  ! — they  atlcavia  from,  the  railL  \ 

Ri.  Da  they  so? 

Kar,  Ay — set  traps  for  'em,  poison  'em. 
[Riber  again  attempting  io  advance,  is  detained  by  Grindqffl 

Gri,  Again  so  rash«— remember  i 

JTar.  I  shall  never  forget  that  fellow  in  the 
forest. 

Ri.  Ha— Do  you  mark  ? 

Gri.  Fear  them  not^  be  still  till  I  return;  he  is 
sounds  none  sleep  so  hard  as  those  that  babble  in 
their  dreams — stir  not,  1  charge  you — yet  should 
Kelroar — ay — should  you  hear  a  noise  without, 
instantly  dispatch.  [_Exit  Grindoff. 

•     jRt.   Enough ! 
[At  this  time  Karl  again  awakes^  and  observes  Riber ;  fie 

grasps  his  dagger,  and  matching  the  motion  of  the  Robber 

acts  aQCordingltf'" 
This  delay  is  madness,  but  I  must  obey. 
(he  looks    at  the  priming   of  his  pistol— then  towards  the 

tabU'—Karl  drops  to  his  position* 
Hey,  a  sword ! 

(he  advances  and  removes  it  from  the  tabU^ 
Now  all  is  safe — Hark  ! 
{J  noise  without  ^  as  of  something  falling) 
'Tis  time— *if  this  should  fail   my  poniard  will 
secure  him. 
( Riber  advances  hastily ,  and  in  the  act  of  bringing  itis  pistol 

to  the  level  against  Frederick,  is  stabbed  by  Kaxh   ^^ho 

has  arisen  and  retreated  behind  the  table  to  receive  him  ; 

at  the  same  imtant  Grindoff  enters,  and  Frederick  rush-^ 

ing  from  the  chair  at  the  noise  of  the  pistol,  seizes  him  by 

the  collar y  and  Group  stand  amazed^     Music. 

Fre.  Speak,  what  means  this  ? 
•     Kar.  They've  caught  a  Tartar,  Sir—that's  a]l~ 
Hey!  the  Miller  !  [advancine:. 

GrL  Ay! 

Fre.  How  came  you  here? 
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Gri.  To — to  do  you  service^  •  '     .   * 

Fre.  At  sucli  ill  Jmr  1  .      i        ' 
Gri.  'Tis  never  too  late  to  do  gooi***- 

Crrt.  Ye»-^yoii  liave  been  »  danger^ 

far.  Have  we  ?    ThauLyov  for  j<>ur 

CW.  You  kavel)een  watched  by  tbebftuditti. 

Fre,  So  it  appears. 

jfiusr.  But  how  did  you  know  it? 

Gri.  {Co^fiiud)    There  is  my  piropf  {pointing 
to  the  body  of  liiber.) 

Kar.  But  bow  the  plague  got  you    iuto  the 
house — thro'  a  rat-hole  ? 

Fre.  Explain  ? 

Gri.  Few  words  will  do  that:— On  my  rtturn^ 
tp  the  mill  I  found  you  might  repose  there  better 
than  in  this  house ;  at  all  events,  1  knew  you.would 
be  safer  in  my  care« 

Fre.  Safer  !  Proceed— -what  mean  you  } 

Kar.  Safer  !  ( aside. ) 

Gri.  Kelmar ! 

Fre.  Hah  ! 

Gri.  Had  you  no  suspicion  of  bim — no  mis- 
trust of  his  wish  to-^-to  detain  you  ? 

Fre.  1  confess,  I —        -  ^ 

Gri.  {to  Karl)  the  poniard  you  obtained   ii 
the  forest^  that  you  refused  to  give  me- 

Kar.  This  ! 

Gri.  -  *is  Kelmar's. 

Fre.  Wretch  ! 

Kar*  I  thought  so;  I  found  the  gheatb  here. 

Gri.  I  knew  it  instantly — my  suspicious  were 
aroused— now  they  are  confirmed  ;  Kelmar  is  in 
league  with  these  marauders—- 1  found  the  door 
open,  you  still  slept.  I  searched  the  house  for 
him,  he  is  no  where  to  be  found,  be  and  bis 
daughter  have  absconded  —are  you  satisfied  ? 
■     Pre.  I  ai«. 

Kar.  I  am  not ;  I  wiUi  we  were  safe  at  home. 
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I'm  iw  covsrd  by    day-ligkt^  hmi  I  Bate  adi^en- 
tures  of  this  kind  in  the  dark. 

Gri.  Follow  me — ^}'0u  cannot  mistake^  see 'tis 
ilav-rbr^k— -ait  th«  cottage  cl^e  ta  (h^  oaRFow 
hiidgfi  tbaA  paaaes  tbe  rayine  you  wiH  fiad  re« 
po«e» 

i?V-^.  Wa^'llifoiAo^  you. 

£iir.  LofrAlkawa>  juba  tufty  be  d^oeiiFcrfi  Jb 
took  you  for  a  gfeat  rogue  now,  but  I  find  you 
are  a  good  christian^  tho'  you  are  a  yery  ill  look- 
ing man.  v 

Gri.  We  can't  all  be  as  fiandsome  as  you— - 

[^ExitGrindqff". 

j^kr*     No,  nor  as  witty  a?  you.---I  doijr't  half 
like  ti{iftt  felJow  yet  {gets  the  portjnarrteaa.  J  Now 
Ifae  sooner  we  ane  off  the  better^  Sir.    As  for  tbis 
ftllow^   the  rats  may  take  care  of  faim. 
(A  thriek  heard  mtfyput^  Frederick  drawi  his  swords  aruf 

rmJkiovt.         «•-    » 

Fre.  Karl--.fpllow  me  f 

JTar.  WliaJtrmore  adventures  !  Vm  feady^  I 
lay,  {j^o.the  lfo4y  of  Riber)  take  care  oXthep«rt- 
maiifeaii,  wilt  3;ou  ?  XExit* 


.   1 1 .  .  i    ♦  • . 

SCENE  II. 


The  Fore^st- 

Grindoff  enters  with    Claudine  in  his  arms,  and  is  sten 
i^neudinf  herand  MinselfinihfSecrtt  Rock;    Hr  lets 
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dpt^ft  tl^  flat  tt0m '  and  dmppian  at.  Frederick  in  hinte 

itUers. 

Fre.  Gone !  yanish'd  !  Can  it  be  possible  ?• 
Sure  'tin  witchcraft.  I  was  close  upon  him^— 
Karl !  The  cries  of  her  he  dragg'd  with  him'  too 
have  ceased^  and  not  the  faintest  echo  df  his 
retiring  footstep  can  be  heard — Karl  f 


Enter  Karl. 

Kar.  O  Lord — pho  !  that  hill's  a  briber, 
why  where  is  be  ?   didn't  you  overta,ke  Uiia  ?. 

Fre.  No,  in  this  spot  be  disappeared  ano^saqk 
as  it  should  seem^  <guost-like  .into  the  very  eartb 
— Follow  !  ^  .  ^ 

Kar.  Follow  !    follow  a  Will-o'-the-wisp  t 

Fre.  Quick. — aid  me  to  search* 

Kar.    Search  out  a  ghost ;    merej  en  us  not  I. 

Fre.  He  must  be  qe^r.        ., 

Kar.  So  much  the  worse..  I  hate  spirits  incl 
bugaboos,  and  all  their  kin— can't  abide  'em. 

Fre.  Ridiculous. 

Kar.  So  1  think — I'll  follow  you  thro*  the 
world— fight  for  you— the  best  cock  giant  rob- 
ber of  *em  all — but  if  you  are  for  hunting  gob« 
blins— I'm  oflF— Hey,  where  the  devil's  the  woman 
tho'  ?  If  she  was  a  spirit^  she  made  more  noise 
than  any  lady  alive,  i    > 

Fre.  Perchdnce  the  villain  so  closely  pursued 
has  destroyed  his  victim., 

kar.  No  doubt  on1;  ;^he*8  kill'd  her  to  a  cer- 
tainty;  nothing  but  death  can  stop  a  woman's 
tongue..  .    Vj    ^v*    c.   ...  >i. ....  ■ ' 

Fre.  {Having  uarcf^t^  in  v^in}  From  the 
miller  we    may  gain  assistance;    Griudoff   no 
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dcfuht  in  acquainted  with    every  turn  an«d  outlet 
of  the  fcrrest ;— quick^  attend  iue  to  the  mill. 

[^Exeunt. 


SCENE  III: 
The  Cavern. 


Music.  Robbers  discovered  asleep  in  different  parts  ofihe 
stage.  Lothair  as  on  guard,  wit%  a  'Carbine,  stands  be^- 
neaththe  Magazine. 

Lot.  Ere  this  it  must  Be  day-light— -yet  Gcia- 

doff  returns  not — perchance  their  foul  intent  has 

fail'd— the  fatal  blow,  designed  for  Frib'erg  may 

have  fallen  upon  himself.     Ho.S;^. tedious  drags  the 

time  when  fear^  suspense^  and  doubt  thus  weigh 

upon  the  heart !— 'Oh»  Kelqocar,  beloved. Claud ine^ 

jou  Utile   know  my  peril  {looks   at  the  mtious 

groupea  of  Banditti,  and  carefully  rests,  his  car^ 

bine  at  the  foot  of  the  rugged  steps  leading  to  the 

Magazine)  While  yet  this  drunken  stupbr.  iditkes 

their  sleep  most  death-like — let  me  secure  a  ter*- 

riblebut  just  revenge.— If  their  iufernal  purpose 

be  accomplished,  this  is  their  xew&rdr-(^raziu  a 

toil  of  fuzefronf  his  bososn)  The^ie  caveriis  that  • 

spread   beneath  the  naill,  h^ve  varriotis  outlets^ 

and  in  the  fissures  of  the  rock  the  train   will  lie 

unnoticed. — Could  I  butreacrhtbe  magazine! 

Music.  Lothair  retires  cautiously  as  he  pldces  bisfbot  over 

the  body  of  a  Robber,  who  is  seen  asleep  dn  the  steps  Had" 

ing  to  the:  Magazine :  bp  accident  hetwdiii  tiecdrbine 

tshich  slips  4iwn ;  the  Robber  ieingdi^utbid  alters;  hig 

position  while  Lothair  stands  ever  him-^but  c^in  re* 

F 
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potesr^'-'Lothair  advances  up  the  Ueps.  jis  he  arrives  at  ibe 
-  magazine^  Woffs  signal  is  heardfrom  above^  the  Robber* 

instantly  start  up,  and  Lothair  at    the  same  moment 

epringsfrom  the  steps,  and  seizing  his  carbine  stands  in 

his  previous  attitude  i  immediately  Wolf  is  seen  descending 

the  opening  on  the  right  with  Claudine  senseless  in  Ai> 

arms. 

Jlobbers.  The  aignal ! 

Go^  Wolf!  We  rejoice  with  you. 

JjOt.  Have  you  been  successful  ? 

Gri.  {Having  set  down  Claudine)  So  far^  I 
bave. 

Lot.  Claudine — merQiful  powers!  (aside)  But 
JLelm^ir — 

Gri,  Shall  not  long;  escape  me — Kelmar  once 
$ecure^  his  favourite^  my  redoubted  rivaU  yoirn^ 
I^bthair^  may  next  require  attention.  Where  is 
KaYina  f — Ob^  you  are  come. 


...r  Enter  RkYivAf 

Ha.  1  am ;  what  is  your  will  ? 

Gri.  That  you  attend  Claudine— -treat  her  as 
^ou  would  treat  me. 

Ha.  1  will,  be  sure  on't. 

Gri.  Look  you,  fail  not.  Lead  her  in  (Ravin(t 
assisted  leads  off  Claudine.  J  I  cannot  wait  her  re* 
f^oTery,  danger  surrounds  us. 

RoVbers.  Danger  I 

'Gri.  Ay,  every  eye  must  be  vigilant,  every 
lieart  resolved — Riber  has  been  stabbed. 

Lot.  Then  Friberg — 

Gri^  Has  escaped. 

Lot.  Thank  heaven!  [Re-enter  Ravina. 

Gri,  How? 

Lot.  Friberg  is  jitill  reserved  for  me. 

Qri.  Be  it  sor^your  firmness  shall  be  provedt 
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lla.  80— one  act  of  ^illany  is  spared  you  J  prirr» 
•&e  yout  fate  no  farth^r~Desi9t^  be  i/ratned  id 
time. 

Grt.  Fool !  Could  Roman's  vrdaknesid  Urg6  me 
to  retreat,  my  duty  to  our  band  ^ouldnow  make 
such  repentance  treachery. 

Robbers.  Noble  captain  ! 
.  Gri.  Mark  you,  my  comraldes,  Kelnitar  hashed; 
left  his  house — ^no  doubt  for  the  Chateau  Friberg. 
The  suspicions  of  the  Count  are  upon  him.  All 
mistrust  of  me  is  banished  from  his  mind,  and  I 
have  lured  him  and  his  companion  to  the  cottagei 
of  our  lost  comrade  Riber^ 

Lot^  How  came  Claudine  to.  fall  into  your 
power  ? 

Gru  I  encountered  her  alone  as  I  left  Kelmar'd 
4iottage.  She  had  t)een  to  seek  her  father;  I  seized 
the  opportunity,  and  conveyed  her  to  the  secre 
pass  in  the  forest ;  her  cries  caused  me  to  be  pur*' 
^  suedj  and  one  instant  later  I  liad  fallen  into  their 
hands-^by  this  time  they  have  recoyered  the 
path-way  to  the  mill.  Spiller  shall  supply 
Riber's  place — be  prepared  to  meet  them  at  tb^ 
Flask,  and  prove  yottrself-^ 
'  Lot.  The  man  I  am;   I  sv^ear  it. 

Gri.  Enougb,  I  am  cfontent. 

Ra»  Content ! — Such  guilt  as  thine  can  nevef 
feel  content.  Never  will  thy  corroded  h6art  havef 
rest'-^YearB  of  security  have  fnade  you  rash,  in- 
cautious— wanton  in  thy  cruelty — and  you  will 
never  rest  until  yoor  miivtakea  policy  destroys 
your  band. 

Gri.  No  more  of  thia~Her  discontent  is^  dan*^ 
gerous— Spiller  ! — ^when    you   are   prepared    to^ 
l^ave  the  cavern,  make  fast  the  door ;  Ravina  aball 
li^main  here   confined  until  our  work  above  if 
&pisl)ed. 
Lot.  I  understand-^ 
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Gri^  Gqlotz  and  the  rest — who  are  WQftt  io 
cheer  our  revels  with   your  music^  beiip  yffkiimg 
at  the  Flasks  as  travellers^  wandering  Savoyards— r. 
t;ll  the  Count  and  hU  follower  are  saf<$  witbipour 
tpils  ;  the  delusion  maj  sp^re  us  trouble.  I  kopWj 
them   resolute  and  fierce•<-*-a^d  should  they  once, 
suspect^  tbo'  our  numbers  overpower,  tbeiii^  the 
purchase  may  cost. us  dearr— away— time  presses. 
Spiller — remember!*— 
\  [^Exit.Gru  and  Robbers^ 

Lot.  Pear  me  not*-^ypu  soon  shall  know  me« 
{4f  Wolf,  ifc.  gooffs  Lothair  immediately  runs  up  the  steps 

to  the  Magazine,  and  places  the  fuze  within^  doies  the 

door,  .and  directs  it  towards  the  trap  by  which  He  first 

entered  the  cave. 

Be.  Now  then  hold  firm  niy  heart  and  hand  ; 
one  act  of  vengeance,  one  dreadful  triumph,  and 
I  meet  henceforth  the  Hatred,  the  contempt  of 
Wolf,  without  a  sigh.  Accustonfted  here  to  scenes 
of  deaths  deeds  tLut  once  had  made  me  shrink^ 
with  horror,  degeuerate  nature^  now  consents  to, 
a:tU''{in great  agitation)— : 

(She  advances  to  the  table,  and  taking,  a  phial  frotik  hen 
bosom  pours  it  into  a  cup^^somfl  liq/uor  pn .  it-^and  goes 
cautiously  across  the  stage  to  wfiere  C^audine^has^  bee^ppn" 
ducted^  ,  . 

Ha.  A^  ;8he  reyixes-r^e,??.  yet  h«r.  iK.wild^fd. 
senses  prpclaiin  W  sittfa^ion,  sh^^will  driAk*-*. 
and--     , 

[Lothfiirwho  bqs  watched  the  conduct  ofRavina,  -ai  thu 
moment  seizes  the  cup  and  casts  it  away*. 
.  Lot.  'Hold^  mistaken  woman;  is  this  your  pity 
for  the.  unfor4u]iate--<>«-of  your  own  sex. too?  Are 
you  the  advocate  oF  justice  and  of  •  mercy— who 
ci^re  condcimn  the  cruelty  of  W*lf-^y*t  with 
your  own  hand  would  destroy  an  innocent  fel-^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Sctntlll.^  THE  MILLER  AN;Ef  HIS  MEN.  9h 

Ipw  creatureT**bjrQkeflfllevted«  hdipless.  and  fbf^ 
Ipro  ?  Oh  shape. ! — shaoia!*^ 

^a*  An4  whp  i$  be  that  dares  to  school  me  thus?.- 

Lot.  Who  am  I  !• 

Ra.  Ay  !  that  talk  of  justice  and  of  mercyv 
3^  p?.Bt  tp  sbf  d  th«  blpokd  of:  Friberg  ! 

Zo*.  {aside)  Now,  dared  I  trust  her — I  must, 
there  is  no  resource^  for  they'll  be  left  together. 
Rayina — say,  what  motive  urged  you  to  attempt 
an  act  that*  t  must  believe  is  hateful  to  your  na- 
ture ? 

Ra.  Have  I  not  cause— *  ample  cause  ? 

Lot.'  I  may:  reoiove  it 

.R(^  Can  you  remove  the  pangs  of  jealousy?' 

Lot.  I  can — Claudioe  will  never  be  the  bride 
of  Wolf. 

JRa,  WhQ^eaq  preyentit? 

Lot.  Her  hus])and. 

Ra.  Is  it  possible;.' 

Lot.^  Be  cooviBced — Glaudioe^  Glaudine  ! 

C/a. (Entering) 'Tis  fae/tis  heathen  I  amfiafe.Ah!. 
who  aretbese^  and  in  what  djpeadful  place  ami  ? 

Lot.  Beloyed  ClaudkieircaO' this  di«gui0econ« 
ceal  me  ? 

Cla.  Lothair— I  was  not  )deceiyed><  (fdlU  iuto 
his  aryMs*) 

ita,  LQthaii:.! 

Lot.  hy,  h^r  affianced  husband— -Ravina,  oufi 
live9  arejn  your  pow0t*;  preserve  them  and  saye 
yourself;  one  act  of  glorious  repentaoee,  and  the 
blessings  of  the  surrioupdiagi  cowntry  are  yours. 
Ob^er^e  j 

[Mwic.  ■  Lotiair  points  ta  the  Magazine ;  shew^  the  train  to 
Ravina^  and  explains  hi$  intention ;  then  gives  aphosphp* 
ru$,fy\tfle  pohich  he.shetpijb^pjirpq^  of^  fhe^cAmprehind^ 
hitti.  Cl(iudine\aQtion,  asti^ishmnt  am  tenter.  Lo* 
their  opens  the  trap,) 
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-^Be  careful,  be  cautious  J  implore  you ; — conVey 
the  train  where  I  may  distinctly  see  yod  fc'om 
without  the  mill ;  and  above  all^  let  no  aniiety 
of  mind,  do  Year  of  failure,  lirge  yoti  io  fire  the 
traini  till  I  gite  the  signal.*- Remember^  Clatu- 
dine  might  be  the  victim  of  such  fatal  indiscrey 
tion. 

Ra.  But,  Wolf* 

[At  thu  moment  Wolf  returns,  andliearing  his  name  halts  at 
the  back  of  the  scene. 

Lot.  Wolf  with  his  guilty  companions  shall 
fall  despised  and  ezecrated-^Ah !  remove  the 
train.  [aside. 

fVolf.  Villain} 
{Levels  a  pistol  at  Lothair,  Ravina  utters  an  exclamation 
of  hotrOT'-^Claudine  retreats,  and  removes  the  train  to 
the  foot  of  the  steps. 

Lot.  Hold  ! — you  are  deceived. 

Wolf.  Do  you  acknowledge  it  ?-***but  'tis  the 
last  time. 

Lot.  One  moment. 

Wolf.  What  further  deception  ? 

Lot.  I  have  used  none — hear  the  facts. 

Wolf.  What  are  they  ? 

Lot.  Hatred  io  thee— jealousy  of  the  fair  Clau^ 
dine  urged  this  woman  to  attempt  her  life,  {points 
to  Claudine.) 

Wolf.  Indeed  !— for  what  purpose  was  that* 
pass  disclosed  f  (pointing  to  the  trap.) 

Lot.  I  dared  not  leave  them  together. 

Wolf.  Vain  subterfuge — your  threat  of  de- 
struction on  me  and  my  companions — 

Lot.  Was  a  mere  trick,  a  forgery,  a  fabrication 
to  appease  her  disappointed  spirit— induce  her 
to  quit  the  cave,  and  leave  Claudine  in  safety. 

Wolf.  Plausible  hypocrite — Ravipa  his  D(^ 
weapon  of  destruction— ^how  then  ? 
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ZoU  Ah !  We  are   saved  (a#<^>*-Behold^  let 
Gonviction  satisfj  your  utmost  doubts. 
[He  itmiches  the  phial  which  Ravina  has  retained    in  her 

hand. 

Wolf.  (Looking  on  the  label)  Poison  \ — ^you 
then  are  hooest — Wolf  unjust — I  can  doubt  no 
longer.  Fiend  !  descend  instantly^  in  darkness  and 
despair  anticipate  a  dreadful  punishment  [^MusiCm 
{Ravina  clasps  her  hands  in  entreaty ^  and  descends  the  trap^ 

which  is  cloned  violently  by  Wolf. 

Wolf.  Now,  Spiller,  follow  me. 
\Wolf  takes  his  broad  MiHer^s  hat  which  had  caused  his 
return^  and  Exit,  Lothair  following^  and  looking  back 
significantly  at  Claudine,  who  then  advances,  cautiously 
opens  the  trap,  gives  the  train  to  Ravina-^^and  Exit,  to  the 
side  to  where  she  was  first  conducted^  Music  appropriate 
during  this. 


SCENE  IV. 


The  Cottage  of  RiMzi.    The  Sign  of  the   Flask. 
Enter  Frederick. 

Fre.  How  lon^  must  these  perplexing  strange 
tvents  keep  me  from  my  home,  my  friends,  my 
wife  ?  Wearied  with  the  toils  of  war,  on  the 
wings  of  expectation  I  flew  to  the  enjoyment  of 
repose  and  peace  !*r— Well,  a  few  short  hours,  and 
piMtience-^ 

Enter  Kxnh. 
Fre.  This  must  be  the  house  ! 
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Kar.  CIe»r  m  d«y4igbt ;  Ibok,  Sfr,  ^he 
"  Flask!*' oh,  and  diCTe  stands  tttetaill'!^!  su^^ 
foseoMroogh  undtoa^b,  M  aster  Or nidoff,  ^U 
be  here  presently.  Well,  I'm  glad  we  are  in  'khe 
xight  road  at  last;  for  soch  his  ^nd  oufs,  and  tips 
and  downs^  and  circutubetidibusses  in  that  forest  I 
never — 

Fre.  True ;  Ve  ipay  now  obtain  guides  and 
assistance  to  pursue  that  ruffian  I — 

Kar.  Pursue  again  ! — not  to  save  all  thp  she 
sex  !^ — Flesli  and  blood  can't  stand  this,    (^uide.) 

Pre.  (Abstracted)  Yet  after  so  long  an  ab« 
TCnce  delay  is  doubly  irksome — couldlbutse^ 
lier  my  heart  doats  on  ! 

Kar.  Ah  !  cotiid  I  but  scfe  \Yliat  my  heart 
doats  on— a  plate  of  alatAode  beef. 

Fre.  My  sweet  Lauretta—*- 

Kar.     A  dish  of  sour   crout. 

Fre.  Fool  ! 

Kar.  Fool !  so  1  musn't  ei\joy  a  good  dinner 
even  in  imagination.  Eating  and  drinking  seems 
to  be  high  treason  now-a-days. 

Fre.  Still  complaining  ! 

Kar.  How  can  I  help  it|  Sit  ^  I  can't  live  upon 
air  as  you  do. 

JFV^.  Yoti  had  pleniy  la«tnfghtl. 

Kar.  St>Ihad  last  ChriatipMiV^ir  ;  and  what 
sort  of  a  supper  was  it  after  all? — Oneapple^  two 
pear8>  three  bfiaelies  of  *  sknir  grape»^  and  a  bdwl 
of  milk  :  one  of  y^r  forest  m<mlSB-<«4  eao'4  tlbidtf 
such  a  cruel  cold  diet*-- Oh  fdr.a  btimper  of  bran^ 
dy  !  but  unforttmately  my  digeMioQ  ke>ps  pacd 
i^ith  my  appetite-^rm  always  Hungry . 

{Music  heard  within  the  Flask.. 

Fre.  Hush  ! 

Kar.  What's  that?  somebody  tickling  a  harp 
into  fits  ?  Soft  music  always  makes  me  doleful 
as  a  duck'in  dry  weather. 
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Fre.  Go  into  the  kousf^^stay ;  remember  I 
veuld  be  private. 

JTar.  I^rivate-^-in  a  public  house.  Oh^  1  uij^der* 
itandj  incog ;  but  the  miller  knows  you^  Sir, 

Fre.  That's  ao  reasep  all  his  people  should. 

Kar.  I  smoke-r-they'd  be  awed  by  onr  dij^niiy 
and  importance — ^poor  things,  I  pity  'em— -they 
are  not  used  to  polish'd  society — Holloa  !  house  ! 
landlord  t  Mr.  Flask. 

jBn/erLoTHAiR. 

Good  entertainmeiit  here  for  man  and  beasts  Tm 
told. 

Lot.  You  ar«  right. 

Kar.  Well !  here's  master  and  I ! 

Lot.  You  are  welcosie,  I  dare  not  say  other- 
wise ;  Wolf  is  on  the  watclb  (aside)  {Waif  has  ap^ 
peared  at  a  window*)  '\ 

-Kar.  Have  you  got  any  thing  ready  ?  [smaak^ 
ing  his  lips.) 

Lot.  Too  much  I  fear. 

Kar.  Not  a  bit.  III  warrant.  Vm  devilish 
sharp  set. 

Lot.  Well,  ^ou  are  just  in  pudding*time« 

Kar.  iPuddmg  \  have  you  got  do  me,at  ? 

Lot.  I  must  ask  bim  {aside,  a^  looking  romd 
ansiously)  won't  your  mastar— 

Kar.  Sio  !   he  livens  upon    lovf^  j  j^ut  dpb't  bo. . 
alarm'd,  I'lt  make  it  worth  your  vrfeile;  Vm  ni» 
meals  in  arr^ar^  and  can  swallow  enough  for  both 
of  us.    {^Exit  Karl  with  Lothair  to   the  Flask; 
Wolf,  '^f^o  has  watched,  closed  iht  window. 

Fre.  Yes,  I'm  resoived^-the  necessity  fof  i^assr 
ihg  the  river  must  by  this   time  have  urged  tha 

{peasantry  to  reestablish  tlie  ferry-^-d^Uyis  neqd« 
e¥g.  ril  away  instantly  to  the  Chateau  Friber^ 
and  with,  my  own  people;  jretiirntp  redress  the 
Wrongs  of  my  oppressed  and  su^eriog  tattaotri 
— w«U,  your  news  ?  (Enter  Karl. ) 

G 
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Enter  VU^L. 

Knr.  Glorious  !— The  landlord,  Mr.  Flask,  is 
a  maa  after  my  own  heart,  a  fellow  of  five  meals 
a  day.* 

JFrc.  PAaw  ! — who  are  the  musicians  ? 

JTar.  Ill-looking  dogs,  truly ; — Savoyards,  I 
take  it ;  one  plays  on  a  thing  like  a  fr ving-pan, 
the  other  turns  something  that  sounds  like  a 
young  grindstone. 

Fre.  What  else? 

Kar.  As  fine  an  imitation  of  a  shoulder  of 
mutton  as  ever  I  clapt  my  eyes  on. 

Enter  Kelmar,  exhausted  ly  haste  and  fatigue. 

Fre.  Kelraar! 

Kel.  Ah  !  the  Count  and  his  companion,  thank 
heaven  I  am  arrived  in  time ;  my  master  will  be 
aaved^  tbo'  Glaudine^  my  poor  unhappy  child,  is 
lost. 

Kar.  Lost,  is  she  ? — No  great  catch  for  him 
that  finds  her. 

Kel.  Fly,  I  beseech  you — fly  from  this  spot- 
do  not  question  me  ;  this  is  no  time  for  ex  plana- 
tions-«-*on6  moment  longer,  and  you  are  betrayed 
-—your  lives  irrecoverably  sacrificed. 

Fre.'  Would  you  again  deceive  ijs  ? 

Kel.  I  have  been  myself  deceived  ;  fatally  de- 
ceived!— let  tin  old  man's  prayers  prevail  with 
you  ;  leave,  oh,  leave  this  accursed  place— 

• 
Enter  Gbindoff.- 

—Ah !  the  miller !  then  has  hope  forsaken  me 
I— yet  one  ray— H)ne  efibrt  more,  and — 

Gri.  Thj  treachery  is  known.  (He  seizes  KeU 
mar  hy  the  collar.  J 

Kel.  One  SHCCcasful  effort  more^  and  death  U 
wekomcp 
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Gri.  Villain  ! 

KeL  Thou  art  the  villain — sec — behold  1 

^With  a  violent  ejort  of  strength,  the  old  man  suddenly  turm 
ufon  the  Miller,  and  tears  open  his  vest,  beneath  which  ha 
appears  armed*  Gtindoff,  at  the  same  instant,  dashet 
Kelmar  from  him,  who  impelled  forward  is  caught  by 
Frederick.  Frederick  droits  his  sword.  Wolf  draws  pis^ 
tols  in  each  hand  from  side^ckets,  his  hat  falling  off*  a 
the  same  instant.    Appropriate  music* 

Fre.  Tishe!  the  same;  'tis  Wolf  1 
GrL  Spiller!   Golotz  !    {rushes  out.) 
Kar.  Is  it  Wolf  ?*- Damn  his  pistols  ;  this  shat 
reach  him^ 

(Throws  down  the  poniard  and  tatckirtg  Fredericks  sttord, 
hastens  after  Wolf.  The  report  of  a  pistol  is  immediately 
heard. 

Fre.  Cheerly,  old  heart }  how  fares  it  ? 

KeL  Well  !— very  %fell ! — but  stay  not  here— 
away^  away — I  have  brought  assistance*-*your 
people  are  at  hand. 

{Exit  Fred.. and  Kelmar.  At  the  same  moment  Oolotz,  fol^ 
lowed  by  Lothair,  bursts  from  the  hottss. 

Go.  WearecalPd,  Wolfcall'dus;— Bh!  they 
have  disco verM  him. 

Lot.  ^Tis  too  late  to  follow  him^  he  has  feach'd 
tbe  bridge. 

.   Go;  Then  he  is  safe; — but  see^  at  the  foot  of' 
the  hilU  arm'd  men^  in  the  Friberg  uniform^  press 
forward  to  tbe  Mill. 

Lot.  This  way/we  must  meet  them  then;  in^ 
iti  to  tbe  subterranean  pass.  [Exit  Uolotz.)  Now, 
Claudine,  thy  suffering^  shall  cease^  and  thy  fa-' 
tfaer's  wrongs  shall  be  revenged. 
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SCENE  THE  LAST 

Discif^rs  a  near  view  of  the  Mill  standing  on  dn 
elevated  projection,  from  the  foreground  a  nar- 
row bridge  passes  to  the  rocky  Promontory 
across  the  Ravinc^^Music^^Ravina  appears 
ascending  the  gtdltf  with  the  fuze,  which  she 
places  carefully  in  the  crannies  (f  the  rock. 

Ra.  My  toil  is  over-^the  train  is  safe.  From 
this  spot  I  may  receive  the  signal  from  Lothait* ; 
and  at  one  blow^  the  hapless  Yictims  of  captivity 
and  insult  are  amply«  dreadfully  avenged*  Ah  ' 
Wolf!     {she  retires. )  * 


r 


Grindoff  ent&rs  as  pursued^  and  turning,  fres  his 
remaining    pistol;    then  hurries   across    the 
bridge,  which  he  instantly  turns  m  the  mw- 
.  ner  of  a  canal- bridge  ;  Karl^  following. 

Gri.  (  With  a  shout  of  great  exultation)   Ha  ! 
ha !  you  strive  in  vain ! 

Karh  Cowardly  rascal  I    you'll  be  caught  at 
last. 

Gri^  By  "whora  ? 

KarL  xouf  only  friend^  Beelzebub  ;  run  as  fast 
as.you  will,  he'll  trip  u^p  your  heels  at  last. 
*  Gri.  Tool-hardy   slave ;  I   have     sworn  never 
to  descend  from  this,  spot  aliv^,   unless  with  li* 
berty. 

'  Kart  Oh,  we'll  accommodate  you  j  y^u  shall 
have,  liberty  to  ascend  frpoi^*  ft ; — the  wings  oi 
y6i!ir' own  mill  sliall  be  the  gallowSj^  and  fly  with 
every  rascal  of  you  into  the  other  world. 
'  Crt.  Golotz  !~Golotz,  I  say.*!  {catUttg  ta*, 
wards  the  mill.) 
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Enter  Fbedehuul^  with  Kblmar,  and  the 
ettendanU  from  the  Chateau  Friberg,  armed 
with  sabres,  in  uniform.  '        , 

Pre,  Wretch!  your  Escape  is  now  impcvBsible. 
Surrender  to  the  injured  laws  of  jour  country. 

Gri.  Never.  The  brave  band  that  now  await 
my  commands  within  the  mill — double  yotir 
number «^^Golotz  ! 

LoTHAitt^  in  the  cloak  of  GolotZy  enters  from  a 
small  door  in  the  Mill,  concealing  his  face  as 
much  as  possible  without  its  appearing  inten^ 
tionaL 

Gri.  Quick — ^!et  my  bride  appear*  {^Exit 
Lothair;  at  the  same  instant^  Ravina  enters  in 
front;   Grindoff starts. 

JRa.  She  is  here  !    what  would  you  ? 

Gri.  Ravina — traitress ! 

Ra.  Traitress  !  What  then  art  tbou  ?  fiut  I 
come  not  here  to  parley ;  ere  it  be  too  late, 
make  one  atonement  for  thy  injuries — restore 
this  old  man's  child. 

Kel.  Does  she  still  live  ? 

Gri.  S^e  does ;  but  not  for  thee,  or  for  the 
youth  Lothair. 

Ra.  Then  do  I  know  my  course — obdurate 
man,  thy  career  of  infamy  and  guilt  is  over. 

Enter  Lothair^  conducting  Clauoine  from  the 
Mill ;  his  cloak  still  concealing  him. 

Cla.  Oh,  my  dear  father  ! 

Kel!  My  child  !  Claudine — oh  !  spare,  in  pity 
•pare  her.  ^ 

Gri.  Now,  mark ;  unless  you  instantly  with* 
draw  your  followers,  and  let  my  troop  pass  free, 
by  my  hand  she  dies  ! 

KeL  Ob,  mercy  t 
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Fre*  Hold  yet  a  moment ! 

GrL  Withdraw  5rour  followers^ 

Pre.  'Till  thou  art  yielded  up  to  jortiee,  tbey 
never  shall  depart : 

GrL  For  that  threat^  be  this  your  recom" 
pence ! 

Lot.  And  this  my  triumph  !    {music.} 

J^Tothair  throws  aside  the  cloaks  and  his  natural 
complexion  is  seen  ;  he  throws  himself  before 
Claudine,  and  receives  Grindoff^s  attack  ;  the 
robber  is  wounded^  and  staggers  back,  sounds 
his  bugle,  and  the  Mill  is  crowded  with  banditti. 
Lothair,  having  caught  Claudine  in  his  arms, 
(and  previously  thrown  back  the  bridge  upon 
his  release  from  GriiidoffJ  hurries  across  itg 

*  and  as  he  is  on  it^  cries^  *'  Now,  Ratina,  now, 
fire  the  train  !"  Ravina  instantly  sets  Jire  to 
the  fuze,  the  flash  of  which    is  seen  to  run 

^  down  the  side  of  the  rock  ifito  the  guilt/  under 
the  bridge  from  which  she  has  ascended,  and 
the  explosion  immediately  takes  place.  Kelmar 
rushing  forzvard,  catches  Claudine  in  his  arms, 
and  the  whole  form  a  group  as  the  curtain  de- 
scends. 


THB    END. 


W.  flint,  TtinttT,  Old  Bailey,  Lpndott.  \ 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


To  the  Proprietors,  for  the  splendid  liberality 
bestowed  on  this  Melo-Drame ;  to  Mr.  Farley,  for 
his  masterly  arrangement  of  the  action ;  and  to 
the  Performers,  for  their  exertions  in  the  repre- 
sentation, my  best  thanks  are  due:!  thefrefore 
request  them,  coUeptively^  and  individually,  to 
accept  my  sincere  acknowledgments.  The  talents 
of  the  Painter,  and  of  the  Machinist^  are  so  con* 
spicuous  in  the  structure  of  this  after-piece,  that 
I  should  deprive  myself  of  a  gratification,  and 
commit  an  act  of  injustice,  not  to  mention,  with 
sentiments  of  obligation,  the  names  of  Messrs. 
Grieve^  ajid  SauL 

J.  P. 

London, 
November  &th,  IfSld. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


TfiE  talents  of  the  Actors,  in  the  repre-^ 
sentatipn  of  this  Piece,  secured  to  it  the  ap- 
probation of  the  Public;  and  never  were  the 
thanks  of  an  Author  offered  with  more  since- 
rity than  mine  are  now,  for  their  united  exerv 
tiojis. 

To  eoumerate  individual  Performers,  whera^ 
all  so  amply  gratified  my  hopes,  would  he  in-^ 
vidions ;  but  I  must  be  allowed  to  express  my 
peculiar  obligations  to  Mn  Farley,  to  whosQ 
office  belongs  the  arrangement  and  conduct 
of  the  Stage  Business;  and  although  his 
well-knQwn  abilitres  in  this  department  wifl 
receive  small  honour  in  the  addition  of  mv 
praise,  yet  to  his  experienced  skill,  and  un- 
wearied attentions  during  Rehearsals,  th^ 
Author  of  a  Melo-drama  chiefly  owes  his 
success  with  the  audience,  and  it  should  nevef 
pass  without  receiving  the  debt  of  acknow- 
ledgment* 

LP 

16ih  December^  I81S. 
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•  rW  . 


*  Act  L 


SCENE  L 


The  Interior  of  a  Cottage^  the  Residence  of  G\}\t^  \ 
i*AUMB*ir  Fa7?t//y— Jerome  anrf  Mxchabl  rfwco-  "  ^ 
wrerf-*-*I/iSETTB  descends  the  Stairs,  fl^tusti-f/' '^' 


TRIO^-^Jkrome,  Lisettb,  Michael. 


.A> 


•r^^r. 


Jir.       List! 

Zw.  Ustf 

Mkh.  List! 

Jar,  and  Us,  List  if  be  be  oear,  .^        t.r 

Mkk. '  N6l  '  '  •    '     7  No  footstep  do  1  hear. 

Us.  No!  '^  )  >ISr6  footstep  does  bb  hear.  ' '^^    :    f> 

%/er.  ^  ..      ,,       No*3  |ii>  footstep  does  he  hear.  ^^V:,>,isl 

U$.     Why  does  he  Itngeo  wb^  does  he  stay  ? 

Tb^  night  flies  fast,  and  the  morning  grey  ^ 

rsfo V  '^gins  to  peep :  be  comes  not  home. 
1  *  ^!W^;^?^  ^  wander^  where  can  be  roano  !•":';    ^  -     '"f 
List!  List!  list?  Itc.  ^ 

Mich,  Mtdoigbt  the  conveot  beU  hatb  toU'd  j 

'  ¥lieiiK>rnDg  air  is  chili,  iscold:  .  .       *^. 

Soon  will  the  swallow  leare  ber  Dest; 
But  still  im  comes  cot  borne  to  rest ! 

Listi  List!  Lia!  %cc.^ 


*'s'\'V  ^J 


Digitized  by 


Google 


2  «  FOR  BNGLAN^D,  HO  r 

Lis.  StiU^h^  comes  not  1  wii«rie  oan  he  ste^ 

Jer.  Den^t  vex^  don^t  vex  Lisette^he  will  be 
here  anon. 

tis.  Anon*,  why,  father,  you  have  toU.fne  to 
these  two  hours :'  I  have  no  patience  } 
-   Jer.  Well,  I  said  you  had  im>  patienoe,  didn*t  I  ? 

Lis.  Then  I  aay  I  have  patience:  haveo't  I 
waited  two  hours  past  the  time  ? 

Jer-.  Well,  weUi  you  have.patience  then  —you 
Kavc  patience*  Bless  my  soul !  *tis  the  wfiy  with 
all  these  women-^if  they  cMVtcontracKct  any  one 
else  they*W- -contradict  themselves,  rather  tbao 
lose  the  pleasure  on% 

Mic/u  I  dare  say  Guillaume  will  not  coipe 
home  to  night. 

Lis.  Very  pretty,  indeed— not  come  home  to* 
night!  Why  not  come  home  ?  Hostilities  have 
ceased  :  the  prisoners  are  exchanged*— then  what 
detains  him  ? 

Jer.  Why,  the  sick,  that  remain.  Ah  1  *tis  a 
happy  time  when  war  ceases,  and  peace  again' 
reigns  throughout  the  world.  I  little  thought  to 
see  the  day--T-but  the  year  1763  brings  peace 
and  comfort  to  us  all. 

Mich.  It  will,be  his  guard  again  soon. 

Jer.  Hold  thy  tongue,  boy— hold  thy  tongue 
— youMl  make  her  jealous  if  you  talk  at  this  rate. . 

Lis.  Jealous  I  make  me  jealous  I 

Jer.  Ay,  don't  think  of  him,  Lisette :  Lord 
bless  you,  my  dame  was  just  such  another  as 
yoursdf— so  fond  of  mcj  that  she  half  killed  me 
with  kindness ;  but  now  she*s  gone  I  never  think 
of  her,  and  Tm  as  cheerfu}  and  happy  as  the  day 
is  long.  '        .  ^     M 

Li9:hvAtedy' 

Jer.  Yes,  indeed— bet  come^  boy,  we'll  pass 
away  the  time  with  frihtty^^sing,  sing — when  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


«  FOR  ENGLAND;  HO  ^  3 

wwnsr  jmuiker  I  was  reckoned  the  best  singer  and 
the  boldest  aan  in  all   the  province  of  .Nor* 
mandy.     You  have  not  iriy  courage,  'tis  triie|- 
botjoaJaBve  my  voice  exactly — ah,  *tis  a  sweet 
pipe !  jf  ^ 

Hi.  My  husband  Guillaume  /shall  not  l^nd 
mine  a  sweet  pipe  when  he  returns,  I  .can  tell 
him — ^a  cold-hearted  good-for* nothing  creature* 

Jer^  Nay,  nay,  he  may  hav^  found  some  diffi« 
culty  in  giving  the  basket  of  provisions  we  sent 
to  the  poor  £ngiish  prisoners  befe^  and-** 

Lis.  Humph  i  No  doubt  his  atteution  to  tb^m 
will  be  the  excuse  for  bis  n^Iectof  VMu  Gchb^ 
Miebael,  Hng4 

SONGi-rMicH  A*x.. 

i.  .... 

'    liOad  aod  cbiti  was  tlie  Mast, 
And  the  bright  snow  kX\*in&t, 
On  a  ittaiden*«  i^ir  bosons  wlio  trafers'd  the  plain, 
Aod  oft  a  Md  tear 
On  her  cheek  pale  with  (bar, 
Fell  vS  iiprrow  for  him  wiio  in  battle  was  ^faki. 

U. 

"  Down  tbe  sunk  in  despair, 

*'  While  her  dark  flowing  baif 
-**  Wildly  waved  in  the  blast  that  swept  over  Che  wold^ 

"  And  more  white  than  the  snow 

it  Wag  her  bpsom  of  woe, 
''  Aod  the  heart  in  her  bosom, .  alas  J  was  as  cold.!' 

III. 
. .  But  ^  |)nHi4  foe  had  i«a« 
Where  her  Heory  had  btod;; 
Stitt  with  conquest  and  kyve  had  beiiiougiitoftlMr  chanu : 
Atnid  the  wild  storm 
.  He  beheld  her  M"  forai^ 
And  he  kiss*d  her,  and  warm*d  her  to  life  in  hit  arms. 
B  2 
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Jer.  Well  doae,  diild>  well  done ;  lab^  yiyiY^wri 
my  voice  exactly,  so  soft  and  sasMir^dt  (att&mi^ 
to  sw^f  bui  AS  seized  with  ^a-^iof,  M^g: Ain^-^a 
hnoci  eft  the  dmr).^  Qlv tiierehe^.iitJflsU-ifipcit 
the.  door,  bo^  .      u.  ^.j 

•    i#i>.  (astde)^  I  won't  ^peak  io  him  firttpifjlf 
kills jao^  ►  .'..'.:.  .).5r. 

Gml.  Ah>  say  old  Daxijl  not  at  reat  yet, 

Jer^Ho^  nop  )'our.\vife  eaber;^  ah^f*«  npt  «t 
rert-^  nwer  taw  ber  in  sucU  <tfji«iafcer  bajfertr^/; 

Gm7.  AnKious  for  my  return,  I  warra^it,  .^H 
if  every  man  koew  the  gl^sure  pf  returnina  af^er  a 
haivdday*6  duty^.tosucTi  a  wife  as  minei  pTdip^vis 
and  musty  batch^'lors  wpuld  soon  be  e^iiiK"^  %^9xA 
we  should  have, nothing  bujb'  wcff^i  inaynag^^ 
births,  kissing  and  /^M'istiuiingyjripis  anorui^ 
till.nighji,        .  ^     >.i .    :,  .     ^ 

Jer*  Ha,  ha !  thou  art  a  njerry  fog^iie,'  i'feifeh-*r 
ba,  ha,  JLisette  I— what  ails  the  cbijd  ! 

Lis.  I  c^p't  hojd  much  longer— (^a^/cie/,  ^ .  .,;i 

-Guil.  Talk  of  a  single  lifis^Pbo  !-^give  dae  a 
double  one,  for  it  makes  a  m^n  twice  as  ha^y. 
,  Jas.  O  my  dear  Guillaume  !«-^ 

{Turns  suddenhf  and  embratea  him  J 

Jbt.  Ha!  there,  tliere!—iihat*a  exactly  the  lyay 
a»y  old  wife  worried  me. 

JLis.,  y^el],  did  you  give  the  basket  of  jwo^i" 
aiona  to  the  poor  captives  ?  '  ^i  ;..     c; 

GuiL  I  did;  and  received  ien  times  its. >;aUtt^ 
in  the  thanks  of  tb0  (infortisnab^  >ii9m9.fMQftn 
prisonff  myself^  j^ou  JMii|>w,  Qtoikfi  &)gli3bcoM;, 

Ijiee,  Lisette:  /  '<. 

/«r.  Ah, J.r€ro«ii»))eprrtlw.iQltov\'a4yott .tbrp' 
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twyrdanger,  Bttd  Irft  me  it  botti^--heighti'! — 
M*&h  wobotfyl^cifc  vny  did  dame.  »    ;: 

ii-^tfi.  Some  Ertglish  ladies^x^itnessed  my  enp- 
|wi'ity*--?J6tife  amongst  thdm-,  struck  with  tlite  tfpi- 
pearance  of  my  poor  Lkette,  who  at  th^ 'prison- 
gate ilay afterday  HwoHed  my  f^tease,  lieafd  her 
aad  story,  and,  like  a  pitying  angel,  flew  to  bur 
assistance. 

Jer.  Bless  her  kind  hcfartl-^I  know,  'twas  Miss 
Eliza  Arundel. 

GuiL  The  samc^  I  was  Imgertng  in  confine- 
fifient  hopetess— helplc^ss-r-shtj  recalled  me  from 
6id:t)^6S  and  despair,  and  gave  at  once  new  fife, 
Wtertyy  and  love  ir^Never  shaft  I  forget  while 
kneeling  at  her  feet  in  gratitade^  how  sweetly 
she  exclaimed-T-^**  Ah,  XSuillaurte^  shoold  yois  in 
yiMr  native  land,  meet  a  coimtryman  ctf  mtricr, 
hkA  thee  hereft  of  freedom,  do  not  foi^t  theEng- 
Ifsh  prison;  nor  Eliaa  Arundel/^  :    - 

//w.  But  her  kindness  ended  not  here  t  ^Vhetti 
ever  she  resides  in  France,  on  the  eitate  iier 
father  left  her,  she  is  still  our  protettiori  rtf& 
wpport. 

Jer.  Heaven  bless  her,  say  /I,  with  a^^ebod 
^losbatid  and  a  large  fitmily.  f    : 

Guil.  Her  countrymen  I  caft  only  ifelieve^^but 
Jier  lo^w-*** 

Jeri' Uet  krvet i  what  J  the  young  Aitieri\> 

Guil.  When,  in  a  moment  oJ^  ihtfertpefahce, 
ht  t4i9'd  hifii  afmiEigaitist  his '  detested  rival, '  the 
Baron  Holstein,  who,  mark  me,  ivas  hS  settJ^ 
officer,  Enrico  Alti€ri  was,  by  a  prgiidiced  cohrt- 
malttiily  aemeno^  1^  'ptffifshmeiit,  and  commit- 
fcfli  to  my  cUBlody.  Th*  to^ppitjeis?  6f  EHift 
Arandel  dfe^ded  oa  his  atolfe^i-  aficM^itelfe^ 
him.  :  I'  .^   .    ,. 

J5^.  Ybo,  Goillaiiitier  »Wa«  it  h^  fdtr  means 
))e  gatp'd  hi8  freedom  ? 
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Gtdl:  Jt  was;  and  I  gloried  in  the  opportunity 
of  proving  to  our  lienefactreas;  tihat  Guillaume 
bad  not  forgotten  the  English  prison.  Aa  yet, 
all  attempts  to  discover  his  retrwit  hftvefttt'x!; 
although  the  Commandant,  who  is  the  lat^  HoU 
stein's  bosom  friend,  has  been  active  in  purstling 
him.  *But' come— talking  makes  a  inan  hungry*— 

Jer.  And  listening  to  long  stories  makes  tXtt 
thirsty,  so  get  -a  pitcher  of  wine,  boy— y6ii'll  fore 
the  worse  at  home,  Guillaume,  for  your  charity 
abroad  tho\ 

GuiL  The  better,  Dad,  the  fectter— tho'  my 
stomach  will  be  empty,  my  heart  will  be  full ;  and 
if  I  haven't  so  much  food,  I  sluill  have  more  hsp^^ 
piness,  depend  on't. 

Lis.  fndeed,  you'll  have  but  a  scanty  mest, 
love.  I  could  only  get  some  bread  and  cheese; 
and  some  butter  and  some  eggs-^to  be  sune, 
there  is  some  wine^^bnt  that's  all,  ex(;ept  a  plate 
of  fruit,  and  a  nice  salad  that  I  gathered  from  our 
little  garden.  * 

GuiL  And  that  will  be  a  banquet,  ist  least  f 
shall  think  it  so-— prepared  by  Lisette'^  hanpds, 
and  sweeten'd  by  Liseite's  smiles.  ¥W  just  put 
off  this  harness^  and  be  with  you  again  in  aa 
instaot— oh,  bless  you  !        [^Kisses  her^  ahd^xii. 

Jer.  Phol  Nonsense,  nonsense!  Dear  me, 
what  a  troublesome  thing  is  an  all^ctionate  n^ife. 

Lis.  Good*hatur'd,  warm-hearted  fellow  1  I 
w*onder  what  made  htm  stay  so  late,  tho^--h€ 
didn^t  mention — no  matter^  a  curtatn<*IecUine  for 
that, 

Jer.  Come,  boy,  fill  some  wtne«  (He 'sits.}''  * 

Lis.  Hadn't  you  better  fasten  the  door,  father  i 

Jer.  Let  Michael  do  it — rm  so  exhauaidd, 
that  I'd  not  move  from  my  seat  if  Saint  DeniM 
himself  was  to  knock  at  thie  door.  *       \ 
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,     (Al  ihk  histant  a  loud  knock^-^MROUE  starts 

forward  in  terror). 
Mercy  on  usl  what*8  that— look  through  Uie 
win^ovi,  MichacL 
Mich,  Somebody  in  black,  father. 
Jer^  In  black  !-— oh,  bleas  us !  who  can  it  be  ? 
.  Lis.  Ha,  ha  !-*-you  were  the  boldest  man  in 
the.  province — well  said,  rather----*tis  only  a  me&«> 
senger  from  the  Cominandant~(^inocA^— op^n* 
the  door. 

I^MiCHABL  opens  the  door^  and  Altiebi  enters 

4 — a  large  black  cloak  tsrapped  about  fdm, 

with  steel  clasps — a  belt  round  itr^'^  broad 

hat  and  feather). 

jilt.  Friends,  your  pardon — ^attracted  by  the 

light  from. your  window,  a  poor  but  honest  man 

enueata  proiec|ion« 

Jer.  (uneasy).  An-T-4in  honest  man  ! 
^  jilt.A^ix^t  soo.n  depart«^give  me  but  rest  and 
shelter — you  abali  not  go  unrewarded. 

Lis.  We  seek  no  recompense  for  hospitalityp 
Sir^.  md  should  my  husband-^ 
,  Jj(^X. .  Your  husband  !^ — who*  is  yoiir  husband  ? 
,  List  A  SoWier,  Sir; 
Jen.  Ayt  he  attends  the  prison* 
.-^*  Coivfusicwi  !-^I  have  no  time  ito  lose*^ 
(aside.)     My  iotrusion  troubles  you— 4*11  seek- 
fln.HQyWfThelsewhere. 
i'   ^tPrnps  Ms.  cloak   aboul   him-  kastihf^  and 
,  cfitQssing  to  the  door^  is  suddenly  wal  by » 
«  .    ,.(Cv;Li.AUMR,    'whom  MiCHA&i^  we$U   to 

.  fetch  at  the  entrance  of  ALTiERi), . 
.  Gtnf/..  'Tisvthevery  man  !  (A^ide). 
^4^9  Wtot  \r>i\ti'i    .  '• 

'  yGmL  Hush  ! — Stranger,    you-  se^k  repose—' 
y^(4iailbave  it-i-if^you  re<^ure  food»f  you  shall 
have  that  too,  and  a  Mdicjr^s  wel^o^^^    Com^»* 
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Sir,  sit  and  eat  mthm/gif^9  /d^^^/ii/e^— Michael, 
take  the  gentleman's  cloak  and  bat. 

^It.  He  does  not  remember  me.    (Adde). 
(In  giving  the  cloak  ^o  Michael,  the  belty  on 
which  is  a  large  steel  clasps  falls  from  the 
cloak). 
Wandering  thro' ^Normandy  to  Dieppe,  I  stop'd 
at  the  dep6t,  for  the  purpose  of  delivering  a  let- 
ter to  the  Commandant. 
.    GuiL  (asiHe).  That  is  true. 

jiU.  It  was  the  petition  of  the  utlfortuoate 
Altieri,  for  the  Commandant  to  interest  him^If 
in  his  behalf,  and  obtain^  if  possible,  a  new 
trial. 

Guil.  Good ;  but  why  did  he  not  wait  his 
answer  from  the  Commandant  ?  (Aside). 

(Here  Michaex.,  /laving  laid  the  hat  and 
cloak  on  a  small  table  at  the  side^  returns 
with  a  jugf  and  seeing  t/ie  beU.  on  the^ 
floor  ^  picks  it  up  J. 

Mich.  Here,  Sir,  is  your— 

GuU.  (who  has  observed  hivit  snaiches^^ike  Jug 
with  his  right  hand  and  the  belt  rvkhthe  /{/]f, 
which  he  conceals).  Aye,  right,  Midiael-^ghr^ 
me  leave.  Sir — here  is  your  wine. 

Jer.  Ay,  ay,  *tis  right  wine,  i'faith— ^onr 
health,  Sir. 

Alt.  Yours,  friend,  and  all  (drinksj^-^o — (thj/ 
offer  food). — Nay,  I  cannot  eat — now  then,  to 
repose. 

GuiL  At  your  pteasure.  Sir— 'tis  a  homely 
couch,  but  with  the  reflection  that  you  have 
this  day  done  a  kind  action,  it  wiU  as  much 
refresh  your  aching  limbs  as  tho*  Uwfere  down 
that  pillowed  them. 

AH.  A  heart  «t  ease  might  find  repose,  buj 
mine  is  breaking  I— Accept  a  soldier's  gratitude*   - 
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Tfien  ever  rore  life  s  suanj  fa^nlu^      ^  ^ 

Still  may  yoodnm  »  Sfidi^AJth^Mi  ,  , ,'  ',      > 

..(.;;i-.^ii^w«*?'*««^»'^^-  -  ;:..t '.,..;  ir  ^^ 

That  meek-eye'd  Pity  gave  j  „ ' 

tuM^  :viSltt|iiiev^n>v^Hfe'ft<uQnybaiito^'^ 
u.l.      '^%we^telt  flow'rsts  tnrew*d)       /^ 
'    «  V  S^Vuflgryocb^cna  Soldter;g  ti^^kv,  • 
•    A  Soldier's  flntitodo  I  • 

•^^A  iiffi  M-nwiredr^^  at  the  end j^ iiteSmi^^ 

.JWtt^ls3Bt3W^4^^^^   JT  do  not  wish  to  >oait  ^ 
fooifsh  pride^  bu^Jiere  youf  hoaot/  9rdii)4i..Ap-^ 

^y^sJtUtais^g  the  ta^r(by  «•  Than^i .  liiai|lM/t 

V.    ^.yrgo€/(  up  th  stairs).  ,  ;         -     ^      .  .     .  ., 

fer.  What  was  that  he  mattered  ?  ),.^-, 

^iifi^.P90t-,treatiire,  be  looks  ^enr  fit*  v 

;;fer.,j^  l^y-*ha's4fa#  omst  iLlo«k)n^ «4l. 

..,^l^{fg;^ining  die  iMup).    Hefe  afe  aoiii» 

-initials  on  the  clasp  that  may  1^  ^o  ^-^mw^rf 

U^ftte^p^V'rriliiQW  l-^Y^  wn  tbf»  mean— 


Digitized  by 


Google 


10         '<<  ^oB^isiretANDj  nor 

Jer.  What's  the  mal^  f):  •»  /. , ;•-  ,,_,^  , .  ^ , 

Lis.  GuiUaume  <  V  '^^ 

GuiL  Let  me  reflect — ^yes,  it  most  bfe^but 
sorrow  has  so  changed  hrm — ^hfc  gfrasp'tl  my  iwqd 
with  the  warmth  of  gratitude-^tears  too  ^*ere  in 
his  eyes-^Ycff,' y'esi— ^twas  his  own  petition  be 
delivered — and  I  knew  httti  not. 

lAs.  Whom  tld  yoitf  mean  ? 

GuiL  Enrico  AUferi  !  "(a  knc^k/,  Hal  who's, 
that  knocks  tt^ Mich  an  hour  > 

Jaq.  (mthoutj'-^ijillmimel  GttillAume! 

(Siill  knocks). 

GuiL  Open  the  .door^-^«fnake  haate  -(Lisett& 
opens  i7^— Ah,  Jaques— and  the  Commandant ! 
To  what  lucky  igiccident,  is  my  poor  house  indebted 
for  this  condescension  ? 

Cam.  Attend  !  A  person  strangely'habited  has 
delivered  a  petition  at  the  prison-gate  addressed 
to  me,  in  behalf  of  that  wretch  who  killed  my 
dearest  friend,  the  ^aron  Hofetienr  A  large 
cloak  shrouded  his  flgure,  and  the  shade  of  Ws 
^brodd.  t)at  m  part  cpnceaPd  his  featilre9-^^but  I 
suspect—  ' 

'     GuiL  What!  t       -  , 

-  Com.  That  His  he  himself— Altiefi. 

GuiL  Altieri!  '  *    ,     . 

'     Jdqi  I.sawbim  enter  this  house,  and-*- 
•  ,  GuiL  This  house!.  ' 

Mick.  Oh,  father,  it  must  be  the  stranger. 

GuiL  That  was  Kere-^no  doubt,  np^^oinft. 
t JsitOMB  pushes^  MiqHABx.  4o  iHsssr^fi)* 
.'   Jaq:  The  initials  E.  A.  were  on  hisrbelt. 

Mich.  A  belt !   Oh  yes,  you  rkriow  h^  dropM 
"H,  falher— 4ilid  I  gave  it  to- you. 

(Here   LiSBfrTs  catches    Michael    W<k 

-  :     •  mgriftfjf  '  \     ' 

GuiL  You— you  did— you  did,  MichdeK*     , 
Com.  Produce  it—  - 
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Guil.  TlM  itraDtfci:  «m%fii*4  U  froitt.ine  as  he 
fled,  ,       . 

.pJixf.  Fled  J 

Guih  Ayr--but  oome,  pray  ait  da^n^  Sir,  and 
rU  ioform  you  of  the  cirGum^tanc^-rTbisre^  Sir, 
HMnftr-'/ifiejfi  Hi  <m  .  #  t^^r€ular,b^ch  .before ^  fhe 
firej^^mc  air  is  sharps  and  Uiis*  old  hous^  but  ill 
protects  u$~-Li$etle„  dra^Yu  th^.  wcurtams— rquickj^ 
qiiiak,  a^d  bring^aomewjo^i.,.  , 

/Altibbi  a^  this  mstflnt^ppear^  on  ike  Ucur^ 
•xUmsendmSt'buiUi  prevented  kjf  a.  ^Lgna\ 
fioTI^  LiS£TTfi-*-Ae  starts  lach^  and  is  seen 
■ .      >  .  Ustming MttfiiSMisuing'Cqnversafiariji. «    . 

Com.  Come,  your  story-:*        i ... . ..  *      .  - 

GuiL  I  obey  you,  Sir-*"<Harc^|y  ha4  I  ret^^ed 
from  my  duty  at  the  prison*^  when  a  man,  dressed 
•syou.  d«8mbe^i  I^nock^  ,at  ipydj^cy,  and  was 
Stf^itted«r^  jBiau4  a  QoMiec's  mi^n,  ajid  yoii^  kn9if 
AD^^Mrtwarfnii  towards  a  ^comrade  ip  dis^ressf-^ 
Iptifc  h».  waa^  ^#rd)jt  s^aMi  wh^n, .  iixiog  .my  eye 
ftedUasUy  ^uyiop iMm,'  T* thought. J  .ren>eKnber*d 
the  features  of.th^f€9i)nt  AJtieri,  i^hb  eli^d^d 
my  vigflauce  wbeii  I  kept  guard  over  him,  and— « 
(Here  GvihhAVW&^es  his  eyes  earnestly  on 

Jaq.  Well ! 

Gut/.  He  seemed  to  read  my  thoughts— he 
suspected  himself  to  be  in  danger^  and,  from  the 
agitation  I  *  betray 'd— he  knew  that- to  remain 
b»*AW^.^ost«fttrJ9q|reiUTHght  b^  fa^al  to  htm— 
Wi^jnSgit^qf  aU  aj]]L}ety;^7-9f  all  fatigue,  he  dart* 
ed  thrpiigb  th»t  ckigir-^y,  1  .  •.  :  . 
Mc/»9^/^ur»Jag^jt  What,,  th^tdqor?. 

Z,w,  (coming  up  at.  the  i^wfaf/,  mi  interrupt-^ 
m§  the.^ight^^  J ^QiV^sJ'^^mfi  winej.Sir  ! 
.  QuiL  Ay,— that  4qprj.4«d  efcagi^  thp  very 
snom^t  he^wfti)]/d.]^ave  b^eq  takep. 
C5J.,    ,  ^, 
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Com.  Which  #ay  weiit  W I    (H^l)  •  -  •  | 

Jaq.  Ay«— did  you  watch  him  ?  -^   '  i 

Guil.  No!     The  circiim«t)|iice  io'V|iu^''^8«  I 

turbed  me,  t^dt,  fbr:J6i  felif  mottietii^  I  fi^Mfrotily  j 

knew  how  to  proceed.  .n  ; 'I 

CS9fi».  He  miiBt  be  poitaid  hist^Bdy  %  no  dM>t 
}it  will  take  the  roiid  tf>J)ieppe«r^Gij!W4»ine  i(bU  ! 

k>w  me — You  Cjttti'  ideftiKy  his*  firrsM^  '  M4 
should  it  be  ypur  fortune  to  seciire  hiitt,  \  #U^ 
double  the  rewfird  to  y€m^  t^hicti  is  •^fFerod  by 
ihe  stjite  for  AUterrs  dpprehensionr— Ofi--^  ' 
GuiL  ff  It  be  possible  Jto^f^vrfhiai)  Iwiltdo 
it — noi  for  )our  vew^i^,  b^l,  that  oiy  cnrp  con^ 
adepce  will  a^ord  me*  .  /'  '^ 

Ja^.  Come^'  we  Wler?N#  ^    ':    '^  * 

GuiL  MichaeK  my  $word  (th  hr,y  hwg^  it,  m4 
hi^  cap).  Liset^e^  my  detit  Lisette^^ihoU  -hast 
done  thiH  weU-^onoe  agaitt  we  have  yii'Mgitd- 
hih)-^FoUow  fn«  to  £>^9ppe  kifttimtly«^h«  ^11 
surely  fly  that  «^ayr--do  follow,  for  wilhotft  th6e^ 
I  afi)  but  b^lf  inys^lf.    Flmrefi^ !  ^    ' 

SCENE  H. 

A  Fore$t. 

Enter  Ai«tieri.    (lifusicj.  ^  . 

'  Alt.  I  have  ootatrip'd  my  pursuefs,  9nd  ihtKia 
cbsciarity  !  fnay  for  atinie  r^poae  my  wiftaried* 
iinib$  in  safety.  Of  qnfortonate  Altieri,  %o  what 
a  (ate  has  nan's  oppression,  and  a  just  r^nt* 
meot  of  it  reductrd  thee  1— the  gratitude  of  that 
soldier,  the  noble-hearted  Gruillaume,  has  twice 
lireaerved  mer^but  now  wiy  only  hope  is  to  ti^ 
cape  to  Eogland*  Tne  chance  iB^  def$perate. 
(Altijuu  Uaris  at  ike  voices  of  hit  pursuers).' 
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escape.--^**  Followv  fallow  !'*  {f^citei  witkotti)* 
.  c^Gilii^'ftrusies  inJI-^We ore  close  upoa  bim — I 
«aw  htm  dtfltinctly^Altieri !  Altieri !  'tis  GuU* 
IauinecaIIs« 

jUt.  My  friend  (od^mMngJ-^my  only  friend. 

AoV.  You  have  no  time  for  thahti^^-^plungfe 
9»lQ  tbedccyirti  gha4e;  and  lie  coneeard  tf  II  the 
pimitit  ts^fiaat.* 

Jaq.  ^^Pollofw^e  entered  this  part  of  the 
forest.'*  .   .'.  ^  '  . ;.  •     i  •..'. 

GuU. .  Away  !^^o  the  left,  to  the  left:.     ' 
^Altisri  .mitfBM  J  AotfES'  tniets). 

Jaq.  Have  you  found  hina  ^  *"    ^ 

GttiV.  No,  he's  too  ntmbk  for  ua# 

Jaq.  Too  nimble  I  why  |  thought-^roi  sure 
I  heard  voices.  ,     -    ;  -^  . 

Guil.  Yes,  so  djd  he^your  confoiindeH  bowU 
ing  gave  bim  doe  notice  of  youi*  approach. 

Jaq.  liampli !  you  may  thank  yourself  for  U 
— ^he  wHs  safe  in  your  custody  once-^yoil  should 
have  kept  him  so»-*bot  )db  are  ao  plaguy  compas* 
aionale. 

GtUL  How ! — darejou  suspect  me  ! 

Jaq.  I  know  you~you'are  too  full  of  this  hu* 
manity ; — witness  the  Eue;lish  captives,  the  has* 
ketol  provision  last  night— I  observed  it— 'tis 
contrary  to  order — so  lopk  to  yourself^  or  keep  a 
crvR  tongue.  ' 

GuiL  Do  you  thref  tcn^  scoundrel  I  h6ar  me-* 
tho^e  English,  when  in  their  power,, have  ever 
treated  us  with  kindness  idnd  c6mpas8ion-*-so 
they  treated  me ;  .and/if  ever  |  forget  it,  mav  I 
become  a  wretch,  mean  and  confiempt^e  as  tnott 
art*  "  •  ;•■    ' 

Jaq.  Ah  !  that's  bTI  very  finfti— btit  wftite  JDU 
preach,  this  feUow'iescapea,*         • 

Gml^  Wellj  forward  then^Mfaia^way'l 
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but  lemember,  that  mrrcj  to  a  brme  So^Mf  is 
tiicr  brightest  laurel  on  the  Gooqoer6r*s  brow* 
^ExmaU    GmiXAMg  leeUng  bad-qnacimubf. 

SCENE  JIL.  ^      • 

7%^  QiMiy  MDieppe-^Jn  Hotel  cm  ike  r^gfi  of 
the  iStagC'^^A/^r^ffmdh^  of  vmiwm  soris lying 
(It  the  back-^hipping  in  the  Harbowr  bapimL 

GLEE.— Sbambb*, 

Oar  sbtp  in  port,  our  ^ndior  cast. 
The  tctQpe^'tmihVli  sod  calm  the  vH^,      ' .' 

lE^VlititetbittkofdangenpaMU^   .  ^ 

KortlKMe'tliiitveiDaf  mectagah;  .. 

^t  mtttlett^ebdeifiacao^qarodDdj    ^   vj  . 

Id  tvtrj  draught  U  plcaiani  founds  ' 

fbr'  then  me  dfnkjt  tod  drink  with  glee,    . 

^Iie  uilon*  welcome  home  ttam  9^'t 

II. 

TWh^doartoib  opr  peril  gmr,    : 
,    ,.   '  Out hoanol  ease  tmtirfiert'aDd&Vt  *     ' 
Weda^erittttnpQriic>vfit^  > 
V   BtitidachfobdnMoatittpaar^ne^/      '  : 

"    ^hta^tfhXlA  the  cheerful  tan.  Ice;  '  -    > 
*    '**    '    •  "        '..•'.'/-,       [feanetmi^iulonu 

'  iW.  T^o^Kor-Brotlw-Bfocfc^i^W 
stowage  heav'd  ashore  ?      7i  '  ^'    '-  i ,     '  ' 

Block,  h\\r\^\ii  me^rntA.^7^  -  '         -\. 

•  In  con4'*qacnc<?  of  the  length  of  the  piece,  thji  Glee  wa!i  ^ 
•*-  ^  «f ttr  *e  firat.  night* 
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T^om.  Ecod  there's  a  rare  car^o — I  rectori  after 
tliecustom-hou$6lia*rtiTimagedp  a  bit— I  shall 
swing  my  hammock  at  6!d  Madam  Ariindetls—- 
and  ,  all  ibe  French  landlord's  congees,  and  my 
Lor  Anglais^  won't  better  him  a  pinch  of  oakum-^ 

Block*  An,  r  never  thought' to  see  a  thorough- 
bred seaman,  like  Tom  Tough,  sail  in  the  wake 
of  such  a  cock4>Q^^98  Sir  Ff4np|^  Faddle. 

Tom.  Why  look  ye.  Block — ^Fve  seen  some 
service  in  my  time»  but  f  m  now  little  better  than 
a  sheer  hulk ; — and  when  ^he  old  Admiral,  Sir 
Frank's  father,  broke  from  the  mooriSgs  of  life— 

Block.  What,  nor  aUvdl    -  -  -     -/  ^ 

Tom.  No  more  life  in  him,  than  one  o'the 
dead  eyes  o'the  DreadnDught----stl(rasHhe  main* 
inast— death  has  brilmght  ^im  to,  'and  he's  safe 
moor'd  at  last  in  smoQUh  water,  and  i:  blessed 
harbour.  He  was  a  kind  beart»  and  as  brave  too, 
as  ever  laid  an  enemy  alongside,  or  cot  a*  passage 
thro' a  boarding  netting.  ,'^ 

Block.  Ahj  you've  weatherM  some  S(][ualls  to- 
gether. >  /      .  ^      . 

Tom.  We  hare-tliat  t«*-tfh4  ^when-  the  Admiral 
struck  his  oolours—w  we  all  miist««~sbme  time 
or  other  (with  reiamc^)*^  fgmhsod  icf  niSt  by 
tds'smi  as  I  fcrad^  bjr  MmNn^bot  I  denft  Dbueh  un* 
derstand  the-trim  of  tbis^giiijgBrbreMl  aioaof  hiw^ 
he  whiffles  Md  ikhoaaboas  hke  a  dog-v&nevoiithe 
"weJftber-l^lffuterin'acatis^fAW-^wime'his  fiaher 
was  as  steady  iks  his  flaf  ^t-  the  foce  in  a  setren^ 
tnof-ttr^Mb^'iifmrU  tlieipast,  afid^  imino«^ble 
«s  the  coknm  {tr4Hifipomd»  *^ut  conev  bear  ft 
ffsdjidi  or.  Sir  SVanb  Avitt ;  hew^  ia  -  tfgbt^  s%ce 
-weVe  dear*d  fyt  eoiiom  .:.....( 

{AnV  BLooK^^-JTQk  itifM  t^  tk$Si^$^^mM 
at  goods* 
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Enter  Altibbi* 

Alt.  So  far  T  have  eluded  all  cnquiry-i-once  on 
board,  and  I  am  saved — should  I  never  retain, 
fareweS  my  dearest  Eliza,  perhaps  for  evtr. 

i50N6.--*AMiMr. 

ItearjiMiIdj^  slpilld , I  seyer  return^ 

Oh  give  to  remembjranoe.a  tear ! 
Slie  loy«  ia  jny  Jieiurt  stiQ  shall  >H(iu 

Har  one  who  has  cberisb'd  it  bf  re^ 
ttx  ever.!  for  cver«  doc  loaid  1 


Dear  imi4,  thoogh  thj  loss  I  dcplor^ 

Should  fiite  all  our  sorrows  i^Sj^, 
I  ne*-er  oay  be  tom^m  ym  nore^ 

TiQ  in  death  womajr  ogh  a  fm^U, 
]^jmprliQriB9er,  dpsrinaid!    '\ 

r    91m.  What  dieer^  bnadirrJ 

.   li^t.  AitraDmr,  I  w«dMkKli#lieiirtha  M^ 

.MDket  aailB  lerlBiq^nd. 

:2km.  When  the  wind  AafMilKmt. 
r  jife.  Weafcber4MiiiKitml;attiHigorila»iivM 
4nth 'hanger.aDd  !wlth'lh«r«t. 
c    ^Rms.  What^  iMijraft-dajr,:  :vaaf4nfi^ii-^yiA 
akBll'nvBBa<irith.i»e,-rysae,  hMefa  tbeJvicfcuaUjqf* 
33ffiQB---«I!lii  line  ytwr.  planks  wi(&  aMie^Epgliab 

beef  and  a  can  of  grog  :-rfthat  ivtU.  (btohup  yoiv 
Um-ivm  «^Mh  a.wet  Mfl»ll-«acnuEit; \-ao  lieave 

a-head,  my  hearty.  .. 

Alt.  We— we  shall  not  be  interrapted  ? 
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Tbwi/^rffKfrupted !  'by  whom  ?  ^ 

Alt.  I  hid  fbrgdtteti^hts*  transport  t* 
Tom.  Trafrsport }  why,  Lord  help  the  nfan  f 
th^re*^  t)bt''6ne  iri  the 'harbour^  Morrh'seer  a  ffttle 
crazy,  1  lake  it.  Come,  it  seems  to  ha\  been  hard 
a- weather*  ^fth ^<!>i>  for  some  timeJ-i-Helms'a-lee 
—about  ypix  arc— (Albert  enters  the  Hotel).— 
Damme,  he'lboks  'as. if  he'd  been  on  short  allow- 
ance all  his  voyage— poor  devil !  \^Exitm 

Enter  Gaptafn  LAUREf.. 

Jjau.  At  length  hostiHtiesy^ve  cease4«  and  I 
am  ggain  at  liberty —yet,  ere  -f  embark,'  I^  must 
inquire  if 'my  sister  be  now  at  Dieppe— ^twould^ 
be  unkind  to  leave  France  without  «eeirrg  her»-^ 
Perhaps  together  we  may  hail  the  white  clifFs'  of 
Albion  ;  that  happy  land  1  the  guard  of  the  weak/, 
the  Support  of  the  stranger,    .  .        ,    : 

SONG* — Laukeu 

i. 
If Alatrnted  iitpern,  aadforemoat  in  danger f 

Ev^r  ready  the  rights  of  mankind  to  defend ; 
The  guard  of  the  weak,  Bp^  support  of  the  strangjSr ;  . 

To  b^pii»MD  afo9>  and  to/reedom  a  friend  : 
Amid  the  r\^de  scenes  of  dismay  and  commotion,^  ^ 

Sinc6  Anarchy  £r»t  her  .red  banner  unfbrrdy  *  "*      , 

Wtt  Sxm  m1r  rock  in  her  owb  native  oce9n> 

Stood  England,  the  Anchor  and  Hope  of  tlie  World. 

':-.'•     •  u. 

^^or^ielestiqpot^oiithe^rthf  where  true  honour  coaibiRiilg        f 
' '  WMi  joiAe.  ^d  truths  jghres  a  strength  tt>  the  whole  ^ 
Where  the  rose-bud' of  beauty  with  valour  entwining, 
'"'Exaltcm  (he  heart,  iind  enlargeth  the  soul. 

.  •  tb»*Song  was  written  by  W.  jLUke,  lEsq-  * 
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O,  hodjof  n^  birtk !  7et*8btll  peace  he  tlqr  ] 

Tby  >vbite  tails  m  coauncvoe  again  be  unfurrd ; 
And  still  sbalt  tboo  ttandf  Javelf  rock  in  the  ocean^ 
.  The  Anchor  of  Borope^  the  Hope  of  the  WoiM ! 

JSnMr  AV  Fbangis  Faddle*. 

Fa(L  Custom-house  officers,  don't  telT  me— 
custodi-house  officers,  indeed — ^they  broke  open 
dtl  my  trunks,  ransack^  my  whole  wardrobe,  put 
every  individual  thing  into  utter  confusion,  and 
me  into  a  passion  !^  shall  not  be  able  now,,  to 
make  myself  irre^iblo  these  two  days-«<uch  a 
pack  of  savages  I  nev^r^^Hey  !  what.  Laurel  t 
IS  it  possible  ? 

Xfltt.  frank  ! 

Fad.  Who,  in  the  name  of  all  that^s  wonder- 
ful, would  have  thought  of  plumping  upon  you 
the  instant  I  set  foot  in  France. 

Lau*  The  fact  is,  I  have  just  been  liberated— 
the  cessation  of  hostilities  now  allows  lae  to 
return  to  England. 

Fad.  Ah !  that*s  the  very  reason  I  left  £ng« 
land  :  that  going  abroad  in  ^ime  of  war  is  prodi- 
giously inconvenient. 

Lau.  Your  father,  the  Admiral,  never  found 
it  inconvenient.  Sir  Francis. 

Fad.  Oh,  yes,  he  did — very — he  absolutely 
lost  his  life  in  the  service  of  his  country. 

Lau.  For  which  reason,  I  perceive,  there  is  no 
danger  of  your  country  losing  you. 

Fad.  On,  yes ;  St.  James's  Street  must  endea- 
vour to  do  without  iqe  for  a  short  time-^not 
that  I  see  what  /  can  possibly  learn  in  France. 

*  It  if  necessary  to  remark^  that  Sir  Fhincis*  from  afiect»- 
Hon,  has  acquired  a  habit  of  pronooncing  the  r,  Ukt  the  l^ter  j. 
tot  insuoce :  Yoa  roogh  n^e,  he  pronqimca,  ''  yooyongh 
yogue**— and#  cr.tioal  crisis,  *'  cy tlcal  c^sii?* 
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Lou.  One  lesson  at  aill  events-^you^Il  learn 
how  to  seta  just  value  on  Ihebbsssngs  you  enjoy 
in  your  own  coantry.  . 

Fad.  Ho!  htim  !— Ye»,  dear  me^  4liat's  Vjery' 
prettily  said.  But,  Captain  Laurel,  my  motive 
J8  matrimony,  with  an  absolute -f^drr^  cm— an ' 
article  that  wiil  do  us  credit— I  protest,  her  tout 
ensemble  is  so  irresistibly  fascinating^^  that  I  am 
actually  pining  to  death  for  her — positively  my 
senses  seem  to  be  leaving  me. 

Lau.  Upon  my  sOul,I  think  io— Fm  perfectly 
of  your  opinion,  Sir  Francis.  But  tell  me,  what 
is  the  fair  one*s  name.  Paddled 

Fad.  Faddle!  no;  the  fair  creature*s  name  it' 
notFaddle  yet,  but  it  soon  will — ^Lady  Faddlel-— 
no,  at  present  she  is  caird  Eliza  Arimdel. 

Lou.  £lira  ^Arundel !  my  si^er  1-^then  the  is 
still  in  France.  (JsideJ. 

Fad.  You  must  know,  she  is  fh^  ehHd  of  n 
second  marriage^-both  father  and  mother  are 
defence— but  I  am  told  EYim  tias  a  half-brother^ 
an  Officer  of  some  kipd  in  tbe  Navy.  Now  these 
brotbeik  ai^  sometimes  very  inconvenient  to  us^ 
andai  he  has  been  in  the  thick  of  ^weat^s  alanns^ 
I  hope  by  this  time  that  he*s  pop*d  off. 

Imi.  He*s  miicb  obliged  by  your  good  wishes. 

Fad.  Eliza  resides  at  this  place,  with  «  stiKF 
frump  of  an  aunt.  Miss  Eleanor  Arundel.  Tom  I 
Tom  Tough!  (Calling  towards  the  JHotelJ, 

Enter  GvillAumb  and  Lisstrx* 

CuU.  Nokv^  while  Jaqvies  ittetids  the  Com* 
mandant  on  a  different  rout^,  if  I  «n  sm  Altieri^ 
youy  Lisette,  may  conduct  him  to  the  cottage  of 
the  vincgford—Uwas  well  you  io&owed  me  so 

n 
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Lou.  Ah,  Guillamne!  my  kind-heurtQl  guftd, 
what  brings  yau  to  Dieppe  so  su^deiily.  ? 

GuiL  I  am  in  search  of  a  fugiuve— perhaps,  Sir,, 
yjou  may  have  seen  him*  {Bjntir^s  w\th  La^urel)* 

Fad.  Tom,  I  say* — where  the  plagi;ie  is  Tool? 
^-stuffing  himself  with  lobscouse,  I  proj^t. 

Tom.  Aye,  aye,  Sir  !  {coming  frorn  the  Hotels 
Altieri  folLowingy  retreats  at  ih  app^rance  cf. 
strangers). 

'  Fad.  Take  this  billet-douK  to  Madmoisellfti 
Arundelj  as  they  call  her  herie-— no  blufuler 
now. 

Tom.  ToMad'^E.  Anmdel— whafa  the  lady. 
T^nd  ?        ' 

Fad.  Mademoiseiloi^'tls  directed  to  Eliza—* 
mind,  no  blunders — Adieu,  Laurel,  adieui  Waiteri* 
s^dressing-raom  immcdiately-p— Waiter  !      fjEo?//, 

Tom.  Never  saird  in  the  packet. aervice  afore^: 
8Q  ril  stow  ii  Buay  under  hatches*— I'll  give  it  a 
fair  til  ^^board  my  b;icco-bQK«   > 

Lau.  I  h^msls€»^\0  ntaki /so  dresa'd  Jicre«-^A> 

black  cloajc—r  > 

.  Giul.  And  a  broad  hat  and  feather,  that  is  the 
description  ginren  m  i^n}^  xirdef  tor  bis  ap^irefaea- 
fiion,  -    •  J 

7W*  Hey  i  how  w^s  be.figg'd^  br0th^r^  over- 
hawl  th^t  article  agaio^  • 

Cuil.  A  da^k  cIoak«*^ 

Tomi  So^.fio^'fi  pirate  hpa  hung  oxA  tbe^signat 
of  distress,  and  I  have — (jflere  Altieri  appears 
at  the  windopifJtr^Vfe]}^  they  juay^ii^khjpi  with^ 
out  my  help ;  I  have  been  on  a  lee-shore  myself 
Uefrro  n^>h,  tfntl  d«mn  me  If  I  betray  inm.  .(Hire 
A'L^}tj{i'Ppp0i(^4  at  the  mridafv^fimplomng Toic)«i 
V  Guil.  Have  yop  seen*  him  ? 
.  Tom,  Wherip  .should  1 1,  ha^eseerthiip.?*-^!'!! 
l^d  'em  into  a  different  part  o'th^  house-«<«h0^ 
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fR^  theito  A^t  Hi&*  ehUd,  teid  -scad  di»b  o*port 
without  being  toird*    >     t  ^ 

£n/iBr  Jaaves,  with  Sbldiers;    ^ 

Jay.'  We  have  traced,  ham  at  last.  You  station 
yourself  at  that  door,  the  rest  follow  me  into  the 
house.  "         "      ' 

.  Guil.  Then  he  is  lost !  (Aside.) 

J'aq.  Cornel 

Tom^  Stand  by,  you  lubber— I'll  show  you  the 
way. 

QUARTETTO—Laubbl,  TomTough,  jAauEs, 
and  LisBTxs« 

Tom.    Now  follow,  I  will  lead  the  wajr. 

Be  steady — 
Lau.  ,» ,.:  .".     Yet  a  moment  «tay. 

Guil.  (Reading  paper).  Five  feet  ci^hl  incbe* — 
Lis,  ,         ^    Pale  and  wan —  i 

GuiL    A  broad-bricpM  hat,  with  feathers  oa. 
Jas.      To  shield  his  body  from  the  cold^ 
Cuil,    A  large  black  cloak,  decay'd  and  old. 
/UL      Now  follow,  he  will  lead  the  way : 

Be  steady  now,  .be  cautious,  pray. 

(JVhile  the  description  is  sung,  Altieri  is 
seen  to  throw  off  his  dress  at  the  articles 
described) » 

[Exeunt  all  but  Guillaume,  Lisette/ 
and  Centinel. 

(Tlie  Centinel  parades  before  the  door  of  the 
Hotel — LiSBTTE  endeavours  to  attract  his 
attention,  while  Guillaume  makes  signs 
to  Altieri  to  descend — this  is  rendered 
difficulty  from  the  peculiar  direction  of  the 
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90ldier's  marek  betciward  dnd  fkmjsafA; 
until  LiUTTB  engages  the  Jketice  of  the 
eentinel,  when  6uilla.umb  lifting  apack^ 
age  on  others  which  are  about  the  spot^  se^ 
cures  the  descent  of  the  Jugitive^  and 
drawing  his  stbord^  interrupts  and  threatens 
the  soldier  J  fpr  his  gallantry  to  Lisstte«<-. 
ALTrsRi  rushing  off*  at  the  moment. ^^ 
The  soldier  seizes  his  Jirelock  to  defend 
himself  ^^Music  appropriate^  which  at  the 
entrance  of  the  CommAlNDANt  with  other 
'  Soldiers^  bursts  into  a  Chorus, — Jaoubs 
appears  at  the  window  from  which  Al- 
TiBRi  has  escaped-^ToM  returns  with  SoU 
diersj  laughing  at  their  disappointment  J , 
Jaq.  I'his  way  he  has  escaped.  (From  windot^;), 

CHORUS— SoLDXtRSt 

A  thort  reprievcj,  bis  race  is  ruo«^ 
In  ?ain  he  fliei— the  game  is  won ! 
And  be  ere  long  must  wait  his  doom 
Within  0^  dnngeon'tf  detpctit  gloooi. 


iBND  or  *HE  FIRST- ACT, 
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Act  IL 

_    SCENE  I. 

Outshirt  iof  the  ToxW;  of  Dieppt^^the  Harbour  i7\ 
the  distance — Cottage  on  the  left^^PeasanUt 
undJBtbouB  discovered — The  Fintage^ 

CHORUS. 

ijLi»  and  b^ses^  wkil«  tbey  laboor« 

Cbeerly  cbaaot  tbo  raaoddnj. 
Then  at  ct«  the  pipe  and  tabor 

CkMes  menil/  the  daj. 

Jer.  Cease,  lad&— rcease  your  labour;  girls,  give 
over  work,  for  all  to-day  is  holiday  and  joy. 

Peasants.  What,  Old  Jerome !  Welcome,  Je- 
rome, welc^nne  1 

Jer.  Thank  you,  thank  you~-b\it  go,  go  and 
prepare  a  welcome  for  the  beautiful  and  good  Miss 
Arundel.  She  is  just  returned  ffom  a  visit,  and 
brought  me  with  her— *Heaven  bless  her  for  her 
kindness,  I  say.  /jSe/Z^J-^Hark  1  the  bells  are 
ringing  to  celebrate  the  event,  and  we  must  have 
none  but  merry  faces,  and  hearts  as  light  as  iuin$; 
— «way  with  you  f 

Enter  Lisbtt£. 

*— Ah,  Lisette,  you  run-away  rogue,  I  am  l^ 
.h^(pre  you ! 

Us.  I  have  heard  it  all. 

Jer.  Have  you  heard  of  Altieri  ? 

Lis.  Yes-^all  is  yet  safe. 

Jer.  Safe !— that* s  joyful  news.    Poor  hdy. 
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when  T  told  lier  what  had  happened,  she  took  on 
sadly — 'tis  pity,  truly,  that  she  who  feels  so 
much  for  the  misfortunes  of  others,  should  have 
any  of  her  own  to  trouble  her.  But  where  is 
Gtiillaume  ?^ 

Lis.  Oh,  he*ll  soon  follow  me;  Tit  warrant; 
*     Jer.  Ah,  thou  hast   attractions,  and  *tis  bu<, 
rtght,  for  he  can  never  stir  but  you  are  close 
at  his  heeJ9— just  as  your  mother  served  me— 
Well,  child,  thy  love  holds  merrily. 

Lis,  Aye,  truly  does  \iJ^  could  follow  him 
still  in  wealth  or  poverty,  and  never  Jieave  a 
sigh  of  sorrow  but  when  his  duty  calls  \\\m  from 
me. 

SONG— LiSETTE, 

[Omitted  after  the  iir$t  representatioD]. 

When  Guillauwie  first  tried. 

To  make  me  his  bride. 
Then  I  was  the  joy  of  his  life,        •  ,       , 

And  ttie  honey-moon*s  light 

On  our  wedding  shone  bright^ 
For  he  caird  me  his  dear  little  wife. 

I  sung  lir^  Ja,  la^  &c. 
When  be  call*d  me  his  dear  little  wife. 

Bat  the  honey-moon  set, 
'  The  poor  man  in  it  pet. 
Began  thus  a  conjugal  strife— 
I  am  busy,  jpray  go. 
And  because  I  said,  '^No,"* 
^  '  Hip  cried,  "  Zoupds,  what  a  pfague  of  a  wife,*' 
I  sung  lira,  la,  la,  &c. 
Yet  I  still  Im  his  dear  little  .wife. 

\Exit  LiSETTB  to    Cotta^c^jEtimR 
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i^er.  Ah>    well;  I  rtiuslE    see  afber  our  Uttltf 

festival — ^Vou  get  every  thing  ready  within.    Ouit 

lady  will  be  here  anon*  ^Eofit  up  Siagem 

[Exit  Lus^Txfi  to  Cottage^ 

£n/ef  on  the  opposite  side,  the  Commandant  and 
Jaques. 

Cam.  This  is  their  haunt->-^We  arit  arrived  it> 
time, 

Jaq,  'Tia- evident  "-Gaillauftte  is  treach^ous^ 
and-**  ; 

Com.  Be  8ilent«'-*4>e  cautious-^-^yoii  are  too  vio- 
lent-^should  accident  in  any  way  discovei*  that 
Holstien  still  lives—" 

Jaq.  Lives!--doe8  Holstien  live? — I  thought^-^ 
(T  Com.  (aside).  *Sdeath — ^*tisr  tod  late — so  far  I 
must  trust  him«*^He  does ;  but  Holstien  is  my 
dearest  friend,  and  I  wish  to  serve  him.— He  ten«- 
'  dered  his  affection  to  ihis  £li2a  Arundel,  and  was 
rejected— -she  preferred  theyonth  Altieri.— ^Smart- 
iDg  watli  disappointment,  Holstien  exerted  his 
authority  beyond  endaradce-^he  reviled,  heiiis« 
bonorM)  and  at  length  he  struck  the  boy  £n- 
rico-^In  a  distant  province  they  met^  and 
foaghu 

Jaq.  I  remember — 

Com.  Holstien  felU-^Altieri  fled,  and  concealed 
himself,  convinced  the  wound  he  gave  his  enemj^ 
was  mortal;  and  on  this  bdief  does  Holstien*$ 
future  hope  depend'^^fur  still  he  loves^  this  girK 

Jaq.  Then  why  not  try  his  fortune  now? 

Com.  Until  tills,  fugitive  Altieri  be  taken  'tis 
useless ;  therefore  lurk  near  tlie#house,  and 
watch  them  carefully  ;-— but  for  your  life  mentioa 
not  the  Barpn  to  a  human  being-<^hould  they 
once  know  that  Holstien  lives,  'twould  mar  ua 
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instantly — ^This  paper,  signed  by  the  Intendant 
^f  Police,  is  the  order  for  his  appreiiension. 
Whatever  assistance  you  ii^ay  want,  this  \vitl 
procure— (g^iw^  a  pur*€)-^he  faithful,  and  re- 
member your  reward.  j^Exit  Commandant. 
Jaq.  To.  thwart  this  haughty  GuillaMine, 
would  have  been  sufHcient  recompense,  but  this 
private  service  money  has  fixed  me — a  smart  affair 
^cHigh*— but  what  does  it  t:ontaiii  (empties  the 
purse) — Oh !  this  will  do. 

(Music  heard.-'^jA^v^s.rettre^^^Enier  Lf- 
SKTTE  from  Cottage :  she  places  a  table 
seatSj  fruity  i^c,  as  th(  Pillagers  advance 
with  Eliza  Auundsl,  Ji:;fiOM£— ;/fr^l| 
joyfulhf). 
Lis.  They  are  coming  !   I  hear  llie  music. 

(Advances  to  meet  EL'.ZA)r 
Eliz.  Ah;    Lisette,    my  poor  girl— «ver  the 
first  to  welcome  home  your  niistirebii. 
,  .    Jer.  'Tis  her  duty,  lady — 

/as.  And  I'm  sure  my  greatest  pleaiHire. 
Eliz.  Good  girl — but  where  is  Guiilaooie} 
Has  he  brought  Altaeri  hither  ?  .          ^ 

Lis.  Not  yet. 
.   J/iq.  Altiert!-?-80*— 

(Aside — watching  from  his-  concealment). 

Eliz.  Poor  Enrico  I— love  has  been  thy  only 

4rim€<-^jnstly,^  but  rashly  resenting  the  insults  of 

a  detested  rival,  thy  only  fault. 

.   Jer.  Be  of  good  cheer,  lady^-^in  this  oqUage 

you  may  see  him  in  safety. 

Eliz.  True,  I  may  once  again  see  him^  whom, 
to  my  unfeeling  aunt,  I  dare  not  confess  is  so 
dear  to  me.  ^  1  he  unexjjected  appeariMice  of  my 
(mother.  Captain  Laurel,  has  given  me  new  hope: 
to  him  I  have  disclosed  our  siiuationr,  and  he  has 
promised  t;o  assist  us. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


«  TOR  is^GhASD,  no  r  «f 

Jht/:  Indeed!     (jisidej.  ,     -.      ;  '  -  ^, 

Eliz.  When  the  tide  turns  at  sun-set,  a  boat 
will  be  ready  on  the  shore-^a  vessel  will  he 
l}ing-to  in  die  ha^bour^  nnd  in  a  few  short  hoor^ 
Altieri  will  i)reathe.ibe  air  ofliberty,    . 

Jer.  Aye,  in  England  !—'ti«  the  wandet^fs 
liome! 

£lh.  But  I  interru|i4  your  merriment— come  !  ^ 
(^Eliza  seats  herself- a f.  the  table\  attended 
by  Jekome  and  Lisette. — A   Pastoral 
Dartee  commences  -  the  various  imphments 
of  the  yintage^  with  ribbons  and  flowers^ 
made  use  of  in  a  gay  fanciful  arrange-- 
we/i/.— JAauBS  looks  occasionally  from  his 
concealment. — As    the  Dance  concludes^ 
GuiLLAtJMB   enters   in  haste  and  ularm^- 
followed    by   Altieri  — /w   Gujllaume** 
hand  t/ie  cloak^  isicj 
GuiL  Courage,  Sir,    courage!   this   is.  to  be 
your  place  of  concealment. 

Jaq.  (behind).     Is  it  so  ! — Now  to  the  Com-' 
mandant. 

GuiU  Ah  !  whose  voice  was  that  ?; 
Eiiz,  {Having  lisenfrom  llie  table ^  at  the  inter^ 
rupti^TiJ. — Enrico-!  my  bekived  Enrico! 
Alt.  Eliza,  here  ' 

GuiL  Stay  not  in  this  spot-— you  may  be  ob* 
served — retire  to  the  cottage,  I  entreat;  you.  -.  • 

[Eliza,  r^LTiEMi,  a7id  LiSbTXK  Eaueuni. 
Jer,  {to  Feasants).  Away  lasses,  away  boys— - 
away— -away  uith  youi  [£a?fV  PeasavJLs.' 

—VV  hat  has  happened  ?  {to  Gu4Li|*aumjs). 

GuiL  VVe  have  been  seen-N— watch'tl— this 
coat  and  this  belt  must  be  destroyed— As  we  pass'd 
hither,  the  Commanciant,  or  i  am  much  mis* 
taken,  crossed  our  path— it'he  has  discovered  us 
my  hie  13  forfeit. 
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Jer,  Your  life, — Oh  no,  no-r-not  your  life. 

GuiL  Death  will  be  more  welcome  than  dis- 
grace J  and  if  nothing  less  will  prove  my  grati* 
tude,  Willingly  for  her  shall  I  resign  that  life 
which  she  preserved.  But  come,  father,  our 
plan  is  laid,  and  when  the  sup  sfets/Etirjco'sfree! 
\^Eafiunt  to  Cottage.    (M^sicj. 

SCENE  IL 
j^n  jtipartment  at  Mis^  E.  Arunpei/s* 

Enter  Laurel  andToyi  Touqh. 

.  Lau.  You  and  your  companions  then  promise 
yxwir  assistance- — you  will  not  fail  ? 

Tom.  Not  vve,  your  Honour— when  I  pipe  all 
hands  they'll  pbey  the  signal.  But  who-d  have 
thought  of  seeing  iny  old  Commander  here !  I 
haven't  been  bettfsr  pleasM  since  you  tnade  Ton? 
OPough  a  boatswain. 

Lau.  Well,  brother  sailor,  wait  withifi,  and 
when  you  have  delivered  Sir  Frank's  message, 
remember  my  request.  ^  v 

Totn.  i  warrant  your  Hqnour.  \ExiL 

LaUf.  So  far  all  |)ids  fairly— My  sister's  expla- 
niition  has  |)een  ample— her  aunt's  obstinate  re- 
fusal to  sapctjop  thp  addressee  of  Altieri,  was  the 
chief  cause  pf  their  misfortune; ;  and  if  I  have 
power  to  prevent  it,  they  shall  no  longer  be  the 
victims  of  injustice  and  oppressiqn~-that  done, 
the  ocean,  again  shall  be  my  element,  a  ship  ttrj 
cradle^  and  the  tough  wind  my  lullaby. 
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BONG.-^Laurbl. 
•        I. 

Scarce  bad  the  tempest  ceasM  to  roar^  • 
ftrarce  bad  our  ship  beat  off  the  shore. 

When  beam'd  the  morning  light. 
All  hands  make  sail  I  the  boatswain  cries. 
Our  flying  royals  sweep  the  skies, 

A  vessel  hpve  in  sight ! 

II, 
We  nearM  the  chuse,  the  fight  l)egan«« 
'  When  ship  to  ship,  and  ipan  to  man,  -'? 

Each  Briton's  heart  beat  h^gh) 
XiODgstde  the  foe  our  gons  we  pliod. 
Till  a  merfs  reck  on  ocean's  tid^ 
We  shouted  victory ! 

III. 

A  crippled  hQllr>  now  home  we  steer. 
Tot  Aieod  and  mistress  doubly  dear» 

With  hearts  elate  we  fly  j 
'  !For  those  who  fdl,  a  sigh  they  heave^ 
For  us  a  crown  of  laurel  weave. 

And  hail  our  victory ! 

i?e-en/er  Tom. 

TVfw.  Now  for  a  pfeep  at  Sir  Frank's  sweetheart 
•«-I  abouldn*t  wonder  now  if  my  Nell  wasn't  the 
tighter  vessel  o'the  two,  tho'  she  ban't  so  smartly 
rigg'd— (7^ii/&  ike  letter  out  of  his  tobacco  boxj-^ 
Wheugh  \'^{gives  a  long  whistle)  black  as  a  collier 
in  the  rool — Ecod  there  she  is«  stately  as  a  three* 
decker<~How  large  «he  loo!ma-^*-«fae'6  abouty  and 
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stands  this  way — My  eye  !  how  her  canvas  shakes 
in  the  wind.  (Retires). 

Enter  Miss  Eleanor  Arukdel. 

A/m  y/.  So,  the  hour  approaches  when  I  shall 
again  hehold  the  elegant  Sir  Francis  Faddl^! — 
when  last  in  England,  his  attentions  to  me  were 
too  evident  to  be  misunderstood,  and  thh  o^por- 
tunity  will  no  doubt  be  chosen  to  lay  his  title  and 
fortune  at  my  f^et. — I  am  surprised  he  is  not 
here  -  thei  weather  appears  favourable— I  wonder 
whnt's  the  hour. 

7^om.  (auddcubj-^who  during  the  speech,  has 
been  making  observaiiomy-^Hali  past- four  P.M. 
scud  flying,  with  squalls,  and  a  gale  of  wind  from 
the  northward,  please  your  Ladyship ;  at  least 
that's  the  reckoning  by  the  log-bpok  of  my  un- 
derstanding. 

Miss  A.  Mercy  on  me,  what  a  voice  ! — why, 
who  are  you,  fellow  ? 

Tom.  By  name  Tom  Tough,  please  your  wor- 
ship. Tm  rated  on  Sir  Frank's  books  as  a  sort 
of  loblolly  boy,  and  ha'  brought  this  here  billy  doo 
— I  think  he  palled  it. — {Miss  Artmdel  receives 
the  letter — turns  it  in  amazement,  i^c.  which  dis^ 
concerts  Tom.) 

Miss  A.  To  Mad"'  E.  Arundel— 

Tom.  That's  right  mun — E,- stands  for— - 

Miss  A.  Eleanor— it  should  have  been  written 
at  fuU.  ' 

Tom.  Eleanor — oh!-.-that's  French  for  Nell, 
I  tike  it-^they  call  my  wife  so  sometimes. 

Miss  A.  This  ia  very  strange  1 
*   Tom.  Bless  you---8ir  Frank  be  as  strange  as  hks 
wtftiiig  ev^y  bit — ^^fore  I  w^nt  to  sea  the  last 
cruise,  he  was  is  tight  a  lad  as  ever  crack'd  bis* 
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cutt;  hat  since  the  Admiral  died,  he  has  hoisted 
the  standard  of  Pollys—crowded  more  sail  thaa 
he*sbaUastto  carry,  and  yaws  confoundedly—- 

Miss  A.  (finishing  the  leller)  *' Your  devoted 
ailmirer,  Francis  Faddle.'*— Your  master  is  well^ 
I  hope.  .  .' 

Tarn.  Mortal  bad,  I  tell  you — the  toi>piD^ 
lifts  of  jaws  .tia'  'given  way,  and  he  clips  th«^ 
kind's  £ngli&h  cruelly— *«w-yaw,  then  the.  maim 
and  back  6tay«  of  his  lejt  are  gon«f ,  and  Jie  &\vag& 
9tarbi>ard  and  Larboard  like  a  crippled  must  aften 
an  action,  as  if  he'd  go  by  the  board  evi^ry  roU: 
{imitating  Sir  F.) 

Mt9s  A.  Dreadful  indeed  !-^l  w^as:  not  pre*, 
pared  for  .this-*— his  constitution  must  be  greatly 
xnapaired. 

Tom.  Blefls  your  heart,  no  —but  you.  see,. 
he  rigs  himself  out  as  giiy  as  a  French  galley — 
keeps  race- horses,  and  hunters,  and  hounds-— 
then  he  keeps  a — but  that's  no  affair  of  yours. 

Miss  A.  What,  he  delights  in  rural  sports  ? 

Toirt,,.  No,    but   his   frienils  do-— O  he's  got 

pleoty  o'. friends  since  he's  had  plenty  o'  shot  in 

kis  iocker.— Then  he  plays  billiard  and  hazard— > 

talks  of  cannons — an(l  the  main — and  then  the 

•yellow  boys  fly  about  like  bO  many  spent  sliot. 

Miss  A.  Is  Sir  Francis  successful  at  play  ? 

Tom.  Oh  no— but   his  friends  ai-e,  and  that's 
the  same  thing,-  you. know, .Ma'am.— Ah,  the  old^ 
Admiral  was  the  lad  forlorn  Tough— he  knew  of. 
no  main   but  the  salt  sea— no  cannons,  but  the 
guns  of  his   fleet;    and  talk    of    hunting— -no- 
chace  was  like  the  pursuit  of  an  en^my,  and  no 
colour  so  glorious  as  the  red  rags  of  Old  Eng- 
land flying  over  aii  enem}s's  Ensign. 

Miss  A.  Inform  your  master  1  ain  impatiei^t^ 
till  I  bekurfd  him. 
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he  m^9  kisJ9ng^s  MideJ.  I  thoagtii  €Kv^ii«)i 
more. to  be  compared  to  my  HtW,  than  i^^se^ 
•hirt'istaa  main-topwih    '  h.i-.ir^ 

Miss  A  This  secures  my  fondest  hope-^Jl'MllllI 
be  the  bride  of  Sir  Franci&^and  triiTmph  m^^  a 
fiiecCy  who  would  degrade  her  family  by  tf'Mar^ 
riage  with  the  worthless  Altim.  I  krm\v  ^  this 
auMnent  she  is  exerting  all  her  interest'  to  -hft^ 
his  rank  restored  ;  but  the  fatal  terrfti'hti^ibft  '^f 
tfiedoei,  will  for  ever  banish  him  the  bonrftiy, 
and  Eliza's  presence.  ffi-arf/t 

Tarn.  Well,  I  wonder  wliat  Sil-  Prank  ca«  see 
in  her — bat  Us  the  way  with  thcae  felKwcaltier 
ohaps  iiow-a*day«-— they  cotet'  the  ootnMatM  of 
these  craey  old  vessels,  and  lei  some  o*the^ttghteKt 
little  flngales  in  the  service  sail  by-eca^  * 

Bnter  Sir  Francis  FADDta,  dfessed^  '"^ '  *' 

.    ,  .  .i.  «  J-— j^.f. 

F^4  At  last  I  have  made  myself  toieiirf^ts 
Io€»k-at-able-~hope  the  ladiea  will  adfl|ire  itoaM^ 
raptures  no  doubt,  tho'  they  won't  say  to«^4>9fc 
really  this  is  a  very  disagreeable  affair  of  £Iiaa*s 
with  that— -that — I  forget  the  fellow's  name- 
but,  however,  it  has  not  gone  too  far,  and  I'll 
take  pity  on  her — wonder  she  didn't  answer  my 
ttndinr  billet,  tho' — perhaps  that  sea-^ter^-  ia\^ 
man  Tom, has  never  deliver'd  it—never  seetitiM^' 
face,  I  dare  say.  '     '-^'^ 

Tom.  O  yes,  I  have-^and  such  b  ^Ifi^^Mto' 
rigfit , worshipful.  '  ^'    ^^^'^ 

Fad.  Right  worshipful  I  ^^u^-\yvv, 

'Toiw.  Yes;  like  my  Lord*Mayor*iK     •    *-  '»^ 
Fad.  Did  yoii  deliver  my  letter  to  tb«!«lettttic 
ptiah'd  and  beautiful--*  . ' 

Tom.  Beautiful ! — why  I  took  an  '(AiBtefvAiob,. 
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^<3lEiiJ|{QiMur, .  bat  from  the  sue  atfid  redness  of 
her  face,  danrn  me  if  it  wasn't  a  lunar  one— Bless 
your  heart !  she's  not  half  so  hanckoone  a»  the 
figure-head  of  the  V'enus^  tho*  she  was  fresh 
pflilited.  - 

.  Fad*  Fresh  pai*ited !  she  never*  woi*e  rouge  ir» 
her>life. 

Tom.  She  did  when  I  saw  her— -loofc'd  like  th^ 
Rjed  Commodoi^'a  broad  pennant  run  up  to  her 
topouiitihead. 

^ad.  Hold  your  horrid  jargon,  pray-«-I  say  hei* 
face  is  beautiful, 

Tom^  Might  ha'  been  when  first  launched—^ 
but  k»  laid  up  in  ordinary  now,  however.  ^ 

,Paii- Ordinary !  yooVandall— Oh,  herecomes* 
her  aunt — stand  aside,  Goth  ! — that  tar-barrel 
sees  no  beauty  but  in  a  mermaid.  Now  should 
Eli^a  accept  mc,  the  aunt's  consent  will  still  be 
necessary,,  op  some  c^  her  golden  charms  ^ill  be 
loat-^^I  must  endure  the  bore  of  wheedling  the 
old  one  first ;  for  the  matrimonial  pill,  properly 
giUed,  «iipB'down  easy  enough,  but  I  can't  dwal^^' 
Icnv^botos. 

.  Enter  Miss  Arundel. 

Ah  1  ivy  dear  Madam,  I  rejoice  to  see  youi  t 
prot^at. 

AJiss  A.  Sir  Francis  Faddle  is  most  welcome— » 
h^iijv^Ii^antly  moderp !  {Jjnde). 

Fad*  Shockingly  antique  !  {Jlside).  I  am  sorry. 
to  intrude— but  a  tender  anxiety  respecting — 

Miu  A*  Qli,  Sir,  I  will  no  longer  oppose  an 
unifi^  th94.wi)W  I  trust,  be  productive  of  mutual 
felicity.*      .     .  .  • 

Ffki^  Dearest  Madam,  how  shall  I. thank,  you  ^ 
w 
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Tern,  Give  her  a  one*and-tv^enjtyl-p^JU>Jal 
Salute!  your  Honour. 

Fad.  Get  out!  /  •' 

Tom.  .Get  out! — Oh,  hem  !— I  kno\yr- tiitie 
for  me  to  sheer  ofE— I'll  bring-to  wjthih  ligil, 
tho\  lExit.tw. 

Miss  ji.  Yet  there  are  circumstances  i^^icn 
should  be  considered. 

Fad.  Hey  ! — I — I  don't  comprehend.        ^ 

Miss  j4.  a  certain  difference  of  manii^^  of 
habit — a — a — a  difference  of  dge  loo. 

Fad.  Difference  of  age  I  W  hy .  F  am  only 
thirty,  and  Eliza  must  be  (awrfc)^— ohj  a  t^^ifle— a 
mere  trifle,  I  protest : — besides,  a  little  ex))ierience 
of  the  world  will  be  useful^  and  I  intend  to 
reform  immediately. 

Miss  A*  Then  I  tnay  hope —       ... 

Fad.  Yes,  yes — I  shall  endeavour  wUh  all  pos- 
siblcf  dispatch  to  regain  the  perfect  ufe  of  my 
faculties,  for  the  facetious  rogues  in  Saint  James's 
Street,  say  Tm  quite  effenr^inate;  and  because  my 
name  happens  to  be  Francis,  -salute  me  with  the 
tide  of  Fanny— Fanny  Faddle,— they  do,  I  pro- 
test—then the  peopte  laugh. 

JtoR^j  A.  Insolent,  indeed  !  Why  do^  yott  pet% 
mit  such  liberties  ? 

Fad.  I  can't  help  it— but  none  of  tt^  mtnd 
being  laogh'd  at.  It  u-as  but  t'other  day*  I  cat^ht 
n^  rascal  of  a  valet  displaying  every  fasfaidtVA^ 
eccentricity  with  as  much  ease  as  hedid^m^'iifet* 
off  eloathest  the  fellow  had  contrived  td"g6t  ^Car- 
sighted  loo !  fKid  what  with  the  £A)r&o:atk^  of 
the  R's,  the  lassitude  of  his  voicej'  an&  tH^^fep-' 
pareivt  dislocation  of  his  joints,  ciiAe  vSt^  I 
didn't  take  htm. for  one  oiusl  flBd^Ai;ril}tyi ftilde 
iny  bow,  before  I  discovered  my  error,  *  ^^ 
^  Mm^A.^  lafitpoaiibte!-^.^        --  e^-^-     ^^3i 
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'rizdrTact]  ^'protest.  IactuaI]y;i?lusbV1j^  to^ge 
how  completely  a  fellow  devoid  of  ^ducaj^ion, 
could  in  oi>enio|neqt:  attain  qualificationa,.  \^«^flich 
4pjOSf  air  uf^so  much ,assidviity  to  acquire^  phi  I-Jl 
refqrn3-^11  make  an  excellent  husband — theri^- 
tofQ  let  nie  be  bless*d  by  hearing  an  avowal.  - 

"!Miss  A.  Sir  Francis,  I  will  no  longer  refuse  a 
consent  on  wliich  depends  my  future  happiness. 

Fad.  Charming  woman  !  on  my  knees—- 

Miss  A,'  Approach,  and  take  the  hand  you 
have  so  luug  athl  anxiously  solicited  [holding,  her 
h^nd  out  aJJ^^cicdlij). ,  ,'        .. 

(Fad B LB    having  dropped  on  his  knees,  is 
'     .  '    electrified  by  the  conclusion  of  Miss  AjBiv;<i^ 
BRL  A  speech). 

Fad.  Hey  !  Your — your  hand,  Madam  ? 
,  Miss  ^.  What  means  this  coldness  ?■  , 

y/rad.  Coldness!    (rising) — Cprse  me  if  t  aoi 

;fi)  ii^  V.  .^>..;    ,.,  .  ErUer  Ton. 

Tom.  They've  been  telegraphing  n  long  while  ; 
JpA3^}j  fff^hffr  vessel  nseems  to  k;now  its  nnn^er. 
(She  scolds) — ^I  thought  how  'twouJd  .be---ship 
i^^mj^js^d  st^ysij  and  run  bump  ashore  ! 
iflj^RW-.TWs  is ^. very  awkward  accidentr-^q^ijtft* 
^^}yjE;g|.qri^is^  presAmed  it  was  Mm  Arundel'^ 

.  '^iMm-^Ar'  W^"i  Sir,  nm  not  I  Miss  Arundel? 
}o  fejiSli^  Eliza  Arundel,  I  presumed- 

.,^-^f^^  Miss  Eliza! 

'iTom^  O^  bobs  I    I  ha*  giv^n  the  letter  to 

*l»6iiyrflM,w9nf)an.  •      .       >     .  ..  , 

Afw  -?.  M.ijS3  Eliza !— but  I'll  restj^am  n)> 

^nger.    Sir,  this  insult  is  not  to  be  borne,,  pfter 
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your,  repeated  tendera  of  affection  to  jpe.;  ^ter 
your  vows,  your  protestalionS;^  ypqr  letters. 

Fad.  Letters  !  letters  I 

Tom.  So,  now  we  shall  go  a.yojage  ott  i^^P- 
very,  and  I  «hall  be  cast  away  on  t)ieiroq^\  and 
shoals  of  explanation  • 

Missji,  Yes,  Sir  {produces  the  Letter) — Her^, 
,(^0  Tom)  did  you  ^lot  deliver  this  to  me  fron^;  your 
master  ? 

Tom.  Please  your  ladyship*s  honour,  I — ^I-Tlrrn? 
svvamp'd,  split  my  topsaiU, 

Fad.  Speak,  r'ascaH 

Tom.  Rascal  1 — lookey.  Sir  Frank,  'twas  hazy 
weather,  and  I  lost  my  bearing— the  letter  was 
^upersciTbed  to  Miss  E.  Arundel#  This  iM  <vo- 
man  called  herself  ISdiss  £•  something,  so  I  gave 
it  her.  ^  '  ^ 

Mas  A.  Old  woman,  indeed !  Eno4igh  I  I  iiav« 
deserved  this  for  a  coodescension  so  derogatory 
to  the  family  of  Arundel ;  but  I  thank  fortonie 
for  my  escape. 

Fad.  So  do  I  formy  esqape,  I  protest.  '^  i  * 

Tom.  Humbly  axes  your  worship's  pardon. 

Miss  A.  Out  of  the  way,  porpuss  ! — Sir  Fran- . 
CIS  Faddle,  I  leave  you  with  the  contempt  yoo 
merit;  and  be  this  your  consdatioti,  as'  it  \% 
mine,  my  niece  Eliza  shall  never  be  your'vrtfe,  ^ 
unless  she  sacrifices  half  her  fortune,  which,  with- 
out my  consent,  she  forfeits— *Sa  fare  ybu  ^ell, 
Sir  Francis  Faddle.  \;Bkit. 

Tom.  Mercy  on  us  1  Why  she  bouteq^  tibe  a 
bomb-vessel  :  three  such  fire-^hips  s&  tlia*  would 
set  Portsmouth  in  a  blajse.  •   '    -  ^  -/ 

Fad.  I'll  be  revenged  on  that  terrible  ^  wo- 
pian. — What  an  escape! — Her  husband — faugh^ 
Tr-^f  this  be  her  temper,  she  would  certainly  hay? 
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dafpt  thsft  ftnllly  extinguisher,  a  monument,  over 
my  unfortunate  body,  before  ^  the  brightness  of 
our  hpneymoon  had  wnxed'dim.— Oh,  you  blun- 
da-ttlg^,  rascally  rapseaUion  !  [Exit. 

■^^«7WSrt?TMk  df  tfouWes  at  sear-^IPooh!  'give  me 
sea  room  enough,  and  a  snug  birth  a- board,  after 
Iflt-^a  man  may  Hve  or  die  ashore,  as  it  suits. him, 
bitt  l^tTorti'  Tough  live  as  he  has^  always  tibne, 
and  die  9s  he  hopes  to  do,  like  a  true  British 

,      -      ■ .      •» 

SONG— Tom  TouAh.' 

'../i^t^iiailKt'*  E[dnt^  Waff  left  bieiHiiiiKir and lUs  heme,,  . 
And  his  doar  native  Imd,  on  rbe  oceto  to  r€enft» 
Like  a  sapling  he  sprung,  he  was  &ir  to  the  view, 
'^i  v^ns'iiiieBlitiJKOak/  bojs;  wbMi  olider  he  grewi 
7h^^his»body  wis  weak>  ami  his  hands  they  were  soA-, 
■Iflit^  tlie:  signal  wds  heard,  he  the  first  went'  ^lod ; 
And  veterans  all  cried>  he*U  one  day  lead  the  van, 
jFor  tho'  irtted  a  bojr,  htftf  the  soul  of  a  man,  ^ 

•  And  tifap  heart  of  a  true  British  Sailor  ! 

t  "-    ..\\\   ' 

..    ^ly-^iDifiWiAMt'FlKmiotffd,  and^borniagte 
SlilWo  peaoe «nd  in  «ar>  Hbny  Bloff  wafttbe  satne, 
jJO' true  to  bis  love,  and  in  battle  so  brave, 
.  iljibe  n^rtlo  and  laatel  entwine  o'er  iiis  gmve.^ 
'   jSir  ihis  countiy  he  fell,  when  by  victory  crown'd, 
i{  *3iiflA«>siietdwi(t«'&llintattiBmaitNind, 

WtM  to  thought  hefd  struck— bat  he  sung,  AtMt  ? 
And  the  Cok)urs  of  England  he  naS^d  to  the  tiiast  I 
o  //  t^'fi^tllft^li^o  ^  ^^^  Brhub'SaUor !         ' 

»  <» :  .;  lb  '^'   i: "'  •  '^' '    '  ■•'•■'  ^'  ■^-•'  — '  ^' 
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.  •-"    •  -■  ■  .  ..  '•    , 

'scene  hi. 

Same  asJhe  JtrH^  hut  varied  in  ^ffltctbu  ih$f^s^^ 
ting  Sun.  •    ' 

Enter  frem  the  Cettage,  IbAUREL  tm^^-ALi^iKki. 

Zfflw.  You  must  now  prepare  for  yonr  4ep!9r- 
ture-^the  wiad  is  favourable,  and  wbeii  the  $ud 
has  set,  you  can  leave  us  without  fear  t)f  'mX^r^ 
ruption,  , » 

Jilt.  Your  generous  friendship  will  «v/er  live  in 
my  remembrancQmbut  thus  to  part  froQi  Q^  be^^ 
loved  Eliza— 

Lau.  Hope  tb^  ))^st-«^aiid  remea)b9r»  you  )iQve 
friends  that  never  will  desert youk.  .  <,a 

Guil»  It  wfls  surely  be — I  could  ^nojt  mistake 
him.  '  ;}]  • 

Lau.  What  mean  you  ? 

Guit.  Danger  is  abroad — yon  mostflfdtim^^in 
How  he  has  discovered  us  I  kwMir  npt ;  jbik  if 
I  live,  I  saw  that  -villain  Jaquea.        m  /^         .  r 

' Enter  lii^trrE  from  ih^' Cottage/     ^'  ' 

^  Lt^i  The  sun  is  ssttin^,  and  xwir  fi4e»dK4i2fM^ 

itotappcared.  . .t.>  ^ 

Lau.  I  begin  to  fear  some  accident.  /l//sii^(^j^. 

Gtiil.  Lisett^,  conduct  this  gentleman  to  the 

room  above— there.  Sir,  vou  must  remain,  and  do 

not  stir  till  I  pronounce  aloud  the  name  of  Enrico 

Zfl«.    Wliere  can  these   fellows  loiter— 'tis 
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well  Eliea  feels  not  my  anxiety ;  but  the  object 
of  her  afFection,  at  every  risk,  shall  be  preaerved. 

Guil.  Hush  !  I  bear  a  iootstep.  . 

Laiu  It  cannot  be  the  seanaan,  or  his  compa- 
tjiQmf^yivt  Wbuld  have  beard  the  sigML>    "  ^ 

Guil.  I  hear  the  tread  of  feet  distinctly— *the 
house  is  watch'd. 

i4iu..  Lei  us  enter  the  bouse,  and  secure  the 
door.  . 

^Uii.'i  \vi\l — (as  GvihhAVME  advances  to  the 
itoj^;^CFkttUfts  enters  and  interrupts  (hem).  Jaques ! 
^tlbyJAye!   * 

GuiL  What  brought  you  hither  ?  '' 

'  Jaq.  My  duty,     I  am  an  imwelcotiFie  vtsUor, 
n^doebt. 

GuiL  Right — What  seek  you  here  ^ 

ift^.  The  runaway  described  \tt  this  paper; 

Lau.  You  most  find  him- elsewhere.  ••  *     — 

Jaq.  But  ril  search  this  house  first. 

(AsiKW^^^^'turtk^  do  sjteah  /(^Laurbl,  Li-^' 
SETTE  enters f  and  seeing  hiin^  immediately 
HA^:iHir4(inesm  a  signal  from.  GeiJULAtrMs).  ^ 
•^Here  is  my  authority. 

/*aw.  Sign'd  by  the  Intendant  of  Police.      ^ 
-r  tSi/a^j  indeed  I  Ihat-sstrarige.  •  ^ 

'I  jiof .  Aye  {ipuU  up  ike  paper)..  »      ' 

GuiL  Well,  convince  yourself  he  is  not  here. 

Jaq,  I  will  (looking  round).  I'll  not  take  your 
word  for  it^  however.    .      \Exit  it/ier  Lisbttb. 

QuiL  *Tis  unusual  for  the  police  to  interfere— 
b|kitttUii^^^vij&  to  resist  ibftt  orders  ^i*.— Now 
Lisette^  if  ever  woman's  cunning  served  you  at » 
piti^Athis  istjwirtime.       ^^ 
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window  as  Jaques  entered  the  apartm^t  ^  amdf 
lies  concealed  at  the  back  of  the  house^, 

Guil.  Then  I  live  again  ! 

Lis.  From  jhe  window  I  observ^'d^yoor  fril»*idg 
approaching.  "  ^ 

Lem.  Listen! — 'tis  the  signal.  -• 

(n  wkistfe  keartf^. 

Enter  Tom. 

Tom.  The  boat's  crew  are  at  hand,  your  HoBOri. 

Guil.  Hark  !  So  far  all  is  well — Now  Lisette, 
while  Jaques  toils  upon  a  frui^Iesa  seareh,  britig 
Altieri  forth. 

Lis,  I  will  instantly. 

Guil.  But  remember^  not  before  you  hear  his 
name  pronounced  aloud. 

Lis.  I'll  remember.  [Exit  LisSttb. 

Lau.  Another  interruption  mights  destroy  jus 
•— ril  hasten  forward,  and  prevent  all  difficulty. 

[ETcit  Laurel. 

Jaq.  (bursting  from  the  house).  You  are  too 
late. 

GuiL  For  what  ?  / 

Jaq.  Escape  l-rif  you  attempt  further  to  con- 
ceal him,  I  arrest  you  in  his  place— Do  you  know 
this  belt  ?  (Producing  the  belt,  which  he  has  found 
with  the  cloak  in  i/ie  hbusej. 

GuiL  Ah,  fool !  I  neglected  to  destroy  it— ^ 
(i^//i6>— What  belt? 

.  Jaq.  This— do  you  know  the  initials  on  the 
dasp? 

Guil.  Ye — ^yes — what  .<}f  them,  E.A..^ — they 
are  those  of  my  benefactress,  Eliza  Arundel. 

Jaq.  Indeed!  is  this  cloak  too  hers,  with  the 
aame  initials^he  same  clasp  upon  the  collar } 
No^  'twas  Enrico  Altieri's*  {Speaiing  tfffjf  iMi). 
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Enter- lABnr^  and  ATTiEBr. 

\^^- 1  iifD  ci|IL'd«~I  come. . 
Jaq.  You  are  ^relcome,  Sir.  (Seizing  him)^. 
CuU.  Then  oar   cour/^e  i»  desperaui.)    8dze 
thiK  fe^oxy!  .(Tmi  grapples  him). 
.  Jaf.  Hii,  ha«  ha  1 

Tom.  You  needn't  grin,  mun— -you'll  find  it 
no  joke— ril  give  you  a  salt  eel  for  your  supper. 
Jaq,  I  have  assistaoee  near. 
T^fm.  So  have  we,  mayhap.  . 
'  Gitil.  Search  him  {ToiAf&rcmg  away  the  paper  ^ 
the  purse  falls   on  the  ground).     Speak !  from 
whom  did  you  receive  this  purse  ? 
Jaq.  From  the  Commandant. 
-    Guil.  Indeed  ! — the  name  of  Holstien  is  upon 
itj  ^ibboftft'd  ill  gold. 
Ja^.  Holstien ! 

Guil.  Now,  give  me  that  paper,  as  I  suspected, 
•ti»  «  forgery.^   . 

{^AQV%^  attempts  to  fly^  and  is  caught  by 
Tom,    but   not  before  he  has  sounded  a 
bugle,  and  firmed  men  rush  forward). 
S^y^tM  l\i^t  traitor,  Guillaume,   and   the 
long-mBgbt:  fugitive,  Count  Altieri . 

(Th^  are  surrounded-^— lLi\szTTi&  anrf  Eli ZA^ 
enter  from  the  House). 
^^Lis.  '.Hdld  )  -hold  I     Spare  my  husband  1 

Eliz.  Oh,  my  Altieri ! 
^vv#/<i^^Myi  Eliza!  ,     .    . 

Jaq*  Bear  them  away  1  '  ^ 

T^;  Nay  then,  we  must  clear  ship  for  action! 
(Whistles).    -  FOR  ENGLAND,  HO  r 

(Sailors  rush  on,  ted  by   Captain  Laurel, 
.  and  front  the  Soldiers).  ; 

Tbm.  I  My,  how  do  you  like 'em  ?.  ^    ' 

(Distant  drums  heard). 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ  IC 


4li(  <<  FOR  ENGLAND,  HO!^ 

Jaq.  The  Commandant,   and  the  Intendant 
of  Police  lr-*itow  escape  if  you  can* 

Enter  Commandant^  fcfc.  &c. 

Lu.  Oh,  Sir,  spare  hiro<--6pare  my  husband ! 

(Clinging  about  him). 

Eliz.  (On  the  opposite  side)  Turn  not  away— 
hear-~in  pity  hear  me  I 

(Tkeiff  in  the  struggle^  force  the  cloak  from 
the  face  of  the  Commandant). 
(Eliz.  starting)^^Ho\%\ktn  !— then  we  are  free. 

GuiL  Jaq.  i^c.  Holstien  1  you  the  Baron  HoU 
itien  ? 

Hoi.  Aye,  Holstien  !  but  a  day  of  vengeance 
may  arrive. 

Inten.  of  Pol.  Never  to  gratify  your  malice; 
for  know  that  a  new  trial  has  been  granted  lo 
Altieri ;  and  I  am  deputed  to  bring  you^  Biiron 
Holstien,  before  the  Court. 

Hoi.  Well,  lead  on — whatever  be  their  sen*, 
tence,  no  punishment  can  equal  the  torture  I 
now  feel  at  Altieri's  triumph.        [^Ejsit.  guarded* 

Lau.  Honest  Guillaume,  it  shall  be  my  first 
care  to  purchase  your  discharge  from  the  army, 
that  my  sister  still  may  have  your  loves  and  ser- 
vice. 

Guil.  We'll  follow  her  thro*  the  world— ac- 
cept our  gratitude  and  thanks — may  all,  like  GuiU 
laume  and  Lisette,  find  in  their  hearts  the  rkh 
reward  we  feel,  for  assisting  the  unfortunate— 
and  protecting  those  who  have  protected  ua. 
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Jeboms  enters,  with  Peasants^ 
FINALE. 

All  oor  caret  are  ended-* 

llKMe  we  love  are  free^^ 

Wh9e  by  them  befKended,  v^^ 

Happy  intitt  we  be !        *  j 

Hail!  Supreme  pnotecCiiig  Fower> 
Hailt  THumpbanl;  joyous  hoar. 
AUoarcttML  *r. 


qrfiKXin). 


t^Bdooi  MaiHl bf  B. liOiUIrt, ] 
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A  new  Jest  Book ;  cbntaining,  In  addhJon  to  k  sdection  of 
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pf  the  Theatre-Royal,  Drury-Lane. 
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brated Ode  on  St.  Cedlia's  Day— Milton's  1* Allegro— Gold- 
smith's  Retaliation — Shaksp^are's  Seven  Ages— Co wper's  Alex* 
ander  Selkirk — Co}lin*s  Ode  on  the  Passions— and  Gray's  Elq;]r 
in  a  Country  Church-Yard^appJiedlchiefly  to  Modem  Chaiac- 
ters  and  Events. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Thosb  who  wish  to  know  how  much  I  am 
indebted  to  the  original  of  this  Piece,  or  how 
little  the  original  is  indebted  to  me,  must  peruse 
the  opera  of  "  Jean  de  Paris,"  written  by  Mons. 
Saint  Just ;  the  Music  of  which  is  composed  by 
Boieldieu,  and  considered  the  most  successful  that 
has  been  heard  for  some  time  on  the  French 
stage. 

The  masterly  manner  in  which  my  coadjutor, 
Mr.  Bishop,  has  executed  the  arduous  task  of 
selecting  and  adapting  those  parts  which  were 
thought  most  valuable,  has  been  approved  by  the 
auditors  in  a  way  that  leaves  me  nothing  to 
praise.    I  have  only  to  add  my  thanks. 

To  the  Performers,  it  is  my  duty,  and  at  the 
same  time  my  greatest  pleasure,  to  acknowledge 
how  much  I  am  indebted  for  their  exertions  in 
the  representation  ;  and  take  this  opportunity  of 
requesting  them  individually  and  collectively  to 
accept  my  sincere  thanks,  for  efforts,  which  have 
rendered  this  trifle  acceptable  to  the  Public. 

LP. 
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liRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 

John  of  Plans,    —•••.-..«•••—•—•••••..•  Mn  Sinclair. 

Grand  Chamberlain,    ...—.m..— ••••••  Mr.  Taylou. 

Vincent,    .••».•— .••••.••••..•^••^••m..»...  Mr.  DuausET. 

Pedrigo  Potts,    •••.•...•.••.•«,••.••.— .^.  Mr.  Liston. 

Grq^ry,  a  Waiter,  .......^.............^  Mr.  Tuebt. 

'Ollip,  QlUO,  ••••.•^•.••••..••..•••••••.•••.M  IVlr*    1.INNB7. 

Princess  of  Navarre,    •••....••m.... Miss  Steve vt.  " 

Rosa,  •.•••••.•M......M...M.......M...........*.  Miss^  Matthews. 


Suite  of  John  of  Paris — Suiie  of  the  Princes^-^ 

Suite  of  the  Chamberlain — Attendants — Waitert 

^- Villagers^  8^c. 


ScsNE'^An  Inn  on  the  Road  from  Navarre  to  Paris. 
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ACT  I. 

iSCENE  I. 

Ringing  ofJBeP:,  &c.  denoting  the  confusion  of  an 

Inn. 

Philip  and  Grsgort  discovered^  direciing  IVdit* 
ert  and  Female  Servants^  who  are  busily  em^ 
ployed  cleaning  and  removing  Furniture. 

CHORUS,  &c.-— Rosa,  Prilip,^  and  Attendants. 

Chorus.  Now  prepare^ 

TMe  quests  are  near, 

To  your  work  be  steady ; 
Now  prepare, 
Phil.      They'll  soon  be  here, 

We  must  all  be  ready. 

PhU*    ^ Now  attend:  no  delay: 
and     <  We  attends  we  obey  ; 
Chor.  tOh,  happy,  happy  day!  &c. 

Enter  Rosa. 

Rosa.     Did  yon  not  say  this  lady  fair, 
Thb  noble  dame, 
In  birth  and  fame, 
For  whose  reception  we  prepare, 
Was  caird  the  Princess  of  Nararre  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


S  JOHN  OF  PARIS. 

,  Pl\ii^  .  The  very  $anw5^  i 

Tiiat  is  her  name  t  ,'     •  ,       'i'^ 

It  is  the  Princess  of  Navarre.  ,> 

Chorus.  It  is  the  Princess  of  Navarre,  '«   -  >c{ 

,        Ani)  slp£  wl^ose  ma^clilcss  bc^|y>.pTMcv 
'     .,     Tji  lis  flies  thro*  every  la  Mill  Teiiowir4,;    .. 
By  virtue^s  softest  spirit  sways. 
And  firm  by  love  our  duly^s  bouiid. 

P^.       My  words  believe— 
YouHl  now  receive 

The  sister  of  your  King.  .  • 

'  Jlosa,      Indeed  'twill  be        " 

Deliflht  to  see,  ^  .    .  ,  '. 

The  sister  of  our  Ku)g. 

CharuA,  ^ofr  prepaci^  &c.  • 

Hc^a.  Now  then,  aw&y  and  prepare  the  cham- 

Entei'  PB0&IGO  PoTTSU*       r       '^^, 

Ped.  Oh,  Tm  a  happy  man — Vto  a  happy  ctfih ! 
Pedfigo  Pouts  is  a  happy  man  t  My  hdjisisf  will 
be  celebrated  for  ever !  I  shall  be  cel^hrated  fer 
ever,  and— What  do  ye  stand  gaping  there  for  ? 
D6  you  want  to  see  me  ruinM^  you  pack  of  idFfe, 
-ftbominahte—  ,       (Exettnt  Gregory,  Philip,  &L 

Mosn:  Patience,  father,  patiert^, ""     i:^  -  .  oi 

Perf:  Oh?  l^drlgo  Potts,  Ptedrf^o' l^dtts^!  who 
would  have  thought  it  ?  The  Princess  of  Na- 
varre, with  all  her  attetidants,  and'  tHe  feraliti 
Chamberlain  to  hoot,  put  up  at  my  hotel!  ff  >?^ijl 
be  the  makifigof  mfe.  Oh,  Ym  a  happy  t(\3Xk\ 
I  bft'^eti-'t  attf,  drank,  or  slept,  these  faur;days — 
Ttn  dying  with  'hrtpatience~and  Pedrigo  !ff6ttfe^ 
-tf  happy  mati!      .         ' '  j     '  -  ^  '     '  V  "i 

Roe0.  Very  happy  indeed— -four  dayi^  Aave  we 
IWenWaitingp  for  this  august  PersonagfepAiid  iti^ 
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probability  we  shall  wait  fottf  3ays  longi?*^.*'^- I 
fancy  you  have  as  Irtlflfe  rdttim/for  your  expence, 
as  1  for  my''tr6bbfe— h^fe  We  are  just  as  we 
began.  /-.:  -    ""  ''         -•    *^  ■  -l'    ■  '^    \.vr  ^J.^ 

Ped.  Ndtqttltfe,  for  I  h^ve  half. rti?h*d  myself 
in  pi'bVMittg  foi'  ^^^^^Tb'bS'surfe^) 
lain  g^ve  nifej^'fty^  piasires.!-'^^^^^  — 

but,  mercy  oii  us,  he '  swaltbw*d  theq^  all  up,^in 
the  dinner   he  ordered,    when   TiS^.y^g^g^^  '^y 

house  for  her  Highness. 

»•'■',  p    ■•  •  ,'.■»' 

Rosa.  Did  he  tell  you  wheii  the  Princess  woijld 
set  out?  ■      '  * ' ' 

Ped.  Yes,  but  not  when  '  SHeM  arrive — and 
now  its  just  four  days~    ' 

Rosa,  ril  be  bound  dhe'B  gdilS  ^by'the^  trther 
road. 

Ped,  .And  if  ^he  is,  I  shall  bp  bavuid  «^\3ent 
to  prison.  I  shall  never  be  able  to  pay  for  a  tentfi 
part  of  the  victuals  I've  ordered.  Why,  IVe 
laid  waste  the  wbo4e  country— did  you  see  the 

\,   Kosa.,1  did — there's  enough  in  it  to  feed  m 

i'^^d.  j^Iay  be  so;  but  let  int  tellyffs,/$>na 

^rjKesa^d  her  train,  its  a  mere  soack'-r^y  ,a  . 

'jfehsq*  '  By  the  by^,  that  butcher's-floeai;  4piight 

to' be  drest — the  nsh  too,  is  rather  on  thfi.gp— 

^W^  fis  to,  the  poultry—  there's  destrnctiatv'— 

there';^  devastatioql     We  shan't  have  an  Bgg/tp 

breakfast  these  six  raonths.^  . .  •     . 

kosa^Oht  I  have  no   fe^r  a^oyl;  it^sli.  ,tbe 

*Cl?§unbefTain*3  cook  knows  bow  ticvget  up^a  diipn^. 

J^  Ped:  Y^s^Bnd  bis  nwister  knows  bos^  t/^g^t 

it  down  I  he  has  given  oiie  kpecimeiar  .p(  hM;  ftbi^ 

TitTes  ttiat  \vay,  and  I'm  not  very  aneciou^  for  arlQr 

^(her,f  for  if  all  the  great  folks  in^  herjlighsii^ss's 

Vcaiii)  bring  such  devilish  twists  as  tbisC^WQih^r- 

3^ 
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lain,  we  shan't  hav^  ^  scrap  left  (6  stic^  ioliEyv|L 
stray  customer.  ^\      •  ''' 

Rosa.  But  tc!l  me,  flther,  is  it'by  tffe-iKitt']^ 
desire,  that  lb?  Erimieas  peturn»  to. court  ?      ,?; 

Ped.  It  is— she's  going  to  pick  aild  thooisG^^ 
husband  among  B\l\ht  gay  ^art:«  oP'Pridlces  tSi^ 
are  now  assembled  at  Parj^  i  I  ^toltT^py;  I  fediiB 
little  fiatterM  at  the  prefenepoe  given- to' ftly  house 
on  this  poca&km*^ut  appeftpdncfe^  ah#  bfehaviour 
is  every  thing  in  an  inn-keeper  (^canscezVerf/y^.-r 
SheMl  stop  ,8£  no.  other  house^  depetKl  oh'U     . 

Rosa.  Why,  abe  has  no  choice^^thferd  is  ivc>^ 
other  on  this  road. 

Pcd.  So  much  the  better.  Not  that  pride  o^ 
interest  have  any  influence  with  me.  No,  I  take 
in  the  prircefand  the  peasant  with  equal  satisf^cr 
tion.  \  ; 

Rosa.  That's  true  indeed,  father. 

Ped,  Every  body  knows  Pedrigo  Pptts  ;^Q 
thatniV  guests  are  bat  honest-7-  '   "\    *^ 

Rosa.  And  pay  well—  ^       i  *    • 

Ped.  That's  all  I  require-Hej/ !  wh-i^VtHiiiiyr 
foot' passenger  ?  Rosa,  tell  him  he  can\  stop  here 
— I  wish  t6  be  civil,  but  foot-passengers  wQn^E^^' 
to-day — any  other  time  I  shall  He  pTol:^  9^^hW 
custom.  '       l^^H  Pedi5io. 

■.'"•;.?     I 
.     JEpftier  iHiujf,  c(mducting'V.iwst»t,.v<\ 

TRIO.— Rosa,  Phiu?,  anrf  ViucENi:.'       ' 

¥i^        T^  ^  ^*  ^l*i*  ^«'^  sliall  rest ;  '  *  - 

To  please,  yoa  inust  all  do  your  best,     /n.»tr- 
To  please,  ^c,  j'\ 

Sasiai  ,  Hcf^loesiitot  surely  mean-to ^tay  7     i.  .  r 
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What  would  you,  pray?.     .      •:.>.»  ^i 
Wp  caa't  29ktteQ4  ^  yo^  lo^jf^ ;  ,  ,   . . , ,  .  \ 


"  •> 


1:1/.   '/M.r 


:  >BH«al  I  4*re  ti4  wch;^  itQ:mejrti«>i 
J^iL  ^'  ^  With'  ftt%i«e  I  fltedrty  aJsktWe^ 
5^  ::>:!   'SVxremain  beroy  4S/all  4  desir^ 

_  : ,      fib  give. repose-^QU  Jet ^^^ta^^; . , ; 

jBoja.  fi  ^siait  m  vaiof  nowIeaM^us^  P^a^i  '  '   •*  ^ 
^Af/^r  t  WJ94^o'tatten<}.oii3r0ui6d^j^^   /.    .     r. 

i?n^^  PfiDRIGOw 

";!j^<?4l  Holloa  I'holioa!  what's  afl  this  jioiscr? 

Rosa.  Really  a  good  lookitig  young  man,  fatbWf  * 
but  he  won't  go. 
J^ed.  Won't  go  !— ob,  oh— 
Roia*  1  suspect  he's  a  Page  of  the  Pnncess-*^ 
"  Fed.  A  Page,  pho  I— a  Pedlar,  you  mean  i^— 
hut  ru  telk  to  Wm- 

';.^??;  JffcivHity  won't  gain  admittance  imp^^ 
^qnce  tnusijt,  Xour  most  obedieat^  Sir,  ypuc  x^a^ie! 
tf^keUis— IS—  .... 

,  Pecf.  Pedrigo  Potts— -what  then  ? 
"  Ftn,  Then  this  feir  maid  ' 


Ros,  Rosa,  Sir,  that's  my  name  ; — Pm, — ^I'm 
my  father's  daughter.  Sir. 

Fin.  Indeed-^ (kiss^  her  hand)'^tL  fiiie  girl 
this,  Pedrigo; — I'll  stay  a  day  or  two  in  your 
house  ^-7r-5how  me  an  apartment,  and  beflttsentive. 

Fed.  Come,  that's  a  high  touch  for  a  foot  pas- 
senger. I'm  not  quite  sure  that  i  bare  h roomto 
spare.  .  t  ^ 

Fin.  But  1  am,  therefore  let  me  have  re* 
freshments  direistIy-»«4ione  of  yoifr  irjiteh,  tait  d 
jbottle  of  Burgundy  and  a  yenisori  ($i6p. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Vi  JrOHN  OF  PAW*. 

Fed.  A  bottle  of  Burgundy  apA  a  veniioa  diop ! 
here's  a  dainty  dog—not  a  n^outhfulj^of -either. 
(GeUing  between  them)  t  tell  you  nry  whole. bou^ 
is  engag'd— Fm  engagM— -and  raj  daughter's  ,en- 
gagM — Go  and  mipd  your  business^  Rc^ee,  ^  r.^ 

Rom.  Tm  going,  father^ /a5i<?e  to  ViiiQeat}  tp 
get  you  some  refreshment.  , 

Fed,  Leave  the  room,  hhssey. 

Rosa.  Well,  I  will— I*tn  g^hg,'  iiut^owH'Vou 
leave  it  (aside  to  Vincent). 

Fin.  Delightful  creature!  as  unlike  Mr.  Potts 
in  the  face,  as  she  is  in  her  behaviour. 

Fed.  I  must  take  this  young  fellow  down  ^^g 
€Hf  iwo^^let  me 'say— 

Vin.  Pho,  pho.  Potts,  the  less  yoii  say  .the 
letter.— ^Don't  be  ridiculous.  '  - 

Fed^  But  I  will  be  ridiculous.  Zooks^  this  ,ib 
the  coolest  chap  I  ever  met  vrfth. 

Fin.  Don't  stand  chattering  there,  bta^t  gd Jind 
make  ready — my  master  will  be  h^re,  imm^di- 
atdy.  ,     r 

Fed.  Master! — Your  master!  A Iaciifer,^^^s'i 
hope  ^Dr  custom.  Why,  you  tmspeakable  d<>3tr 
comb, — ^Do  you  know  who  I  am?  * 

Fm.  Pedrigo  Botts.    You  juM:' told  me  so.' 

Fed.  Very  facetious  truly — the  master  of  t^ct^ 
a  man  must  needs  be  a  person  of  Vast  inipoirt^ce* 

Fin.  No  doubt.  ...  -  \ 

Fed,  And  play  whafs  his^Uame?  ^  ^'^ 

^7n.  John  of  Paris. 

P^d.  John  of  Paris  ]    And  who  the  plagoeVtr^  r 

Ftru  A  person  who  means  to  stop  at  this*hbtel, 
and  has  sent  me  forward  to  give  due  notices  pf^jits 
approach.  i  .  :^  ^ 

Fed.  Indeed  1  then  pra^  go  back  to  John  of 
Paris,  and  give  him  due  notice  th«  theBtirtflP 
Chamberlain  and  the  Princess  of  Navarre*^    ,    '^ 
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./%h  vm  Phot  ;  K .  X.*. 

.  Ped.  Phty,    pho,  to  a  Princess!— t*ni   gaWa- 

^iS^^-^Itdl  you  I  t^aven^t  room  for  mian  nor  beasL 

/?n.  D^ti't  be  agisted,  make  yours4^)f  ^asy— 

this  is  iar  ptiblic  Inn,  and  first  come,  first  served— 

«6  Ivere  T  sticlc>— Mr.  Potts.  {&ittin^ddwn^ 

(  Confusion  and  ringing  of  B^Us  wiihoui .)  > 

-/y^i^  /Well,  hang  me  if  ever  I-— 

£n/er  Grbgort,  .' 

What*^.rt^  plotter. now?    .  .    i      . 

Greg.  Oh,  Sir,  a  quantity  of  horses  nod  car*  . 
ri^es  are.  just  arrived,,  and— - 

Ped.  Come,    are  they  ?    that's  lucky ;    the^ 
liave£orest:il)ed  Mr.  John  of  Paris  at  iiirevests. 

Gre^,  Where  are  they  to  go?  ,  .      ^ 

f^ed.  Go\  into  the  stables,  tobesure* 
;;  Gre^,  The  stables  I  -     - 

*  Ped.  Why,  would  the  booby  bring  them  into 
|he  house  ?         ;  -  ^        x 

Greg.  But   the  stables  are  engaged  for  t!i4 
Princess  of  Navarre.  •  -  . 

Ped.  Well,  blockhead  ;  isn't  this  jwft  of  her 
?j[jpipage  ?  /  '  \ . 

,  Greg^  Her  name's  not  op  the  3addle' clothe. 

Perf.  No !— whose  then  ?  '         '. 

Greg.  John  of  Paris.  \JExH  'Gn^ftSry. 

Ped.  John  of  Paris !    (looks  with  suf-pri^'  at 
Viocent^t— horses  and  carriages.! . 

.  /7n.  Yes,  horses  and  carriagea.-— ^^He  often 
sends  his  retioue  forward. 

Ped.  His  retinue  ! — retinue  ? 
^.^Ptn.^Uso  it  may  be  caird— trterdy^  do*en 
carriages  orao,  thirty  or  forty  pfcir  tjf  hbraes,  and 
attennant^  izi.pcoportion*  .  .       \-\-  ^     ;    ^ 

Ped.  (Aside.)  A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two 
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in  the  bash*-*four  days  are  gcxie,  and  here's  to 
Princess— high  time  the  provisions  were  drest  too 
-^if  I  could  but  manage  them  both,  ^ere*d  be 
picking  !^— Pray,  Sir,  take  a  chair— 4>e  covered,  i 
beg;  this  room  i^  rather  dampf,  and^-^Roecef 
Bosae,  tny  dear !  bring:  a  bottle  of  Burgundy  and 
a  l»schiiA.*-^rU  endeavour  to  aocommcKiiiM  9  but 
I  fear  I  can*t  quite  contrive— 

Fin.  Don't  bother,  Potts. 

fed.  This  may  be  a  better  catdi  than  t*<itber. 

Enter  Rosa,  with  ffHne,  Glasses,  Sf(r, 

Nov  for  it — there.  Sir,  there!  {pouring  fFhe) 
that's  what  I  call  a  glass  of  wine. 

Fin.  I  dare  say  you  often  call  it  so  ;  hut  lam 
not  sure  till  I  taste  ( drinks J-^HQm  I  vepy  iwU  for 
an  Inn. 

Fed.  Very  well  for  an  Inn,  bey !  You  diap*t 
jsay  that  of  the  bill,  my  boy.    So,  Mr.  John  of 
Paris  will  do  me  the  honour— 
.  Fin.  Tve  told  you  so  a  dozen  times. 

Fed.  Well,  there  is  one  small  room  that  I  caa 
give  up — rather  smoky,  to  be  sure, — but  if  Ihe 
smell  of  the  larder — the  kitchen,  I  mean— isn't 
unpleasant*-* 

Fin.  You  admit  us  then  ? 

Fed.  I  do. 

Fin.  That  is  sufficient,  Mr.  Potts  (^cwcfej— So 
far  all's  right. 

Fed.  That  afTair's  settled.  Nothing  gives  XM 
so  much  pleasure  as  accommodating  my^  custo- 
mers.   Every  body  knows  me — 

Fin^  For  one  of  the  most  time-serving  rascals 
that  ever  kept  an  Inn. 

(Fioknt  ringia^  ofBells^  md  cw^usioni.<}f'  Fmu 
without.) 
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Enter  Rosa. 

R69a\  Father!  fattier!,  there  are  so  many 
anote*  fresh  comers  on  horseback  and  on  foot ! 
I  doo't  know^ where  we  shall  put  tliem. 

Fed.  What,  more !  here's  a  pretty  bnsiQess ! 
the  tram  of  the  Princess  arrived  before  IVe  tione 
with  John  of  Paris  ! — I  told  you  how  'twould  be 
(to  Vincent) — Plague  on't— I  told  yon  what  a 
cavalcflde  I  expeeied--«now  4oy  pray  take  another 
glass  of  wine,  and  be  off. 

Vtn.  Don't  be  troublesome,  fellow— I'll  neither 
drink  wine  nor  leave  the  house.    {Ringing  hells.) 

Fed.  Oh,  I'm  in  for  it — is  the  Chamberlain 
with  them  ? 

Rosa»  They  don't  belong  to  him. 

Fed.  No  !  who  then  ? 

Rosa.  John  of  Paris.  [Exit  Rosa. 

(Pedrigo  in  amazement  drops  the  glass,  &c,J 

Fed.  John  of  Paris!— I  never  heard  of  this 
man  before  to-day — he  must  be  the  Walking  Phi- 
losopher. This  Mr.  John  must  be  amazingly 
ricfi. 

Fin.  He  is — and  when  pleased  with  his  host, 
always  leaves  the  most  palpable  proofs  of  his  mag- 
nificence and  generosity. 

Fed.  Indeed  !  well,  it's  not  my  place  to  affront 
a  customer,  you  know. 

Fin.  Certainly  not. 

Fed.  And  such  a  customer,  e'cod  if  I  give  up 
business,  business  will  soon  give  up  me. 
"    Fin.  Unquestionably. 

Fed.  It's  a  done  thing, — that  for  the  Chamber- 
taJin!  (snapping  hisjingers). — ^I'll  run  all  risks — 
Rosa  I  my  dear,  where  are  you  ?  I'll  go  and  see 
about  it  directly:  Miss  Potts,  Isay— •Miss  Potts! 

\JExit. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


16  JOHN  OF  PARIS. 

Fin.  At  last  1  have  secured  the  house  for  Mr. 
John.  These  love-afFairs  are  really  very  trouble- 
some^  yet  true  it  is,  no  pleasure  on  earth  equals 
the  return  of  affection  from  the  girl  that  we  love, 

SONG— Vincent. 

V 

When  the  girl  that  I  love,  this  true  hjsari  is  lormenliiig, 

Her  eyes  to  my  rival  incessantly  rove ; 
In  a  medley  of  passions  her  falsehood  resenting, 

I  ne^er  can  depart  from  the  girl  that  I  Ipve  1 

When  the  girl  that  I  love  with  good  humour  is  smiling, 
Her  eyes  fondly  beaming  aflfection  to  prove, 

All  the  cares  of  my  bosom  so  sweetly  beguiling, 
I  ne*er  can  depart  from  the  girl  that  I  love. 

Enter  Pedrigo,  followed  by  Rosa. 

Rosa.  But,  father— 

Ped.  Don*t  talk  to  me,  Rosa~-I  insist  upon  it, 
he*ll  be  gone  long  enough  befpre  the  Princess 
arrives,  and  therefore  I'll  venture  to  put  him  into 
the  best  apartment. 

Rosa.  The  best  apartment !  I  have  prepared 
that  for  the  Princess  of  Navarre,  not  for  a  mere— 

Ped.  A  mere  what  ?  No  disrespect,  if  you 
please  ;  have  not  I  told  you  a  thousand  times,  to 
receive  all  comers  with  equal  attention  ?  Did  you 
ever  know  me  vary  in  my  principles  ?  Oh  fie ! 
— fie  for  shame,  Miss  Potts,  Pm  shockM  ! 

Rosa.  Indeed^  sir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but— 
but— 

Fin.  Don't  be  cast  down,  Rosa— endeavour  to 
acquire  some  of  your  father's  principles,— they 
will  soon  cure  you  of  this  diffidence. 

(Rosa  takes  away  bottle,  &c.) 
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J 

i%4«  That's  \)iHhat  I  tell  her  over  and  over ; 
but  she  never  minds  what  her  poor  father  sajsi 
Now^  if  I  may  make  so  bold,  pray  what  is  this 
Mr.  John  ?  . 

Vin.  A  man  ? 

Ped.  I  suspected  so— but  what-— what  is  he  ? 

Ftn.  A  citizen. 

PeA.  Ay,  but  what  does  he  do  ? 

Pini  A  vast  deal— «ats,  drinks,  sleeps,  walks, 
and  talks. 

Ped.  Bless  my  sou! !  he  can't  have  a  moment 
to  himself.  Well,  I  never  in  my  lifSe  was  so  anxi- 
ous to  see  a  customer  as  this  Mr.  — 

Greg.  (Enters)  JohnofPbrisl 

Ped.  Hey  !  Zooks,  Fm  all  in  a  flutter. 

Enter  John  of  Paris  and  Suite^  Rosa,  &t. 

SOLO  AND  CHORUS— John  and  Suite. 

John.  Be  welcome,  my  friends,  and  pass  gaily  tbe 
honris 
That  freedom  and  mirth  are  combining  to 
charm. 
While  Love,  join'd  with  Hope»  strew  the  path- 
way  with  flowers, 
And  doubt,  of  it  fears  and  its  terrors  disarm. 

Chor»  Be  welcome,  &c. 

John.  Now,  Vincent,  shew  me  the  Landlord, 

Fin*  Certainly,  Sir ;  but  I  thought  every  body 
knew  Pedrieo  Potts  [Presents  redrigo,  wAo  in 
great  alarm  Jiangs  bach,  and  supplicates  Vincent.l 

John.  This  house  appears  convenient,  and  i 
engage  it,  ^ 

Ped.  Un-unfortunately— r 

John.  Howl  unfortunately? 

Ped.  That  is,  I  mean — if  the  Princess  should 
come  now  1  (Aside).— Sqvoa  persons  of  quality 

C2 
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have  been  before-hand^^^atid-^and-f^tdo'  pray  h^lp 
we  out  (J^de  io  Vincent)*, 

Fin^  It  seema  the  bouse  haa  beeti  already; leil^ 

gaged.  .  ,  ,.v 

Pcd.  That's  right,  I  only  want  to  explain,  in 
case  of  accidents  (j4sideta  Vincent.) 

Fin.  But  Mr.  Potts  willingly  wav^s  their  pre- 
tensions in  favour  of  so  distinguished  a  visitor  as 
John  of  Paris;  ..  ; 

Ped.  No,  no,  no  !  .  r  ? 

Jokn.  Who  weVe  these  pi&rsotia  ?  ^ « ' » 

Fed.  {Eagerly.)  So  please  you,  Mr,  John, 
the  Grand  Chamberlain  and  her  fioyal  'Htghnees 
the  Pi  incess  of  Navarre.  •    • 

John.  Indeed,  and  what  have  they  given  yop? 

Ped.  Fifty  piastres,  Mr.  John. 

John.  There  are  a  hundred— rtbe  hp»se  is  mine. 

Ped.  But  consider.  Sir— how  am  1  to  provide 
for —  '  '         V      ,;  I 

John.  Well  remfcmber'd--*we  shall  need  all  you 
can  procure;  there,  (giving more  moneyy^pfoxide 
immediately. 

Pcd.  Oh,  he's  irresistible  (pocketing  the  purses) 
— its  no  use  to  talk,— he  won*t  understand. 

Rosa.  What's  to  be  done,  father  ? 

Ped.  ril  be  hang'd  if  I  know ;  don't  ask  me*— 
Mr.  John  and  the  Chamberlain  ntust  settle  it— 
I  ^ive  It  up-~rve  done  with  it ! 

Rosa.  But  only  imagine — ^if  she  should  come, 
if  the  Chamberlain  should  arrive. . 

Ped.  Yes,  yes,  thereMl.be  a  precious  uproar 
jpresently— 'I  know  there'll  be  a  row^ — I  see  it  com- 
ing !— but  if  they  will  both  insist  on  paying  for 
the  same  articles,  I'm  sure  the  last  person  tOyfind 
fault' will  be  Pedri^o  Potts— ^so  come  along,  Gen- 
tleme«i,  this  way,  if  you  please. 

[Ea^eunt  Pedrigo,  with  Rosa,  amd,  John  of 
ParisV  trttin^  with  Vincent. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


joim  or  PAK181.  w 

John,  I  am  arrived  before  the  Princess^  and  %q 

far  my  journey  prospers.     What  fatigue,  what 
danger  will  not  a  iover  brave^  to  win  from   his 

mistress  one  smile  of  affection. 

song—John. 

*^  Each  art,  each  device,  <he  fond  lover.essays, 
*♦  To  win  the  sweet  smile  that  bewitchingly  plays 

**  On  the  lip  of  his  charmer  dear  ; 
^^  Through  dangers  heMI  toil  to  obtain  the  rich  prise, 
'^  Of  one  ravishing  glance,  from  her  love-bearaing  eyes, 

^'  Or  that  gem  of  the  $oul — a  Te^r  I 

<^  Though  the  fondest  of  lovers,  he  often  roay  prove 
^*  A  culprit  in  all  the  small  treasons  of  luve^     , 

^^  To  his  bosom  she  only  is  dear ; 
^^  From  that  bosom  indignant  he'd  tear  forth  his  heart, 
"  'Ere  sec  from  those  eyelids  in  agony  start,' 

"  That  bright  gem  of  the  soul— a  Tear!'* 

Fin.  (Entering.)  Ha  !  ha !   poor  Mr.  Potts. 

John.  This  new  system  of  travelling  seems  to 
amuse  you,  Vincent. 

Fin.  Its  novelty  cannot  but  make  it  agreeable 
to  n>e,  •  Sir  ;  but  if  you  knew  half  the  disturbance 
it  has  given  Mr.  Potts,  you  would  pity  him« 

John.  He  will  soon  be  released  from  all  per- 
plexity :  the  whole  of  the  accommodations  being 
in  my  possession,  will  give  me  an  opportunity 
of  obliging  the  Princess,  in  a  manner  that  must 
lead  to  an  introduction  ;  and  the  simple  nsune  I 
now  bear  will  create  no  suspicictn. 

Fin.  .But  with  the  accompaniment  of  horses, 
carriages,  and  attendants,  it  may  afford  matter  of 
surprise — they  have  amazed  Mr.  Potts  more  than 
onoe  ;  he'll  not  soon  forget  John  of  Paris. 

John..  Let  that  rest.  Be  assured  this  disguise 
is  not  adopted  from  idle  motives.  The  laurels  I 
have  acquired,  and  the  fank  I  hold,  shall  never  be 
tarnishM  by  an  act  unworthy  of  a  true  and  faithful 
Knight. 
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John. 
Vin. 


John. 
Vin. 


DUETT. — John  and  Vincent. 

/  V\\    \  ^^^  ^  ^^^  dangers  of  glory ^ 
Bend  lowly  at  beauty's  throne, 
And  li?e  renown'd  in  story, 

Orknigb(hood  the  flowV  and  crown 


as^kirc, 


John. 
Vin. 
John. 
Vin. 

John. 
Vin. 


Firm  io  bind  on 
^And  J'cm«raberstiuJ 
^JJy|knightindeed,J 

For  thy  King  to  battle  fly  !' 
I  swear,  for  him  to  die  ! 
To  thy  Lady  homage  give! 
I  swear,  for  her  to  live! 

Go  dare,  &c. 
I'll  dare,  &c. 


your 
my 

my 
like 

thy 
my 


>  helm      and 

>  sword, 


i  loyal 

7  knight 
5      word. 


sqmre, 


m 


[Exeunt^ 


SCENE  II. 

The  Hall  of  the  Hotel. 

In  the  centre  a  large  door ;   with  the  road  and 

caunity  seen  beyond,'-^ Fbices    heard  mthout, 

and  fraiterSy  &c»  pass  and  repass  in  great  con* 

fusionr^**  LantUord/  fVaiterl  comings  ^c**^^ 

Rosa  enters,  and  meets  Grbgoby  in  the  frani. 

Rosa.  Gregory  ! — why  Gr^ory^  what^s  all  this 
noise  ? 

Greg.  Noise  !  Hey— did  you  speak  ? 
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Rosa.  Why  don't  you  attend  ? 
Greg,  vl — I  do  attend, — but — 
(fpitkin).  Gregory  ! 
-  Greg.  Coming! 
Fed.  (fVkhjDut)  Gregory,  Gregory! 
Greg.  Comingi  Sir,  comin^^T^. 

(Huns   to  the  entrancey  and  meets  Pedrigo,  who 
rushes  in,  in  consternation). 

Fed.  Run,  run,  tdrem  IVe  no  room. 

Greg.  Ten  who,  Sir? 

FeA:  A  swarm  of  people^  that  have  just  turn'd 
the  brow  of  the  hiJl. 

Greg.VWfLy.  [£0?^  Gregory. 

Fed.  Do,  and  if  they  will  stop  here~ril  fly— 
I  can  bear  it  no  longer— there  they  come,  as 
thick  as  a  swarm  of  bees* 

Rosa.  Who  can  they  belong  tso? 

Fed.  John  of  Paris,  I  suppose ;  rot  him ;  he 
has  jamm'd  his  people  into  every  nook  andcornef^ 
from  the  garret  to  the  cellar. 

Greg,  (returns).  Make  W3y  for  the  Grand  Cham- 
berlain !— make  way  for  the  Princess  of  Navarre ! 

Fed.  The  Princess !  the  Chamberlain  ! 

Enter  Vincent. 

Fed.  There,  there — now  I  hope  you're  satis- 
fied. 

Fin.  Perfectly,  every  thing  is  ac<$ordiag4o  tfty 
wish. 

Fed.  The  devil  it  is — ^why  they  are  come  I  tell 
you— the  Pt^incess — ^the  Chamberlain— -they  are 
not  a  hundred  yards  from  the  door. 
.  Vin.  Vm  glad  to  hear  it 

Fed.  Fm  much  obliged  to  *ye.  What's  to  hd^ 
come  of  me  ?  ^  '        ' 
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Fill.  And  if  they  had  arrived  first,  what  was  to 
become  of  John  of  Paris  ? 

Ped.  D— -n  John  of  Paris ;  I  wish  he  was  bu- 
ried there — the  Chamberlain  paid  me  before- 
hand. 

Fin.  So  did  John. 

Fed,  I  shall  lose  my  license  and  be  sent  to  prison. 

Fin.  Of  course.  • 

Ped.  Perhaps  I  shall  be  hangM, 

Fin.  Most  likely,  I  think. 

Ped.  Ah,  very  pleasant,  isn't  it  ?  What  a  stony- 
hearted rascal !  I  must  coax  him.  Now  do  per- 
suade your  master  to  go — do— do  take  pity  on  a 
desperate  man. 

Fin.  We'll  go  immediately,  and  tell  our  people 
to  make  ready — 

Ped.  For  their  departure — 

Fin.  For  dinner. 
•    Ped.  What,  shall  they  assist  in  serving  it  up  to 
the  Princess  ? 

Ftn.  No  !  for  John  of  Paris.      [Exit  Vincent. 

Ped.  Oh,  1  shall  go  mad  !  I  shall  go — (Music 
heard.) — its  all  over  with  me— ^Pm  a  dead  man  ! 

(Flourish,  i^c.) 

Enter  Chamberlain  and  Attendants, 

Cham.  Well,  host,  the  Princess  will  be  here  in 
a  few  minutes. 

Ped.  What  am  I  to  say  ?  (Aside.) 

Cham.  By  the  number  of  attendants  about  your 
bouse,  I  perceive  you  have  made  arrangements 
for  receiving  her  as  becomes  your  reputation  and 
her  high  rank. 

Pea,  I'll  put  a  good  face  on  it.  Most  mighty 
Chamberlain^  it  was  my  intention  to  have  received 
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tier  Highness  with  all  dup  respect,  but  I  fear  the 
apartments  will  not  be  quite-— quite — 

Cham.  I  understand-^not  sufficiently  splendid 
•—BO  they  are  clean,  you  need  make  no  apology, 

Ped.  ril  tell  him  at  once—The  facf  is,  a  Citi- 
sen  of  Paris  is  now  in  those  very  rooms,  and  Fm 
afraid  will  not  have  finished—- 

Cham.  Not  have  finished  the  decorations— no 
matter ;  it  will  at  least  shew  your  zeal,  in  having 
sent  for  an  upholsterer  from  the  city. 

Ped.  Zooks !  he*s  as  bad  as  the  rest— I  can*t 
get  in  a  word  edgeways  to  explain  or  expostulate. 

Cham.  The  dinner  is  now  the  principal  object 
—-that,  I  trust,  is  quite  in  readiness.  | 

Ped.  Why,  to  speak  the  truth,  one  Mr.  John 
of  Paris,  with  all  his  attendants,  are  at  this  very 
moment— 

Cham.  Mr.  John  of  Paris,  a  professed  cook 
llrom  the  metropolis !— -that  makes  up  for  all,  and 
vill  convince  the  Princess  how  well  you  under* 
atand  your  business. 

Pea.  Oh  Lord  1  Oh  Lord  !  a  cook  and  an  up- 
holsterer!—I  must  make  him  understand-— most 
mighty  Princess,  a  cook  1— I  say,  most  august 
Chamberlain,  an  upholsterer ! — the  honour  con- 
ferred on  me  by  John  of  Paris — ^I  mean  of  Na- 
varre—no, by  the  Chamberlain  of  Paris — that  is 
—Princess  (seeing  John,  who  has  entered  at  the 
moment)  John. — Oh,  Tm  finished,  ruin'd  past  re- 
demption ! 

John.  Now,  to  introduce  myself  (Apart.) 

Cham.  I  see  you  are  overpower'd  with  this 
unusual  honour;  but  I  excuse  you.   (To  Ped  J 

John.  Pray,  my  Lord,  is  it  true  that  the  Prin- 
cess attends  the  Court  for  the  purpose  of  making 
her  election  of  a  husband  ? 

Cham.  It  is  a  fact.    Her  appearance  there,  is 
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at  the  King's  desire,  and  I  have  the  honoar  to 
conduct  her.  But  the  Princes  of  Europe  will  be 
disapi^ointed  of  their  bopes  in  Wf^  a^/ftllifl^Qcei 
^or  her  choice  is  already  fix'd. 

John.  Indeed!  then  so.is  my  faterj-^'-^WiiuJ 

Cham.  But  wJtio  are  yon,  that  dareatddress  t» 
roe,  so  famitiar  a  question  ?     - 

Fed.  Ha  !  ha  1  its  his  turn  now — (Aside.} 

Cham.  Speak,  who  are  you,  fellow  ? 

John.  A  citizen. 

Cham.   A  citizen— what,  the  upholsta-erf 

John.  No,  Sir ;  I  am  call'd  JohA  of  Paris, 

Cham.  The  cook! 

John.  Neither — an  independent;  honest  man^ 
who,  with  all  respect  to  hi&  ^viperiorsi  exerts  ^ 
freeman's  right,  and  will  maintatnr  it. 

C/iam.  Thou  art  the  most  audacious  variety 
that — Mr.  Host,  how  is  it  that  I  find  a  person  of 
this  stamp  here  at  such  a  moment  ? 

Jofm.  1*11  tell  you.  Sir :  I  claim  the  privilege 
of  a  traveller— -every  part  of  this  hotel,  and  alt 
that  it  captaina^:  ace  for  the'  present  mine. 

Cham.  Your's? 

Fed,  E'cod  hell  bother  the  Chamberlain  as  well 
as  me. 

John.  A  Princess,  I  know,,  can  feel  hunger  aa 
well  as  aciti^seOf  tbeceiSore  present  my  bumble 
duty,  and  request  slie  will  partake  my  entertain- 
ment. (Retires.) 

Cham.  What  do  I  hear  !  an  invitation  i  Whyv 
Mr.  Potts,  explain  all  this. 

Fed.  Upon  my  soul  I  can  explain  nothing* 
All  I  know  is  this  s  he  arrived  this  momtng».  and 
imfnedirtely  took  possession  of  the  lodgings.  Just 
oow^  1^'  iook  possession  of  the  provisions,  and 
when  the  Princess  arrives,  hang  me  if  I  don*! 
think  he'll  tak^e  possession  of  her,  in  spite  o'your 
teeth^  and  that's  idl  I  know  of  John  of  Paris. 
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•-    ^  FINALE. 

CAtfM.  N*w,  good  feHow,  praVYctire ;  <Jt)Aif  rttfusih!) 
'Sdeatb ,  -  he'll  :teViiiy  bbod  xmi  fire  1 

«foftif.    Sir,  jour  anger  now  subdue, 

Heie  the  Princeiss  1  may  yiew* 

This  house  you  know  is  mine  to«ds^  ;   , 

ttere  I  anv— aod  here  Til  stay  I 
Cham.  How  dare  yon,  fellow,  prate 

To  an  Officer  of  State  1 

John.    RemembeTy  passion  beats  the  blopd, 
And  talking  thus — will  do  no  good« 

Chorus* 

The  Princess  is  here,  Sir  I  &c. 

See,  she  comes  in  splendour  beaming. 

Beauty's  queen,  and  valour's  prize; 
On  her  brow  see  glory  strefuning. 

While  love  is  fiparkliog  in  her  eyes^ 

Enter  Princess. 
SOLO— FAiNossft.  ; 

Oh,  how  sweet  thni'  billows  gbndng. 
Still  to  watch  with  charmed  eye^ 

Joyous,  while  the  vessel's  dancing, 
Varied  landscapes  sweeping  bye; 

And  still  delighted  range 

0*er  the  entrancing  change 

Where  sparkling  scaies  in  order  pass^ 

Like  visions  in  a  masic  glass  s 

Oh,  how  sweet,  &c* 

John.  An  humble  man,  in  humble  style, 

His  Princess  here  would  entertain 9 
On  John  of  Paris,  Lady,  smile^ 

{At  the  name  of  John  of  Paris,  the  Prinoess 
^  startSy  and,  unobserved  by  htm^  looks  at  a 
'  Letter,  and  a  Picture  wMth  hangs  at  her 
bosom). 
Nor  now  his  poor  request  disdain. 

©a 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Cham.  I  should  like  that  knave  to  beat.  (Apart). 
How  will  you  bU  offer  treat  ?  (  To  Princes}. 

Prin.  Treat  it  i  Yield  to  his  request, 
And  with  joy  tiecoipe  histgues^ 

Prin.  Sec.  (  m  .  ,^   (  he  will  7  ,    ^  C  his  1 
Cham.       \  T™?y   }  I  shall  i  '^^  { jny  }  "^""^  5 

But  the  woiBt  of  ail  offence  isj 


BWD  or  ACT  I.  • 
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§ 

^  ACT  IL 

SCENE  r. 

A  Salotm  inthe  Inn* 

Enter  the  PfiiNCBiS,  with  the  Letter^  r   . 

Pri:ii.  Tliis  more  rejsembles  the  wild  plot  of  a 
romance,  than  the  dull  alralagem  jof  cownton 
life — ^in  truths  it  Was  well  contrived.  Let  me  read 
again — ^^  Disguised,  the  Prince  will  meet  you  oa 
the  road  from  Navarre-»-Beware  of  John  of  Paris, 
for  by  that  name  he  travels.  I  send  you  his  por- 
trait in  miniature  (examines  ii)^  You  will  now 
encounter  him  on  equal  terms ;  and  should  the 
affection  which  you  felt  in  childhood  for  each 
other,  be  confirm'd^  it  will  much  rejoice  your 
brother  and  your  friend,  The  King!*'— .Thanks, 
my  dear  brother,  thanks.  Shall  I  apprise  the 
Chamberlain? — No^  he  would  talk  too  much, 
ril  keep  my  secret  close  (}mts  up  the  Letter). 
"  The  affection  we  felt  in  childhood  confirmed  T' 
Alas !  how  many  scenes,  how  many  feelings  has 
l)e  experienced  since  then.  And  tho*  the  impress 
sion  he  made  upon  this  heart  has  remained  indeli*, 
ble^  mine  upon  his  may  have  had  fiercer  trials  to 
encounter — ^glory  and  ambition  1 — ^yet  even  those 
cannot  extinguish  love's  pure  fire—No  !  Y\\  not 
jbeHeye  but  that  his  faith  is  firm* 
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RECITATIVE  and  BONG— PRirrcEss. 

Kd,  never,  tio !  affeotion^s  genniM  trace, 
No  change  can  banish^  and-  no  titae  erase. 

AIR. 

When  loveT*s  eyes  no  longer  blaib 

WiCh  minpling  pledge  of  mutual  trutb^ 
Oft  Fancy  ^H!  in  absence  raise 
'.  Pears  to  Alarm  the  heart  of  youth. 

Yftin'fooKsh  feafs!  Ob  do  but  see,  

When  fondness  carves  the- votive  rhyme 
.:0n  the  soft  bark  of  aooic  young  tree, 

Still  stronger  grow  the  lines  ^ith  time ! 
And  thus  .pore  love's  first  image  grows. 
With  life  expands^  till  life  shall  close* 


.Enter  Chamberlain. 


Cham*  By  the  honour  of  &  ChamberiaSn,'tMi 
Joklri  of  Bans  hits  corrupted  the  whole  hbilse : 
His  impufden'ce  is  infectious— it  spreads  from 
mastet-  to  man,  an^  subverts  all  order  and  audio- 
rity.  The  landlord  too,  that  rascal  Pott«,  treat/s 
m^mth  41!^  little  respect  as  he  would  a  traVdtiftg 
tinker. 

Pf^.  What  now.  Chamberlain? — ^you  seem 
angry.  '  .         ' 

Cham.  Mad^m-—your  Highness,  (boiving)  ^jfh 
all  duty  and  consideration,  I  beseech  you,  kt  ind 
as^rt  yodr  right,  and  my  authority. 

J^rin.  In  what  manner  F 

Cham.  By  immediately  setting  the  landlord  ia 
the  stocks,  and  kicking  this  purse-proud  citizen 
out  of  the  house. 

Prin.  Nay,  I  have  no  right,  or  you  authority^ 
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for  an  act  so  yiolent ;  besides,  this  man's  eccen- 
tricity amuses  rne»  ^nd  I  wouljd  wit/^P£^  '^  the 
end  on*t. 

Cham.  So  ^ou}d.  I  with  all  my  souU  bvithe 
proceeds  from  OEoe  outrage  to  another  with  such 
amazing  sang  froid^  that  I  am  utterly  confound- 
ed ;  his  extraordinary  wealth  too,  has  so  com- 
pletely won  the  affections  of  Mr.  P0U9,.  that  un- 
less I  exert  my  privilege — 

Prin.  £xert  your  patience.  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  I  haven't  a  grain  left-^I  verily  believe 
Mr.  John  has  taken  possession  of  that.  Would  you 
believe  it,  .Madam,  not  content  with  your  having 
accepted  an  apartment  in  your  own  house,  he 
just  now  ordered  me  to  bring  your  Highness  an 
invitation  to  your  own  dinner, 

Prin.  He  is  very  considerate. 

Cham.  Veryy — is  he  not,  Madam  ? 

_Prin.  I  am  really  obliged  to  him. 

Cham.  Obliged  1  can  you  be  serious  ?— Will 
you  then  encourage  this  man  ? 

Prin.  All  men  ought  to  be  encouraged,  who 
practise  politeness  and  attention  to  a  female.  . 

Cham.  Would  you.have  me  then  permit  him  ?-« 

Prin.  Certainly-<^pre$ent  my  thanks  torjohn 
of  Paris,  and  say  I  accept  his  invitation.— Poor 
Chamberlain — this  will  drive  him  distracted. 

[Exi/  Princess. 

Cham.  I'm  petrified  !  a  Princess  dine  with  a  > 
mechanic!  Oh  monstroixs  degradation — this  le- 
velling system  will  extend  its  influence  to  me, 
and  I  shall  soon  be  considered  by  the  household, 
as  of  little  more  value — thph  Icon6iderthit9pld£^^jr 
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SONG. — Chambbblaiit. 

Mj  anger,  my  an^  will  choke  me. 

If  thus  they  combine  to  provoke  me ;  * 

To  worry  and  ?eX| 

Disturb  and  perplex. 

My  orders  retaie» 

My  person  abuse, 

And  all  of  it 's  done 

By  this  plague,  Mr.  John. 
Ob,  my  anger,  Ssc 

The  Princess  herself  condescends  too^ 
A  mechanic  to  class  with  her  friends  too  $ 
To  dinner  sits  down 
With  a. 'knave  and  a  clown. 
And  bids  me  be  civil, 
K)h  Death  and  the  Devil) !. 
And  all  of  it 's  done 
By  this  plague,  Mr.  John. 
Ok,  my  anger,  &c. 

Is  it  thus  that  a  Chamberlain's  treated? 
By  a  Maitre  d*Hotel  to  be  cheated  s 

The  vilest  neglect. 

No  sort  of  respect, 

Still  heaping  disgraoe. 

He  laughs  in  my  face ;  / 

And  all  of  it 's  done 

By  thb  plague,  Mr*  John. 
Ob,  my  anger,  &c* 

£nfer  Vincent,  speaking  as  he  comes  ou. 

Fin.  Let  the  dinner  be  served  immediately. 

Cham.  So  thia  is  the  worthy  rigbt-hand  of  Mr» 
John  of  Paris— his  foreman^  I  suppose^  if  the 
troth  was  known— ^wdl,  Mr.— Mr.— 

Fm.  Vincen(^-that*s  my  Muae^oldytlcfniWt 
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Cham.  Well,  young  gentleman;  the  PrifKiess 
will  in  her  great  condescendion  aec^pt  youi^  Mas- 
ter's invitaiioa.  * 

Fin.  That  of  coarse.  Her  condescension  has 
no  remedT  ;-^»etteir  diae  with  a  Citittd  than  not 
dine  at  all. 

Cham.  Since^she  will  sitbmk  to  the  indignity. 
I  must  instract  yotr  in  *he»  elSquette  to  be  obser^rea 
on  this  occasion — In  the  first  pi  Ace,  your  Mastef 
must  wait  respectfully  behind  the  chair  of  th^ 
Princess,  and  endeavour — 

Fin.  Wait  behind  h^r  chair!— you  mistake. 
When  John  of  Paris  invites  company,  he  always 
takes  the  head  of  his  own  table. 

Cham.  No,  no,  that  must  not  be.  I  pereeive 
he  understands  nothing' of  cteremony. 

Fin.  Oh,  yes  he  does.  He  wfll  pla<je  the 
Princess  on  his  right  hand— me  he  will  place  on 
his  left— 

Cham.  You  I  you  sit  at;  table  with  royalty. 
Have  a  care,  St!  the  Princess  is  affable,  too  much 


Fin.  Not  a  Wt. 

Cham.  But  Mr.  John  may  read  in  her  lookih-- 

Fin.  He  has;  and  finds  that  her  beauty  ie  alone 
surpassed  by  the  genrieness  of  heir  diemeanotfr. 

Cham.  Vm  glad  to  hear  he  feels  such  admiration. 

Fin.  His  admiration's  now  combined  with  love. 

Cham.  Love!  Idvc!— Is  the  man  crazy;  does 
he  know  what  he's  about  ? 

Fin.  He's  about  to  propose  himself  as  her  hi^s- 
band :  first  throw  himself  at  her  feet,  and  *hen 
into  her  arms. 

Cham.  Ilagueaand  torttients!  is  he  aware  of 
the  odns^tiefice  <tf  fflch^  an  act  ? 

Fin\  Pw^ly — iht  usual  consequeoee  of  ina- 
ttimony— Great  €Sp^n$^  much  anxiety,  many 
qmirrels,  a  Iktie  love,  and  a  large  family  of  children. 
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C%af9«  Why,  the  man's  desperate* 
Fin.  Most  men  are — who  take  a  wife. 
Cham.  Wife^  wife!  Oh  the  world's  at  an  end! 

Enter  Pb]>rig6,  m  a  gaudy  dress. 

Fed.  The  world  at  an  end — ^nonsense,  only 
just  began^-^I  nevec  lived  till  to  day.  Here's 
sporty  here's  fun  alive  1— a  band  of  music  and  a 
danoe. 

Cham.  A  dance  ! — a  dinner  you  mean. 

Fed.  No,  I  don't. 

Cham.  Dance-*«the  devil  1 — who's  to  pay  the 
piper? 

Fed.  John  of  Paris. 

Cham.  Who  gave  you  orders  ? 

Fed.  John  of  Paris. 

Cham.  Who  has  tum'd  your  brain,  blockhead } 

Fed.  John  of  Paris.  I'm  wild  with  joy  !— -he's 
fK)mething  like  a  customer— look  here,  here's  a 
figure*  you  don't  see  the  like  every  day.  He  doesn't 
leave  modest  merit  to  pine  in  obscurity,  like  some 
folks.  Talk  of  a  ChamSerlain,  pish !  a  fellow  of 
yesterday>  ^  nonentity — ^a  body  without  a  souL 

Cham.  A  what.  Sirrah? 

Fed.  A  man  of  straw  !  a  thing  of  no  ufl^  to 
any  but  the  owner  !  give  me  John  of  Paris,  none 
of  your  whip  syllabubs— he,  he's  substantial— «a 
good  man.  He's  got  it  here,  and  I've  got  it  hpre 
—look  !  (slapping  his  pockets,  and  producing  mo^ 
fietf.J  Ha  I  ha  ! 

Cham.  Oh,  I  shall  lose  my  senses  among  'em. 

Fed.  Ah,  Mr.  John's  man,  how  are  you,  Mr, 
John's  man  ?  you  see  how  it  is — they  become  me, 
don't  they  ?— I  say,  I  wish  you'd  t^ch  me  a  little 
of  your  high  talk,  such  as  you  palaver'd  me  with 
this  morning,  you  kjnow.  Fine  folks  are  nothing 
without  fine  words. 
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'Fin.  Yon  seem  to  reqdii^e  little  tnstructton ; 
but  let  me  teH  you — 

Chnm.  And  let  me  tetl  you,  Sir^  once  for  all, 
that  unless  you  instantly  fulfil  your  agreement, 
IMI  have  you  laid  by  the  heeh,  for  detaining  a 
member  of  the  Blood  Royal  under  false  pretences. 
If  that  dpesn*t  frighten  the  fellow,  he's  impene- 
trable. (Aside.) 

Fed,  Have  me  laid  by  the  heels  ?  Poor  man, 
d'ye  hear  him  ?— laid  by  the  heels— come,  I  like 
that — I  think  I  see  myself  laid  by  the  heels. 

Cham.  Was  there  ever  such  an  insensible- 
why,  you  fetch -and-carry  rascal- 
Pea.  Come,  come  ;  I'll  thank  you  not  to  call 
names;  it  isn't  civil  to  a  new  acquaintance. 

Cham.  Acquaintance  !  this  fellow's  worse  than 
a  surfeit.  I  shall  not  have  a'morsel  of  appetite 
for  my  dinner. 

Ped..If  you  don't  behave  yourself,  you'll  not 
have  a  morsel  of  dinner  for  your  appetite-— wiH 
he,  Mr.  John's  man  ? 

Cham.  X  can  endure  it  no  longer.  Reynard, 
FVipon,  La  Roche !   (Calling.) 

Fed.  Pho  !  pho  I  don't  be  ridiculous  (imitating 
Vincent)— that's  the  way,  isn't  it  ? 

Cham.  What  says  the  booby  } 

Fed.  Don't  bother  ;  don't  be  troublesome,  fel- 
low ! — Oh  that's  it— comes  as  natural  as  the  life. 

Cham.  Where  are  they  all — ^Varenne,  La 
Roche  1  Wfam'e  can  these  fellows  be  ? 

Fed.  With  John  of  Paris,  to  be  sure.— Go 
and  talk  to  him — ^he's  your  man.  Bless  you, 
it's  no  fault  of  mine.  I  did  my  best  for  you  i 
just  now  I  took  the  liberty  of  gomg  into  my  owti 
kitchen;  but  they  trundled  me  outagain  neck 
and  crop—told  me  Fd  no  business  there,  and 
•en^m6  to  the  devih  So  I  went  to  John  of 
Paris. 
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.Oum^  Wh^t  tkml 

Fed.  Then  he  pop'd  another  purwe  of  ii9DMy 
under  fny  qose-«*«upon  which  I  iminediiitely  tto)U 
lected-r- 

Ckam*  Wl)at  ?  whut  did  you  recoliect  ? 

Fed.  That  it  wft$D't  my  business  to  ai&ont  ft 
customer. 

FiT^  So  you  pocketed  the  money  ? 

f^ecL,  Certainly,  its  a  custom  I  havei 

Cham.  Why,  scoundrel,  is  it  thus  you  make 
distinctions? 

.  Fed.  I  make  no  distinctions,  I  make  it  a  rate  to 
treat  all  comers  with  equal  attenticMH^I  .didn^ 
refuse  yQur  fifty  piasters,  you  know. 

Cham.  {With  digfUty)  Fellow,  your  doom  U 
fix*d.  Your  ignorance  and  folly  \  might  have  pjr- 
don'd,  but  contempt  of  the  honorable  si<«ailioii 
I  hold,  and  neglect  of  the  high  trust  which  I  re* 
po^ed  in  you,  now  calls  upon  the  strong  ai'vn  of 
jtsfstioe  to  repress.  Too  late  you'll  find,  weak  ami 
mistaken  man,  that  insolence  and  meavmiess  never 
gp  unj^nishM,  nor  will  th^  fmd  support  ^ven 
from  John  of  Paris.  [Exk  Cbamberiain. 

Fed.  He  doe$  not  seem  pleased. 

Fin.  The  Ch^mberlaip  at  last    bdhavCa  with 
propriety~-I  must  alarm  this  fellow  into  comnon 
civility,  or  our  plan  may  be  destroy *dv     {Adde). 
Fed.  Lprdt  what's  tlie  matter  with  me  ?«^  feel 
very  odd. 

Fin,  And  well  you  may,  poor  wretch* 

F^d.  Poor  wrtetqh  !  Don't  talk  nonsense^^What 
d'ye  mean?  v  

Fin.  The  maaning*s  plain,  you  have jroased  the 
just  resentment  of  that  worthy.  maii». -and  cirea 
should  he  spare  your  life*^  .         i  v 

Fed.  Hey  I 

Fin.  You'll  Uiiger  out  the  remnant  >  of <:jroiiit 
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daySj   in  some    dark    diH^con,    fettered,    and 

alone. 

.    Pe<L  Ohdearl 

Pm.  A  cruat  your  food —  a  stone  year  pilkiw, 
no  light  to  glad  your  eyes,  no  hope  to  cheer  your 
heart* 

Ped.  PhO|  pho !  don*t  talk  in  that  wdy ;  doti't 
go  to  scare  a  body— it  csin't  be.  Til  not  beKeve 
it— Oh  ha!  ha!  na. ! — I  see  how  it  is,  yonVe  a 
wag,  Mr«  John's  man,  yooVeaqueer  one,— you 
wanted  to  frighten  me,  bat  it  won't  do  ;  I'm  up 
to  your  rig,  faa  I  ha!  (Pedrigo  finding  he  makes 
noimpression  on  the  steady  amntenance  ^Vincent, 
suddenly  drops  his  features J^-^^h)-  ^  you  are  not  in 
earnest  ? 

Fin.  Unhappy,  miserable  man  !  {turns  away). 

Ped.  O  Lord,  I'm  very  ill.  I'll  go -and  make 
an  apology;  but  its  all  your  doing«^*tw8S  ybu 
egg'd  me  on.  I'll  go  and  beg  pardon—- if  a  few 
]iK>ntbs'  bard  labour,  a  whipping  at  the  cart's 
tailj  or  any  such  trifle  aa  that,  will  make  atone« 
ment,  I'll  receive  the  favour  with  gratitude,  and 
heno^rth  shut  my  door  against  all  such  cus- 
tomers as  (Enter  io\m)  John  of  Paris  ! 

[Pedrigo,  on  seeing  John,  pulls  out  the 
Purse ^  andf  as  he  is  on  the  point  of  throw- 
ing it  at  his  feet,  checks  himself,  returns 
it  quietly  to  his  pocket,  and  eo(nt!\ 

John.  Our  host  seems  disturb'd ;  what  h^  hap- 
pened? 

Fin.  I  was  induced  to  check  the  insolence  of 
his  behaviour  to  the  Chamberlain,  and  he  is  now 
gone,  big  with  apprehension  for  his  personal 
safety,  to  solicit  pardon. 

John.  You  have  acted  properly. 

Fin.  Well,  Sir,  at  length  you .  have  seen  this 
far-fam'd  beauty. 
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John.  I  have  ;  but  how  soon  was  my  transport 
overwhelm M  by  grief  and  diisappoiiUment. 

Vtn.  Disappointment? 

John.  Have  I  not  much  to  fear,  when  from  the 
Chamberlain's  report,  I  know  the  Princess  has 
already  fixM  her  choice  ? 

Vtn.  What  then  !  will  you  resign  a  prize  so 
fair  to  one  unknown-^wittont  a  struggle  too  re- 
sign her  ? 

John.  Think  not  so  lightly  of  me— ^hearts  like 
mine  are  not  so  soon  depressed — the  greater  the 
peril,  more  glorious  must  be  the  victory.  Have 
the  artists  completed  the  decorations  of  the 
garden  ? 

Vtn.  They  have.  Sir. 

John.  And  is  all  else  prepared  ? 

Vin.  AH.  ^ 

John.  Wait  for  me  without^  and  remember  the 
motto  of  thy  master's  banners — '^  All  for  Love^ 
all  for  Honour,"  \^Exit  Vincent. 

SONG— John. 

W  hen  the  trumpet's  loud  cry  • 

Galls  the  Hero  away, 
With  a  heart-rending  sigh 

Love  entreats  him  to  stay* 
*^  Hark !  the  proud  foe  is  near^** 

**  Thy  true  love  is  here." 
"Now  to  battle  I  go!" 

She  implores  him,  "Ah!  no!" 
All  in  vain  her  reply, 
For  still  this  was  nis  cry, 
"  White  I've  life,  all  for  Love,  all  for  Honour !" 

To  the  conflict  he  flew, 

And  bis  banner  wav*d  Itigb^ 
But  her  cheek  paler  grew, 

And  a  tear  dimm'dher  eye. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


JOHN,  OF  PAfil^.  37 

"  See  llie  truimph  is  Ihine,'*— 

**  My  true  love  is  minQ." 
"  Now  my  vicCory  bless ;" 

**  Oh  yes,  my  Ldve,  yes.** 
To  bis  bosom  she  sprung, 
And  there  joyfully  sung, 
"  While  weVe  life,  all  for  Love;  all  for  IJouoiir  !" 

SCENE  11. 

The  Garden  of  the  Inn. 
Enter  Pjbdkigo  and  Rosa. 

Ped.  End-  my  days  in  a  dungeon ! — Come,  Vm 
out  of  that  scrape,  however.  Mercy  on  us,  how 
vicious  disappointment  makes  a  hungry  stomach  I 
—he  threaten'd  to  put  me  on  short  allowance, 
by  way  of  giving  me  a  taste,  as  he  call'd  it— -e'cod 
he*d  have  done  it  too,  if  I  had  notbuckled  down, 
and  promised  to  keep  a  sharp  look  out  on  Mr. 
John  and  the  Princess. 

Enter  Gr£60ry. 

Greg.  Sir,  Sir,  John  of  Paris  ! 

Fed.  What,  coming  ? 

Greg.  Yes,  Sir — he  has  got  the  Princess  tuck'd 
under  his  arm  as  neat  as  a  napkin. 

Ped,  And  the  Chamberlain  ? — 

Greg.  Struts  before  them,  Sir,  like  a  drum- 
major.  Sir.  lExit  Gregory. 

Ped.  Now  for  it  then.  (Pulls  out  a  long  Bill  of 
jRare^— Rosa,  mind  what  you  are  about.  Fish 
at  the  top,  soup  in  the  middle. 

Rosa.  Lord,  father,  how  should  you  know  ? 
Soup  at  the  top ! 

Ped.  Have  you  no  consideration  for  hur  High- 
nesses nose  ?  Would  you  stew  a  Princess  to  death 
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in  a  hot-bath  of  soup-  tnaigre  ?  Put  the  venison  at 
the  bottom,  the  Chamberlain  sits  there  3  and  he 
likes  a  solid  joint :  its  rather  too  strong  of  the 
haul  gout,  I  fear ;  but  if  he  doesn^t  stop  his  nose^ 
he*]]  soon  stop  hia  mouthy  I  wamiit-^osa  I 

Rosa.  Father! 

^Ped.  How  is  the  venison?  Four  days,  you 
know — 

Rosa.  Delicious! 

Ped.  What,  all  right  ? 

Rosa.  Nothing  can  be  better. 

Ped.  Mr.  John's*  oook's  a  deep  one*— Mum !  He 
has  been  a  restaurateur  before  to->dty* 

(Music. J 

Enter  JoBK J  Pkincbbs,  and  CnMUBMRhhW,  fol- 
lowed by  Villagers^  Dancers,  i^c. 

John.  Now  then  prepare, 

(Music-^The  Table  appears^  and  various  EmheU 
lishments  in  honour  of  the  Princess). 

Prin.  Amazing !  this  has  more  the  air  of  a 
courtly  y^^e  chan^^tre,  than  a  simple  village  fea- 
tivaU 

John.  Tour  approbation,  Madam^  makes  me 
truly  happy  ;  I  could  wish  it  better--«bat  a  plain 
Citizen— 

Cham.  (Surveying  the  preparations  with  sUr^ 
priseJ-^-^k  plain  Citizen^  and  such  splendour-^ 
why,  who  is  this  man  ? 

Ped.  John  of  Paris* 

Cham.  But  we  lose  tim^*-^is  the  dinner  qdite 
ready  for  her  Highness  ? 

Ped.  It  is»  and  the  Chamberlain  is  quite  ready 
for  the  dinner.  (Aside.) 

John.  Let  it  appear. 
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fed.  Directly,  Mr.  John, 

(Jiiwio^Procession  of  i)inner— Pedrjgo  bearing 
,    I  ih^Jirst  Z)«A-~Rosa  superintending.) 

Cham.  Vm  astonished"— silver  plate !-— and  -can 
all  these  belong  to^^     " 

^(Ik  J(ohn.of  Paris.  Ask  what  you  svill,  his 
name  answers  every  question.  ..     .  . 

Prin.  I  am  inde^  perfectly  satisfied..  (To  John). 

John»  Believe  me^  tho'  I  offer  it  without  suc- 
cess, I  offer  it  witlv^ll  my  heart. 

Prin.  So,  so,  he  has  began  already,     (jfside), 

Cham.  What  said  he?—«Madam,  the  dinner 
cools— I  attend  your  Highness. 

(John  takes  her  ftand  at  the  moment  the 
Chamberlain  i>  receiving  it^  and  retires). 

Ped.  Oh,  hell  do  it— heMl  d9  it.  (Noticing; 
the  action). 

Cham.  Do  it,— do  what  ? 

Ped.  I  onl^  mc^de  an  observation — ^Mr.  John 
seems  irresistible  every  where,  thaf  s  all. 

(They  seat  themselves,  at  Tahle^ — the  Ftl- 
lagers  dance  /  mid  at  the  ^nclwi^  of  the 
Ballet,  tAaPrinoeas,  S^c.  odponoe^J.  v 

Prin.  After  all  I  have  heard  and  seen,  I  am 
^mious  to  know  what  family  you  are  of. 

Cham.  So  am  I. 

John4  I  am  related.  Madam,  to  the-^-the  First 
Citizen  in  Paris.  But  come,  my  Lord  Chamber- 
lain will  not  objectto  a  little  singing,  it  will  en- 
liven our  repast.— Mr.  Potts !  (calling  himj, 

Ped.  Mr.  John — 

John.  I  heard  your  daughter  sifig  a  couplet  of 
the  Troubadour — will  she  repeat  it  ? 

Rosa.  Most  willingly.  Sir.  ' 

Ped.  That*8  right,   Rosee;    clear  your  pipes. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


40  JOHN  OF  PARId. 

and  perhaps  he^ll  give  joa  something  worth  hav* 

ing.  (She  takes  a  Guitar). 

John.  The  story  is  curious  ^n  his  travels  this 

Troubadour  won  the  affections  of  a  certain  Pria- 


Prin.  Indeed ! — ^he  was  a  bold  man. 
Cham.  He  must  have  been  a  very  impudent 
fellow. 

John.  Listen, 

Thy  Troubadoar, 
Whot  love's  soft  bondage  owns^ 

Here  in  thy  bower 
Fours  forth  his  minstrel  tones; 
Born  bot  for  love, 
To  thee  he^ll  faithfal  prove ; 
.     .  O  then  confess 

In  tarn,  love's  pow'r^ 
And,  Lady,  bless 
Thy  Troubadour. 

Chorus.     (During  which  they  danccj. 

Sound  castanets  while  dancing. 
Bounding,  in  grace  advancing— 
Hark  I  all  the  sprightly  throng 
Joins  each  joyful  heart  to  raise  the  Song. 

John.  (Taking  the  Guitar.)  Tou  should  aiog 
with  more  expression^  more  tenderness*— thus—- 

2rtd  S/oiKsa— John. 

Thy  Troubadour, 
Consum'd  by  passion's  flamei     ' 

Each  passing  hour 
Sings  to  his  peerless  dame. 
Hark !  each  fond  tone 
Is  struck  to  thee  alone ; 
O  then  confess 
Lovers  mutual  power, 

And,  Lady,  bless 
Th;r  Troubadour. 

Caoaos.    Sound  castanets,  fte. 
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Pnn.  I  know  something  of  the  story:  the 
Prmcess,  if  1  retnember  right,  answered  in  this 
manner— 

3rd  S^aitxn.— Prikcess. 

Dear  Troubadour,  * 
Whose  gentle  mind  is  given 

To  glory's  hour, 
Or  love's  luxurious  heav'n  ; 
Keep  firm  thine  oath 
To  her  who  hears  tliy  trolb ; 
She'll  soon  confess 

In  turn,  love's  power, 
And,  haply,  bless 
Her  Troubadour. 

(Chorus  as  before — the  Dancers  complete  their 
Ballet,  and  leave  the  Stage). 

John.  (Aside  to  Vincent.)  See  that  my  people 
obey  the  orders  I  gave  them^ 

Ptn.  Instantly.  [Exit  Vincent. 

Cham.  I  neither  like  that  Troubadour  business^ 
nor  all  those  amorous  glances.  Will  your  High- 
ness now  proceed  on  your  journey  ?  May  I  order 
the  carriages  ? 

Prvn.  Certainly. 

Cham.  I  wish  we  were  safe  away  from  this 
man.  If  the  King  should  hear  of  it,  I  may  lose 
my  office.     Pedrigo^  have  an  eye  upon  him. 

Ped.  I  will— I  smoke  (Exit  Chamberlain).  V\\ 
not  spoil  sport,  tho' — I'll  be  Jack  o'-both-sides. 

(Retires  to  watch  them). 

Prin.  Before  we  part,  I  request  to  know  what 
brought  you  into  this  part  of  the  country  ? 

John.  An  event  the  most  interesting — I  came 
to  soek  a  wife. 
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Prin.  Indeed  !  you  seem  dejected  at  the  very 
name— perhaps  a  mere  marriage  df  cdnvenience- 

John.  Of  the  strongest  inclination. 

Prin.  Is  the  object  so  amiable  ? 

Jahn-  Nature  nevte'r  form'd  a  thing  so/perfect — 
every  thing  th^it  mind  and  person  can  bestow, 
are  hers ;  and  to  her  alone  my  vows  were  given 
from  the  first  moment  I  beheld  her. 

Prin.  An  euthusiast  too  1  you  indeed  appear 
in  love.  » 

John.  Appear !  believe  me,  I  am. 

(Seizing  her  hand). 

Prin.  Sir,  you  forget !— I  am  not  this  happy 
object — ^}'Ou^-you  are  warm,  Sir. 

John.  Pardon  me,  all  men  are  so  who  speak  to 
those— of  those,  they  love. 

Prin.  Nearly  caught  (Aside).  \  must  teaze 
him  a  little.  Well,  Sir,  you  must  know  that  I 
myself,  urged  by  the  King  my  brother  to  enter 
the  state  of  matrimony,  have  already  cbosea  a 
husband. 

John.  'Tis  true  then !  {Aside). 

Prin.^  And  as  you  have  given  such,  ample  proof 
of  ability  in  conducting  festivals,  I  engage  yqu  to 
superintend  that  at  my  marriage. 

Jokn.  'Sdeatii !  be  witness  of  my  rivaTs  triun^h* 
Madam,  you  overpower  me  with  joy— torments  ! 
—but  unless  I  know  your  happy  consort's  name**-* 
his — person —  ^ 

Prin.  Oh,  Til  give  you  his  description.;  but 
his  name  he  wishes  to  conceal.  See,  I  wear  hit 
portrait  in  my  bosom — the  original  is  in  my 
heart. 

John.  Distraction ! 
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«  DUETT— John  and  Princess. 

Prin*  "  The  de^irest  form  my  childhood  kiiew, 
"  Delighted  here  I  trace, 
**  With  every  charm  ray  fancy  drew, 
'    "  And  every  princely  grace. 

John,  ^*  Oh,  lindy,  think,  while  thus  you  sigh, 
**  How  false  his  heart  may  prove  ; 
"  He  may,  like  those  frail  colours,  fly, 
**  And  basely  scorn  thy  loire. 

**  Ah  no,  \  ^iflgg  i  eyes  of  heavenly  blue, 

Proclaim  a  heart  as  fond  as  true  \ 
Boih.  i  J  Pd^  I  ^^^^^  ^1,  ^,^g  ^^y  ^^  ^ 

I      So  dearly  lov'd,  if  lov'd  by  J  Jjj^,;    J 
*  Y-^^  ^^^  conclitsioni*  she  shews  him  the  Picture). 

John,  Heavens !  my  own  portrait. 
Prin.  Your*s ! — ^This  is  the  Prince. 
John.  I  am  the  Prince.  (Dropping  on  his  knee). 
Prin.  Ah!  fairly  caught  at  fast.     When  next 
you  use  disguise^  "  beware  of  John  of  Paris.'^ 

(Shews  the  Letter). 
(Pedrigo  enters  at  the  moment,  and  the  Cham- 
berlain  on  the  opposite  side). 

Ped.  Hey  !  mercy  on  us  I  but  I  thought  how 
'twould  be— I  said  he'd  take  possession  of  her, 
and  he  has  done  it— he*s  done  il  I 

Cham,  Do  my  eyes  deceive  me  !-»DoM^  the 
Pirincess  suffer  at  her  feet— 

John.  Her  husband  !  (Rising) — Is  that  so  sur- 
prising, Sir? 

Pea.  Ah»  is  that  so  surprising  ?      (to  Cham.) 

C^m.  Husband  1— Oh  scandalous !  abomina- 
ble! 
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Fed.  Oh  scandalous,  abocnitiable  1     (16  John.) 

Cham.  CoiMAtt,  Madam,  who  you  are— con- 
sider what  the  world  will  say. 

Prih.  The  world  wit!  say  I  have  made  a  pru* 
dent  choice. 

Cham.  An  acknowledgment !  Yob  are  merry 
—but  let  me  hope  this  jest  will  not  be  repeated 
before  witnesses. 

Enter  Villagers,  with  Rosa,  ^c. 

John.  Does  my  liOrd  Chamberlain  believe  I 
wish  to  wed  clandestinely  ?  No.  Be  witness  all, 
that  I,  John  of  Paris,  take  the  roost  illustrious 
Princess  of  Navarre  to  wife. 

Ped.  His  wife  ! 

Cham.  What,  publicly  declare  it !  Pray,  Ma- 
dam, as  publicly  deny  it. 

Prin.  Friends,  t  confirm  it — in  John  of  Paris, 
behold  my  husband. 

Cham.  Fm  thunder-struck  I— I  must  do  my 
duty.  In  the  King's  name,  and  by  virtue  of  my 
authority,  I  charge  you  all,  lay  hands  on  John  of 
Paris. 

John.  Knights,  advance! 

("T^ey  suddenly  appear  with  the  Banners^  &c, 
fefc.  led  by  Vincent. — John  throws  off  his 
open  garment^  and  shews  his  Order). 
Cham.  Do  I  dream  ! — ^The  Hereditary  Prince 
of  France  I 
John.  Even  so. 
Ped.  And  Mr,  John's  man  I 
Cham.  Oh,  Sir,  my  fault  was  not  intentional. 

(On  his  knee  to  John). 

Ped.  (Dropping  on  his  knees  to  Vincent)  Oh, 

Mr.  John's  man,  my  fault  was  not  intentional— I 

never  wish'd  to  offend  a  customer— ^very  body 

knows  Pedrigo  Potts.  (DoleJuUy). 
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John^  In  tbifi  ha|>py  i^ion»  all  is  forgotten— > 
all  forgiven,  aB4  th^  nueanest  person  proaent  shall 
partake  our  joy. 

Ped.  The  meanest  person  1  (jumping  up)  then 
Pedrigo  Potts  is  a  happy  man, — suob  an  evedt 
makes  an  hotel  for  ever  l-^ril  call  it  Royelt  clap 
a  new  sign  over  my  door,  pay  parttcalar  attention 
to  all  comers,  and  not  one  I  hope  will  leave  the 
house,  without  finding  good  entertainment  at 
John  of  Paris. 

FINALE, 

"  Joy  !  joy  I  joy  ! 
*^  Joyful  shout  in  choral  throng ! 
<<  Load  and  full  the  strain  prolon^^y 

*<  To  Beauty  high 

**  And  Chivalry, 
^^  Minstrels  ever  raise  the  Song-^ 

**  Joy  I  joy  !  joy  !" 


FIMU. 


%*  Owing  to  the  length  of  the  PietCy  the' first 
Song  after  J6hn*s  entrance  in  the  First  Act j  the  Duett 
in  the  Second  Act;  and  the  Finale f  were^  after  the 
first  representation^  omitted. 


Lcndoa  FriaiBd  br  B.  M<IIUbQ«  9 
%vw  SlK«t»  C«Tint  GwdMi.    S 
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AOVBRTISBMENT^ 


Nbvbb  luid  MaiwfMMftr  of  a  Holiday-pieoe  hti 
Mknowli^dgmeniU  mom  fliiongly  called  far^  and^ieveK 
did  onepf  the  Tradb  olQ^  them  with  sinceier  giatitude  to 
all  parties  from  ^hom  he  hag  received  aflustance^  tha* 
nyseU;  JQy  the  uniledeflortaiyfallooneemed  in  there* 
presentation  of  Zembuca^  it  became  at  once  a  favorite 
with  the  Pttblie ;  and  now^  as  upon  former  occasioBiy 
}  must  pay  to  Ifn  Fabi#bt»  npon  ivhom  the. general 
arraBgement  of  these  Prodvctions  devolves^  my  most 
especial  fiianks^  for  the  ability  and  attention  he  so 
imiibnnlj  exhibits  in  his  department.   . 

I.  P. 
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Zembucoj  the  SuUan^  #•««-•••••••••••    Mr.  Farley* 

Selim^  Aga  of  the  Janissaries, ,  •<••    Mr*  Abbotts 

Korac^  Confidant  ofZembuca^  wdl  |^,  rn—^ 
Governor  of  the  Household,  .-.i^'- *^*^- 

Mirza,  the  Net*Maker,  ••••••««m.m.«.     Mr.  Emery. 

^uffardo.SupertntendantofSktoef,^  ^^  Piston. 
Jrurse^o carer,  ofc.  •••••••••••.••.••••••15 

jihdoUahj  •.•..•••••M...^.M......«..rt«.M«.«    Mr^  Ho^H^^^  1^ 

jsattc,    ■••^••••••••.••••.•t«M«..M«.«*«*«««M.Mt  Air*  A^QriMvM     ^-** 

JLasner^    •••••••M«.M*«M««aMM*..M.»M*.tM«M.  Mr*  JNurfioV      ^ 

STfte  Spear^Guard,   ••••^•••«*M««««i*M...  Mr.  JeflSfirieB« 

oemtnCmf  •M«*M«..aM..M«.M«».aM*.M..M«.M..a  Air.  juewis. 

^/ma««</e,  the  betrothed  Wife  */{  Mbi  Bootli. 

JEira,  Me  mfe  of  Mirsa,     .• •    Mre.  GiblM* 

Katcheka,  a  Slave,    •*.....hm..m.«m«..    Miss  Carew. 

Guards,  Slaves,  tfc. 
Primifal  Dancers-^lAlMa  Lupino,  Mrs.  PaikAT;  and 


Mr.  SoisBOns* 
ScENM^-T'In  Ptfr&ia. 
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ACT   t 

scEtm  h 

'Jk  JrtiA  h  ike  Palace  ^Zemkica— ^f'Ae  Gat-^ 
dens  ^f  ike  Harem  seen  bmfond:  and^  in  ihe 
distance,  AeMwet,  with  the  Outskirts  of  the 
Gtyf^lS^neti  Salic^  Malic^  tbith  other  Slaves^ 
isre  dkcii^i^ed,  with  implements  ofOardening^ 
md^Awnee  as  the  Curtain  rises. 

ly  Ben  ibe  sun  tliro^  the  cypress  grort 

Chequers  the  dewy  glade, 
tTbe  f  lee  man  Harms  to  life  and  love-^ 

W«  fine  bttieath  the  shyide* 
Chobus. 

IhearBv  beams  the  light 

On  the  man,  by  man  oppressed  i 
Cheerily  falls  the  night, 
-    M^tentheslaTeinayshdclowiii      ^ 
Tbio. 

Winn  the  ttkom  rides  thro'  the  skies^ 

JReep  lalls'the  captite's  pain ; 
Whea  she  sets  a^far,  we  rise 
To  feel  a  galling  chain. 
Chobus. 
DraorBy  beans,  ftc. 
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Enter  Mirza,  with  a  bundle  of  NetSf  which  he 
bears  on  a  staffs  across  his  s}ioul<Ur, 

AMrz.  So,  have  I  found  you  at  last  ^  By  the 
faith  of  a  true  Mussulman,  and  a  net-maker, 
you  are  a  precious  idle  set — ^if  Zemboca  finds 
you  at  this  sport,  he*ll  accompany  your  music 
with  an  instrument  but  little  to  yottr  taste. 

Kat.  Ah,  Massa  Mirxa,  dat  you  ? 

Mirz.  Yes,  a»  that's  reft  of  me-  I'm  half 
melted  with  the  heat  of  the  sun.  Here  have  I 
been  prowling  roubd  the  jpirden  with  a  load 
enough  to  break  the  back  of  a  camel,  ancj  after 
all,  find  you  regaling  yourselves  with  a' t^Cft^i 
like  so  many  blackbirds  in  a  grove.  *  ^^^^^ 
^  f(dt.*'We  only  sing  to  cheat  time.  *  '  -^'^ 
'-  Mtrzl  Ch^at  time!  you've  no feu8iness*to^e$tt 

any  bWyr  ;  -  '"'  ^ 

Kat.  Ah,  Massa  Mirza,  if  ycki''»Were  dave, 
and  work  all  day  long,  you  soon  find  how  time 
would  hang. 

Mirz.  But,  if  I  was  to  sing  all  day  long,  I 
should  soon  find  how  the  Sultan  could  hang. 
Here,  take  thesfe  nets,  and  string  'em  upqjo  the 
cherry  trees,  or  perhaps  Zembuca  'will  string  you 
up  instead. 

(S/iouts  heard  without — Slaves  tafie  ihe  Nets 
as  KojiAC  enters). 

Ko.  To  your  work  !  to  yo«r  \v6rfc  I '  Know 
you  not  Zembuca  comes  ?  (Slaves  shrink  bttekf. 
-Begone  I  '        [jBiwm«  Slaves. 

They  are  too  mean  to  be  tite  dg^its  bf^'HTs.  cru^ 
elty;  but  I,  above  the'  common  ratife' of  slaves, 
am  picked  from  oat  the  Tlerd,  a  ^os^  ^ool  fyt 
^iHany  to  work  with. 

Mirz.  He  seclM  jlistUrb'd-i-JCtoac  I  - 
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^^  jCa.  Ht)ti^4)oiy^  ffiJIow,!       .^.  .     .    .  , ,    .  .  . 
j/wiVz.  Fellow ! .  '  .\  ^ 

iSTo.;  Mirza  l' Holiest  Mirza,  ^ai'cfon  the,  Tin 
^flfgry,:  agit*ted-r-Qb,  Zembic^  wh^  wUi.thy 
j:^£n;/?f4j|/rapny. expire?'  ,it   :    ^^  .-,: 

!«! ,  ^'r^  Wli^t  bas  happen 'd  ?  ,  ;  .  r  .  / 
.j'ip.mf^'  ^nptber  act,  of  cruelty  is^dcy}  tp  tbeil^ 
— anot^  viQliflpTr      •*■•:.  i    .  .  .-> 

M'rz.  Aw)jLliqrI  Whom?  ..   » 

J5Io*  /Almazaide,  the  bQtn;Hth«4  wif§'  of.  Sdim,. 
18  no^  a  prisoDei;  in  ^he  palace^— Jea)ous  of  the 
r^S3Y)g  poppj[arity  and  ppwer  of  his  gpaeral,*  thi$ 
Hypocrite^  Zembucai  has  focpif d  a  plot  to  cruah 
I»jfe4pv9t?d  friepd. 

i^rz.  Impossible !    =  ,      .      ^ 

Ko.  'Tis  Uivie*— by  this  tim^  siocotoplishe^*^ 
Se)^n  ba^  met  the  rebeU,  and  the  battle's,  lost — 
How  lost  ? — ^by  the  base  contrivance  of  tlm 
tyr^fit.  Thesupplies  which  be  ^o  lotigr  h^^Nffro-" 
'  Busec],.  were^  to  my  knowledge^  kespt  purposely 
back;  the  reinforcements  secretly  det^ji^j^i  tia^ 
inevitable  defeat  might  cover  the  noble  n^^me^  of 
Sf?lup  vyith  dishonour — Oh  1  'tjvas  de^  laJ4^ 
Ib^jt  h^^crimes  may  yet  be  punished. 
J  ,^>z,  I  fear  it:  who  will  discjftvei;  ,jQniQa^,;V>. 
one  so  great?  .»  : . 

Ko.  All  the  world ;  the  brighter  the  Ipstre  of 
the'je^el,  the  more  obvious  are  tbe  ^pots  that 
deface  it.  « 

...  4f{rz.  But  who  will  dare  speak  of  th^fn  tP.one 

.   Jfcu  i^i.  dare  speak  of  them  (March^  pian^ 

j^aithoufj'-^hijt  hecomes-^you  must  qcrt  be  seen. 

J  ^rz^.Qba  if  the  SuUan's  tp.bq  b/ene,;  Jtho 

sooner  I  am  off  the  betterr-^.  n^yer  tr^/.^-be. 

«een  in  bad  company.  [M^^ 

]Kq.  ZeiylbijiiQa^ii  tyratipy  increases  A^^i:  the 
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frido  sf  pomr,  urged  by  4Jie  6ar  of  kMing  it; 
'  drives  him  to  acts  of  desperate  o^essioii.  hf^ 
Hm  shall  not  be  bis  viefcim  1  This  paper^  whi^  I 
liafe  hffstilT  Written^  I  nufil  tty  tc^  gdt  <ioQVftyec| 
to  him^^twiU  warn  the  devoted  youth  bf  the 
danger  that  awaits  him,  from  ttli^  treaohery  of 
him  whom  he  betieves  bis  friend*  O&mlHicay 
there  js  a  secf^t,  which  onee  diaDk>sedv.httrb  fehfo 
from  the  throne  thy  tyranny  pbUotesi  and  f JPnh- 
0e9si(m  e?itor«>'»nHenQagh  i 

(The  Guards^   tpitk  Royal  Band,  advancf^ 
\,       '  (indjill  tlie  Sfage^O^cers,  and  Zbmbcca), 

Zan.  Give  instant  ordera  that  the  Aga  Selim^ 
he  who  has  betrayed  our  triAt^  and  sold  hts  vio- 
teiy  tp  the  rebds^  be  proscribed  throughout^ 
0ity.  I^iould  he' dare  enter  it,  ten  thoaswid 
'aequina  shdl  reward  the  hand  that  gives  him 
to^^fliy  vengeance.  See  it  profslaiined* 

lEodiOffiper, 
^ere  I  confirm  the  sentence  of  his  banishment,^^ 
this  shall  be  delivered  by  a  special  messenger. 
•  K04  This  writing  was  well  prepar*dt  (^side}^ 

Zem.  Ah!  -Korac, •;— ^T<^  Gi/arci^>i-—Retire» 
f£wBmt  QuardsJ.^-^yfovf  Kerac,  speak  comfort 
to  thy  Prince---«3ay9  is  Almamide  mine  ? 

Ko.  Yours  I—- AlmajEaide  is  within  the  palaoe.f 

Zem.  Then  rest  my  heart  in  peace. 

Ko.  It  will  not— ^remember  Selim«-?fren!iember 
her  intended  bi^sband— Allah  fo]:bids  his  heart  tq 
rest  in  peace,  who  has  destroyed  his  firiaid* 

Zem.  Slave  l---<lar*st  thou  uieaA  ?— • 

Kq.  Even  what  {  spo](:e. 

2^.  This  frpm  you,  whom  I  have  cherished 
as  a  favorite,  exalted  as  a  friend  ! 

'JTo.  If  as  a  favorit&~as  a  friend,  ybu  detiy  my 
jMMl^gl^  to'<f6  you  servicfe,  by  spej*ft%  troth 
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fh  dl6^seolinrtae/-HBtei2iDg  toiMte^M 
fan  have  made  me  base* 

"Zim^  Dd  yoa  (defend  the  Aga? 

Ko.  I  would  protect  himl'^ZembuBa,  ImmT 
ifte-^When  rbeomle  your  prisoner^  and  your 
setVMt,  I  had  faUeinr  in  battle  betteath  the  am  c£ 
yott#  mudh-injory  friend,  the  Aga  SelmrP'  I 
m&  DiboBded;  and  without  hope;  but  con^iassion 
rose  inMthe  bMom  of  my  GOtiqueror,  and  aooming 
to  strike  his  fallen  enemy,  he  presenred  me.  rM 
Jbis  own  peril  he  bore  me  from  from  the  field  in 
aafetjf,  and  to  yourself  resigned  me,  to  be  your 
alave.  Tis  true,  you  lightened  the  chains  oTser- 
i^tude,  for  you  found  my  ministry  useful,  and  t 
became  your  confidant — ^remember-^our  ^xonfim 
4Ieinr /-—In  your  presence  and  in  anissv't^^'*!^ 
4^}Kier  AIi'e9q}ired-~to  his  last  momeftts  we  both 
fK^clk-e  privy,  and  you  nou^  possess  the  TbnDoe^ 
Persia.  I  have  been  faitnful,  for  you  had  nodb 
flie  your  friend,  and   I   felt  gratitude.     I  was 

Sotst  slave  too,  and  therefore  bound  to  secrecy ; 
ut  slaves  have  feeling,  which,  when  tyranny 
gmws  wanton  with  them,  can  speak  hi  vot&e  en 
^wful  admonition  to  the  oppressor.  Your  Com- 
mands in  sorrowing  duty  I  perform,  but  newk-^ 
never  shall  the  heart  of  Korac  forget  its  gratStudfef 
|to  Selim,  for  the  life  he  saved^ 

Zefn.  Indeed  I  I  *H  rid  you  of  the  burthen  then 
?— This  paper  waits  your  st^nature-^-^when  *tia 
jdone^  give  it  to  my  hand  again. 

Ko.  I  shall  obey-^  Fortunate  chance  !->«CoqU 
I  but  send  ^my  own  in  ptace  of  this-!-«I  must  at« 
tempt  it,  or  the  noble  Selim's  tost,  [^Exii. 

Enter  Abp^^llah. 

J^  The  soperintendant  of  the  slaves^  and 
'purse-bearer  to  the  lower  household,  wait&  waih»* 
outf  to  salute  your  Hij|fhness  on  his  appoiatmeot. 
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Ati^fp^Tlm. w«a^0  tervfd ih^ tote VizmliM 
jester?  .j;,  ojii 

jib.  Th»  Baxofi^  ]^PiHi6  my  tdi^y  to  /ormsStfn* 
jHHir  HighAesft,  that,.ith«*  wiC ? tgi^ati  hi^USir- 
Hier  station,  he  retains  a  freedom  and  a  levijf  fofii 
fepeecb^  ibut  ill  becomes  a  coj/al  pve^ence*        :< 

j$^, .  No  matter^^  admit  bim.  [Emt  AbokUU^ 
Fools  that  talk  most,  deceive  the  l$A8t«f.w}ji9liy> 
have  employment  for  him*.  .  u\ 

E7iter  Bup^KPiOi^  attenckd*  .  f  v 

..2m.  A  dull  visagp  for  a  jester — A^e  yeiiiva 
11)9^  of  jDerrifnpn t  ? ,  *       ♦ '  r  - 

Biif.    No,  truly,  not  I ;  your  Highness  h^: 
rni^de  (ne  a  purse-bearer,  aiid  that's  a.  spricus 
bns^n^s.    I  ^81  m^fry  oply  wlijjl^.  J  W.  no; 

.   Zem.  What  is  yoi]|i;  name?        ^      \    ;  ».   :- 

:  ^^14/:  5«fardp. 

Zem»  And  what  weighty  consideration  induced 
you  to  change  your  mode  of  life  ? 
'  Btif.  'Twas  the  want  of  a  weighty  considerxi. 
tion  ;•— my  pockets  were  empty,  so  was  my  sto* 
xnach— Your  Highness  has  fill'd  them  both — ^I 
tHank  you. 

Zem.  Can  you  be  honest  ?  ,     . 

Buf^  Certainly ;— you  have  made  it  worth  my 
while.   '  . 

Zw7.  What  can  you  do? 
'Biif.  Everything  j-6u  bid  me.      ■         "  . 

Zem.  That  shall  be  proved  ; — ^butareyou  qua^ 
lified? 

Buf.  For  a  place  at  court?  quite*    I  can  take/ 
good  care  of  myself,  make  a  long  speech  about 
nothing,  liod  my  head  as  if  there  vfi^s  sotnetbicfg 
in  it^-aind  attQaddinaers  ^i  the  shei^at  notice. 

Zem.  Why.  did  you  not  apply  to  be  my  jester  i 
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at  court.  T^. 

. Zsmy  Will  yoiifce  always  in  readiness  ?' ' 
Buf,  When  there  is  any  thin^  to^'be  gtteti 

Zem/  I  give  hot  little  ta  such  &s  thou  art/' 
•oS^  If  ymi  give  6ii\y  to  the  wise,  yotar  Mfc* 
JO§*y^giveft««foitydeed.  "/ 

Zem.  All  about  my  perton  are  wise.^  .   ' 

Buf.  Then  you  must  be  very  thinly  attendeda 
Zem.  Well,  I  admit  you  on  trial. 
Bttf.  Oh,  bless  you! 
^Zim^  Take  him  hence^  and.  atttre  htm  as  be^ 
-comes  his  station — Go,  fellow,  and  learn  to  ifrf* 
t^te  y<9«r  Bopetiors. 

^'£)itf.  Let  me  once  slip  into  the  robes  of  oflK<i 
*14tisbon  imitate  theni— HI  get  a  deputy  to  dc> 
my  work,  but  take  special  caie  to  receive  the 
salary  myself.     Lead  on,  slax'es. 

[£jn7  BUPPARDO,    A  BD  ALL  AH,   Wc. 

.(Zembuca  speaks  with  Abdallah    as  KoB^^ 
.   enters  at  the  side,  with  papers  J.  , 

Kg*  Now,    Allah,   prosper  my  design — they 
ane  superscribed  alike ;  but,  should  he  read-r; 

Zem.    So, — are   my   orders   executed  ? — ^at 
dispatch—  -    ".  . . 

Ko*  Is  here,  STr — shall  I  deliver  it  ? 

(Crosses  Zembuca,  and  prepares  to  change 
the  papers).  .  :r...  .      .  :  11 

Zem.  Hold !  let  me  see  it. 

(KqkjlQ  -delivers,  it^  and  in  his  agitation^  drcps 
the  false  paper) . 

Rigl^t !  k  contains  the  doom  of  ScKtrr.^  Lct^t 
;  be  forwarded  without  delay.     (Retiring).  •         ^  ^ 
«4^.  AU^safe!      '  •; 

{Putting  the  real  paper  in  his  basomX. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


i  2£MBtrCiL 

Ab.  (Aiuandng  to  ihepi^J.  Mi^ty  Sdftattt 

Ko,  (Perceiving  it  J.  Ah ! 

(Stamps  Us/cot  tipem  it)^ 

Zem.  What  now  ? 

jib.  Here  is  a  paper.  Sir* 

Ko.  That— that  I  corelessty  let  fall.  (PidU  it 
109  and  shews  it  to  ZbmbUca) — ^Yoar  disfMitch. 

Zem.  •*  To  Sellm/'  (Reading). 

Ko.  ''  Late  Aga  of  the  Janissariea^'^With 
ttj  official  signature. 

Zem.  'Tis  well.  [ExU  Zs^ 

Ko.  (To  Abdallah).  Awi^  instantly — for« 
ward  that  paper—'tis  by  the  Saltan's  ordei^— be- 

Sne.  [Exit  AUefsdmOM 

y  project  has  succeeded — I  have  preserved  in^ 
fiiend. — Prophet  of  tbe  Just!  thy  spirit  still  di^ 
lect  me!  [£a»^ 


SCENE  IL 

Jnlerior  qf  Mirza'^  Cottage-^ A  large  Windoto  hi 
the  back — A  Door  near  the  centre,  and  a  Closet 
on  the  other  side :  the  tohole  Apartment  pictu^ 
resque,  being  occupied  by  the  various  Implements 
of  Net-making,  &c.^^River  and  Fortress  seen 
through  the  Window. 

\MiLsic\. 

Enter  EbrAj  with  Mesh  and  Netttng-needle,  as  at 
work. 

Ebra.  (Throwing  down  her  work).  Just  mid-' 
day,  and  Mirza  not  come  home  I  Why  does  h& 
stay  ?  Whenever  he  carries  his  nets  to  the  pa* 
^ce,  I  am  never  easy  till  he  returns.  He  hatet 
Zembuca  so  cordially^  and  speaks  his  mind  so^ 
£Tely>  that  I  fear  the  indiscreticm  of  his  tongue 
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may  betray  the  fiepret  y^orkipgs  of  his  heartii 
l^uld  be  we^  returned, 

Jfcfirz*  (AsheerUers).  Wife!  Ebral 

Ebra.  Ah,  my  dear  Mirza,  why  did  you  st^y 

SOlODg? 

Mir.  To  hear  the  qaws— there's  the  old  work 
going  on  at  the  palace. 

JSera.  Indeed !  you  tremble. 

Mir.  Do  I  ? .  'tis  with  rage  thett.  Hie  Aga  3e- 
iim  Is  bani^edi  and  Almazaide,  whom  he  was  to 
marry  when  he  jretumed  from  the  wars,  penn'y  up 
in  the  Harem.  This  Zembuca  is  the  people's 
Seom^ .  not  their  blessing ;  ev.en  Rorac,  hig 
chief  friend  and  favourite,  turns  upon  hiirx  at 
last. 

Ebra^  Mir2a,  remember,  you  are  only  a  poor 
Ket-maker: — ^This  is  no  business  of  yours. 

Mirz.  No  business  of  mine  !  't  is  every  honest 
man's  business,  however  humble  his  station,  to 
Set  his  face  against  tyranny  and  oppression.  But 
come,  let's  to  dinner,  for  I  am  vex'd  and  weary. 

Etra.  It  is  all  preparM. 

fji  knock  at  the  Doorji 

Mirz.  Who  cat!  that  be  ? 

Ebra.  'Irts  at  our  door. 

Miri.  Who  knocks? 

Voice.  Enquire  not,  but  open,  I  entreat  you. 
6e  speedy,  or  I  am  lost ! 

Ebra.  Tis  the  cry  of  distress. 

Mirz.  The  cry  of  distress  !— open  the  door. 

\Music.'\ 

^     (Ebra  opefis  the  door,  andSELiM  enters-^ A 
Dervis^s  cloak,  in  which  he  is  wrapp^fi, 
falls  back,  and  discovers  his  person*    He 
c  . 


Digitized  by 


Google 


10  ZEMBUCA- 

leanSf  exhaustedj  against  the  door,  whick 
he  closes  hastily). 

— Selim,  the  banished  Aga ! 

SeL  Be  silent !  name  me  not^  I  implore  yoa. 

Merz.  Noble  Sir,  why  are  yoa  here?  know 
you  not  the  conseqoence? 

SeL  Too  well ;— and  well  I  know  the  cause. 

Ebra.  Whatever  be  the  cause^  we  are  ho- 
noured by  your  presence.  Joy  and  welcome  lo 
you,  Sirl 

Sel.  Joy  I  must  never  hope  to  find,  •till  Alma- 
zaide  be  restored,  Korac,  bv  some  friendly  stra- 
tagem, apprized  me  of  qny  danger ;  he  informed 
me  too,  (you  best  can  tell  bow  truly),  that  should 
I  enter  the  city,  I  might  find  security  in  Mirza's 
cottage. 

Mirz.  Did  he — did  Korac  say  that?  His  con- 
fidence has  made  me  proud  f 

Ebra.  We  rejoice  in  proving  thus  our  grati-* 
tude ;— to  Korac*s  kindness  we  owe  all  that  Ji^ 
possess. 

Mirz.  How  can  we  serve  you  ? 

SeL  By  suffering  me  to  remain  here  '1111  my 
purpose  is  accomplished. 

Mirz.  The  house  is  yours ;  and  for  want  of  a 
better,  Til  be  your  body-^guard. 

Ebra.  And  I,  your  servant. 

SeL  Heaven  will  reward  you — I  cannot. 

[Shouts  heard  without. J 

[Aftwic] 

Ebra.  Is  the  door  fnist  ? 

^£LiM  rushei  towards  it,  lays  his  kand^  upon 

the  bolt,  and  with  the  other  screens  him^ 

'.  self  from  the  sight  of  the  crowd,  who  are 

seen  through  the  window ,  surrou7tding*  the^ 

CryerJ. 
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ZEMBUCA^  n 

Elra.  TRs  the  Cryer— Uste»  I 
(MifiZA  and  Ebra  stand  apart  near  thejhmt). 

Cryer.  ^*  Take  notice,  all  good  Musselmen, 
^  that  bia  Sublime  Highness  the  Saltan  Zem- 
'*  buca^  having  heard  U2at  Selim;  the  banished 
^  Aga»  is  now  concealed  within  the  city,  pro- 
^^  claims,  through  me,  sentence  of  death  to  all 
**  who  may  conceal  him  j— and  to  those  who 
**  may  deliver  him  to  the  hands  of  justice,  a  re- 
^  ward  of  ten  thousand  sequins.** 

(T^  mob  shouts  and  follow  the  Cryer'^SE^ 
I.IM  lifts  his  arrns  in  despair^  and  watches 
the  hesitation  of  MiiBiZ A  and  Ebba). 

Jlifrz.  Death  to  those  who  may  conceal  him  !— 
w  Ebra^  A  reward  for  his  discovery  !— 

Mirz.  Ten  thousand  sequins!  in  old  age  a 
certain  comfort. 

Ebra.  For  my  poor  children  what  a  change ! 
from  poverty  to  splendid  independence !  (Catches 
the  eye  of  Mirza,  who  glances  towards  herj-^^ 
Mirza ! 

Mirz.  Ebra!  (Advancing  towards  her)» 

Sel.  By  Heaven,  they  hesitate ! 

Mirz.  Can  those  riches  give  comfort  to  our 
age,  that  have  been  obtained  in  our  youth  by 
the  destruction  of  a  fellow-creature  ? 

Ebra.  Can  that  wealth  ever  prosper,  which  is 
extracted  from  the  groans,  perhaps  the  blood,  of 
a  wretched  captive  ?  Never ! 

Mirz.  Impossible! 

Ebra.  Yet  *tis  an  immense  sum  ;  and  for  us— 

Mirz.  It  cannot  purchase  happiness— our  days 
would  pass— 

Ebra.  In  unavailing  repentance. 

Mirz.  Our  nights;— 

Ebra.  In  agony,  unutterable.    Yet  think,— 
ca 
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Mirz.  I  am  ri^solvM.  ■     -     .> 

£bra.  Then  Selim  i&rws— r 

Mirz.  In  safety ! 

Ebra.  Ohl  I  am  happy— (Ta/&  m^o^  Mirza^^ 
firmsj. 

Sel.  Bless  them,  Allah! — ^Yet,  reflectj — thU 
may  lead  you  into  danger,— 

Mirz.  You  are  in  danger,  and  I  shall  not  re^^ 
sign  the  chance  of  doing  good,  for  certain  evil.  • 

Sel.  But,  be  cautious ;  should  your  ^eal  in  my 
behalf  betray  you — 

Mirz.  Fear  not,  noble  Sir — ^IMl  mingle  with 
the  crowd,  and  bring  you  further  information 
speedily.  Ebra,  should  danger  stir  while  I  am 
absent^  rememb^er  the  secret  closet.  You  un- 
derstand,—- 
•    EbrQ.  I  do. 

Mirz.  And  above  all,  betray  no  apprehension. 
'  Edra.  Rely  on  my  discretion — taught  by  the 
example  of  my  dear  Mirza,  I  feel  confideifit  of 
success,  and  fearless  of  danger. 

Mirz.  The  innocent  always  feel  so— Now  let 
Zembuca,  in  his  pride  of  power,  envy  the  feel- 
ing of  a  poor  Net-maker. 

(Mirza  exits  at  -Door— Selim  and  Ebka 
at  the  side). 

IMztsic]* 

SCENE  IH. 
Inside  the  Palace. 

Enter  Buffaedo  in  his  netv  Dress,  followed  by 
Slaves,  who  all  chatter  round  him. 

.Slaves.  Ah  \  BufFardo,  BufFardo!  Massa  Buf- 
fardo  J 
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Buf.  Silence,  I  say^  silence  I  (Slaves  pause). 
Hem  ! — ^Now  let  me  mfc^fti  you^  whq^  9ml  what 
lam. 

.  Kat.  Ah,  we  know  very  well-r-You,  Massa 
Buffardo-r- you  great  roan,  you  purse-bearer,  and 
pay  us  for  work. 

Btif.  Yes,  I  am  appointed  yotir  whipper-in, 
atid  shall  pay  you  for  }dleness--^ldok  here  I  (hoid* 
ing  up  a  Whip). — Here's  my  badges  of  authority— ^ 
(Slaves  draw  back). ^^Why^  you*  don't  seem 
pleas'd— instead  of  welcoming  your  new  master 
with  smHes,  your  faces  are  all  as  long, .  and  as 
black  as  a  winter's  night— have  you  no  respect  ? 

Kat.  Oh,  yes,  Massa— we  plenty  of  respect. 

Btif.  Plenty,  have  you  ?  You.  take  Care  not 
to  part  with  any  of  it, — ^you  havn't  decreased  your 
original  stock  on  my  account — why  don't  you 
bend,  you  stifF-neckM  rascals ;  have  you  lived  at 
Court,  and  not  ]^^earned  common  politeness? 
(Slaves  all  Aom;).— Ah  !  that's  all  proper,-— that's 
as  it  should  be — ^Now  then,  ?way  to  your  employ- 
ment! abscopd!  Ayi 

[^Exeunt  Slaves. 
Poor  deyils !  to  be  sure  it  would  be  something  out 
pf  my  pocket,  but,  if  I  was  a  Sovereign,  curse 
me  if  I  would  not  abolish  that  system  altogether, 
and  have  this  insignia  of  slavery  burnt  by  the 
common  hangman  !  [Throwing  away  the  Whip). 
Now,  after  I  have  kiss'd  hands  on^  my  appoint* 
ment,  I'll  zp  and  visit  the  blue-eyed  Ebra, — the 
baggage  jilted  me  for  a  Net-maker^ — I'll  try  if 
she'll  refuse  me  now — it  isn't  every  woman  can 
resist  fine  clothes,  a  full  purse,  and— this  figure  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


14  zembuca: 


Enter  Zbmbuca,  followed  by  Korac,  £f?c, 

Zem.  Bring  him  before  us ! 

Ko.  Mirza !  Mirza  detain*d !  FH  answer  with 
my  life  for  that  man's  honesty !  Dread  Sir^  re- 
member hpw  many  you  have  dismiss*d  already,-— 
the  hopes  of  your  reward  induce  these  slaves  to 
seize  on  all,  without  discrimination. 

Zem.  I  will  examine  him  at  all  events— let  him 
appear. 

Ko.  (Aside,)  Now,  Mirza,  all  must  depend 
on  you. 

[MiiizA  h  brought  in  by  GtcardsJ] 

Zem.  Are  you  the  Net- maker,  whose  name  is 
Mirza  ? 

Mirz.  Mirza  is  my  name,  and  Vm  a  Net- 
maker* 

Zem.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

Mirz.  At  present  in  Zembuca*s  palace— Fd  ra- 
ther dwell  at  home. 

Zem.  Where  is  your  home  ? 

Mirz.  At  a  hut,  on  the  banks  of  the  river, 

Zem.  Speak  without  equivocation. 

Mirz.  Why  should  I  speak  otherwise  ? 

Zem.  Do  you  know  who,  and  what  I  am  ? 

ikffrz.  Thoroughly. 

Zem.  Do  you  know  Selim  ? 
'  Mirz.  Still  better. 

Zem.  Then  you  will  not  deny  him  ? 

Mirz.  Wherefore  should  I  ?  he  is  virtuous,  up 
right,  and  just— -I  am  proud  to  acknowledge  all 
such. 

Zem.  Tell  me  where  he  now  is  ? 

Mirz.  Where  I  am— -under  the  protection  of 
Froyidence  ! 
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ZEMBUCA.  IS 

Zem.  You  answer  boldly. 

Mirz.  Because  I  have  never  done  an  act  to  be 
ashain'd  of. 

Zem.  I  am  told  Selim  is  concealed  by  your 
means;  if,  therefore,  he  does  not. appear  within 
twelve  hours,  your  life  shall  answer  it. 

Mirz.  It  will  not. 

Zem.  How  i 

Mirz.  If  you  think  by  roy  means  he  may  be 
disQover*d»  you  will  not  dispatch  me  till  you  get 
the  secret. 

Zem.  Insolent  reptile !  convey  him  from  my 
presence. 

Mirz.  I  thank  your  Highness — ^that's  the  great- 
,^st  favor  you  can  do  me. 

Zem.  Korac,  convey  him  to  prison. 

Mirz.  A  prison  1  me  to  prison !  youUl  not 
sleep  the  sounder  for  that — my  wife  and  children's 
cries  will  ring  upon  your  ears,  and  vibtate  t^ 
your  heart! — Look  that  you  hear  them  not*. 
The  prop  that  supported  a  poor  man's  dwelling, 
you  have  deprived  them  of. — Look,  that  your 
own  palace  stands  the  firmer  for  it. 

Zem.  Korao— -to  your  care  I  confide  him— -see 
him  well  secured— 

(KoRAC  shews  signs  of  joy ,  and  Exit  with 
Mirz  A  and  Guards). 
Tis  plain,  this  man's  poverty  could  not  resist 
so  tempting  a  reward  ;  but  to  detain  him  till  to* 
morrow,  will  assist  my  purpose  with  the  gentle 
Ebra— BufFardo ! 

BuPFARDoenfer.;. 

Buf.  Here  I  am,  most  mighty  Sultan  1— I've 
put  on  the  peacock's  feathers,  and  I  flatter  my* 
Belf  I  shan't  disgrace  my  calling. 
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Zem.  i  axti  about  to  try  that — h\sten  i  t  hav6 
just  salt  to  prison  9  mW/Oimf d  Mirza. 

Buf.  Mirza!  what,  Mirza  fhe  Net-maker  ? 

Zem.  Yoi^Mofrhm^ltoSR^/  ,ijn 

Buf.  Tveheardof  him— This  isldcky,  t  shall 
have  Ebra  <^U  to  myself.  Pray  what  ,may  be  hif 
offence  ?       *  • '  .  i. 

4   Zem.  He  claims  a  right  in  her,  who)|$  charms 
are  worthy  my  possession. '        ^    -^  ^  ^ 
.:"  j&jf.  What,  Ebra?— WJhat,  hia  wjfe^-^pfc 
3prd!  -  * 

Zem.  Do  jjrou  know  hei'  too  ?  * 

^    Buf.  Slightly,  slightly,— a  sort  of  ho^'y** 
ij^o,  and  pood-bye  acquaintance*  *  ^    ^^<2. 

ZeT;).  When  last  I  took  my  rounds  in  disgfiltll^' 
llb<uit  the  city^  I  beheld  her  fof  the  fir|t  and  only 
$we^  but  her  beauty  still  remain?  impriw^*  on 
o^y  imagination.  Go,  therefore,  as  mv  Mnll^ 
wvf,  and  prevail  on  her  to  return  1pflfilh'«>)i6tf 
^c^etly  to  the  Harem.  •      •      •     'i 

Buf  Your  Highne?s's  Sefaglio  mutt  lie  hftH 
incti^^QntLy  stock'd,  to  be  thus  smitten  «^jfeh4»a 
poor  Net-maker*s  wife.  '    '  \     - 

Zem.  No  repi^ks!     Depart  I    and<   as  *^rauf 
succeed  for  me,  so  you  will  best  serve  ydu^Mf. 
I  rr"  -  ♦       [jEa?/^  Zmwbca. 

Buf  What  a  devil  he. is  after  the  girls !  Why, 
he's  worsfe  than  I  am,— the  very  morsel . -toe  with 
jfvHc^  J  was  going  to  regal^  myself.  No^iMlter, 
it  snal(  b^  my  turn  by  and  by.  Hanglme  if  I 
don't  have  a  Seraglio  of  my  own,  «nd  strtit 
among  my  beauties  as  grand  as  the  best  bantanv 
of  the  brood.  ^%'   J^Exit  Buffarbo. 
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SCENE  IV. 

The  Net-maker's  Cottafe^ 

Ebra  and  Sblim  discovered. 

Set.  Ebra,  kind  Bbral  do  not  f«d  ^n$ 
siarm*A. 

Ebra.  How  can  I  feel  otherwise?  hepromisM 
to  return  immediately,  and  now  the  sun*8  laet 
Oy  gleams  on  the  towers  of  the  fortress. 

Sel.  Dismiss  your  fears^had  your  husband 
teen  suspected^  they  would  long  ere  tl)is  bavf 
searched  thi^  house,  and  dragged  me  hence. 

Bbr0.  That  they  shall  never  do ;  I  have  y^ 
neaas  to  baffle  the  strictest  scrutiny — attend  I 
That  closet  is  as  deep  within  the  wall  as  it  pro^ 
jects  beyond  it-^Mirza  made  it  in  the  last  war, 
to  conceal  our  little  property— in  the  centre  ia  • 
iUse  back  which  opens  by  a  spring:— See ! 

(As  she  opens  it^  a  knock  heard  at  the  Door). 
^h\\\  'tiaMirzal 

Sel.  Stay — it  may  not  be  Mirza. 

Ebra.  Who  is  there? 

Btff.  Open  the  door,  and  youMl  see— I*m  « 
meaaeoger  from  the  Sultan !  (ffithout). 

Skra.  From  the  Sultan  1   [Afu^'cl. 

(She  opens  the  Door,  after  making  a  sign  to 
SeliMj  who  enters  the  Closet). 

Enter  Buffabbo. 

--4irow,  8ir«  what  is  your  business  ? 

^t«/:  Business!  Do  you  take  me  for  a 
oian  f  I  have  just  been  made  an 
Vm  a  nan  of  pleasure  1 
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Ebra.  Sir !  you— you — why,  surely  *tis  Buf- 


kuQ^  myself.  ,      v  •  t.-  -;        '  a 

£6ra.  'Tis  plain  rib  ill  has  Defallen'  Miraa,  or 

|ie  would  be  the  first  to  tel)  it  nijB.  (Asid^.        * 

Buf.  You  are  ^stonish*d^,  hey  V  Now,  you  ^e 

yrhat  you've  lost  by  re|usin|^j  mk  for  Ihat'nbwle 

of  a  Net-maker  i  a  felfdw  without  talents  j  lioralt 

all  fit  for  office.    .    .  V^  '  ^^f\A 

JEhra^  Quite  a§  fit  ^s  a  fellow  wVcPaw 
Sui  ride  a  hotse  from  morning  lill  n^t  rorad 


but 

his  father's  niilK 

Buf.  Gently,  gently,  if  yoo  please,  Mrs.  Ebra ; 
dcu;j*t;talk  of  what  I  was ;  tljink  of  what  lam— 


invitation  to  be  second  favourite. 

£ir«.v  What  does  he  mean  ?— Mel 
,  Buf.    1  es,  you — the  sparks  from-  vpuf  eyes 
hkve  caught  the.  tinder  of  the  Sultan's  ^ii^r^^ 
lighted  up  such  a  blaze,  that  he  say s' noobdy  can 
put,it put  .but  yourself!  But^  vvhv.don't  you  Ssk 
me  to  sit  down  P-^-are  these  your  manners  ? 

Ebra.  If  I  coiHd  but  keep  him  engag'd  till 
M\ttSL  returns — rii  bring  you  a  seat  ditdSlyj 
BufFardo ;'  and  what's  better,  something  to  eat. 

Buf.  Ay,  do. 

Ebra.  If  I  could  but  detain  him  till  Mirza 
arrives — (Aside) ^  and' Exit. - 

Suf   I  musVt  tell  her  about. Master  lytiBza, 
or  I  shall  never  get  her  out  of  the  house.  ^  No- 
Jbuody  on  the  watch,  I  hope — but  I  thou^St  I 
heard  two  vQicg%.a*J  e^t^r'^— j^cjps^.^^lj^^^ 
(Opens  the  Closet^  which  appears  empty). 
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Ebra  enters,  with  a  Seat. 

,  iiSra.  Whatjire  vbu  doing  there  ? — he  ki^felv 
dpesiiH  susp^t^Wh^  don't  y5u  Help  me  witrl 
me'table  ?     Is  this  your  court-breeding  ? 

Buf.  Beg  ypur  pardon,  beg  your  panlon;  libon 
my  1ionour-—buti  really,  my  head's  so  full  of 
state  affaTrS/you  must  ^excuse  me.  [Music^-^ 
(fhey  brins  on  1[hble,  fcfc^  Ah,  ah  !  Ihis^lSjks 
iw^etl— thisTs  ail  right.  (Seats  himself  J. ^Won'l 
you  pick  a  bit  ?  '  '  „\ 

Ebra.  NoJ  till  Mirza  returns.        ^^'        ,  ^ 
B^f.  i^o— th^n  you1I  have  a  devil  of  aniaiij 
petite  thetiext  time  you  eat.  {JA^^de).  ^  A 

(Selim  appears  at  the  Close t)n        .Jj^ 

Ebra.  Now  tell  me  the  meaning  of  all'ypur 
fihe  speeches  about  the  Sultan.  ,      '    [^ '  * 

Buf.  Why,  the  meaning  is,  that  Zemli^ca 
thinks  ypu  just  as  te^mpting  as  I  do  thi&cbit&n, 
and  wants  you  to  return  with  me  ta  the  SerslgUo ; 
therefore  you  had  better  get  yourself  rea^y; 
and  by  the  time  you  are  dressM  to  your  liking^ 
I  sh^U  be  sufKciently  refreshed  to  walk  back  with 
you. 

(/I^A/ZeBuppABBo  is  eating ,  Sblim  is  wtit* 
ing  oh  a  paper),  '  . 

.    BbrtL  Impudent   coxcomb! — but   111    iqatch 
him.  {Sees  Sblim  beckoning^  she  takes  the  paper^ 
and  reads)^^^^  Agree  to  his  desire,,  and  I  will  go 
•*  in  your  place,   disgnis'd  in  the  Dervise  habit. 
**  which  before  conce»t'd  me  !" 

Muf  {Eating).  Well,  what  do  you  say  ?  Will 
yot^do  as  yuu  are  desired  ?  .*    .     ,         , 

Ebra.  I  fvilll 
(SBUtf  ^n^kes  sigm  of  adnewkdgm^tkt),      ^ 
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Biff.  TTiat^f  right — ^it  isn't  every  jjay  iYnt  tntk 
good  things  fall,  as  it  were^  -  ratxi  a  person's 
niouth:  {Eating}. 
'   Ebra.  But  the  voioe-^thut  aloneiOrill  J^etrajn 

^dB^.  And,  if  fpa  cai\:  iMlit  oantrive  to  hoM 
your  tongue  so  long,  and  muffle  youmeif  up  m 
ft  cloak,  nobody  will  see,  or  hear  you— *so  you 
needn't  be  afraid  of  your  labaracter.  I  assure 
^ou,  Zembuca  has  a  gr^at  regard  for  you  in  that 
respect. 

Ebra.  Why,  to  be  i«re,  H'  is  a  great  tempta- 
tipn  I  but  VvCi  afraid  whea  I  g^t  there,  ^^*^1 
only  make  a  fool,  qf  me.  "    , 

Bi^.  No,  no^  1*11  take  care  of  that ;  one  m 
Xfky  trade's  quite  enough. 

iBi)ra>  Thien,  if  I  were  to  go— k.  ^ 

Buf.  The  Sultan  would  give  yoU  as'winrrrf  &% 
Ambrace,  aH  do  tbta. jti^  oi'-liquiir.    (JS^nq^ing). 

jSbr^.  Well,  then,  111  put  on  the  clojik  of  an 
bW  Dervifjc  that  sometimes  lod{;es  here.      *'3. 

J^fjf.  That's  a  good  thought  of  yours.  Dd, 
put  it  on,  and  III  drins:  ''  Success  to  the  ShatA 
Dervise,  and  may  his  cloak  answer  evei^'tm^ 
tion  of  the  wearer."  (DrinU).  ^ 

Ebra.  Thank  you,  Biiffanio,  thank  yiDfo  b^fih^ 
tily.  'tf» 

Btif.  But  make  haste,  or  by  the  time  y^are 
disguis'd  as  a  Dervise,  I  shall  be  disgUiS^c^^h 
liq^uor.  •  *^' 

J^bra.  Don't  look  at  me  while  I  put  on  my 
3ress.       ■     -  •    •  '   '    >    , 

fyif.  O.  no— decency,  decency,  toy  dear  \  '^^ 
Ebra.  Wh^n  I  say — •*  Ready  !*•  you  may -look, 

but    I   shall   not  speak  another  woi-d  ^er«^ 

{Fame)  — Ready ! 
Buf.  Sb  am  I.  {Bidn^);,  Gome^  that^A  the  most 
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miBstunttal  js>\e  Tve  had  to-day.  Ule  nesSn^^u 
In  disguise^  £>b«a  honing  entered  ate  Closet).  By 
the  beard  of  Mahomet,  you  logk  a  :atrapp^f.  i4 
thatflresi^ciibtxb  flfir  no  wonder,  Jt'm.  gro|^ji  yery 
lili^niyself  since  I  g^ot  into  the  road  to  prerer<r 
lyt^flt'^^so,  come  akiigv  iny  U>ve — come  '^s^lgng; 
«iy  charmerw  [JS^r/^Qf^ 


»  JU 


^1-  .V   '      •^:     ..SCENE  V.    .,  .         ^^^,  T 

liUert6r  of  the  Palace,        "^         ^ 

;o        .-  .  .    JSbi/er  KoitAC#  3. 

*^itt>.  6nce  meire,  foV'th^  last  ttme,  TH  pfbfe 
^i;iptbuca*$  .  ji^art !  If  anj^  spark  of  honour  ylft 
remain,  IMI  rouse  it  to  a  flame;  but,  slioJM  I 
find  him  lost  indeed  to  ev^ry  sense  of  feeling  aflif 
i?if  ^^^»  I  ipay  l)ehoid  hU  fall  without  fPpa^. 

JBtt/l  Tbisf  way,  this  way ; — now,  if  fii^jftgh 
^SPghtiDess  the  Sultan  doesnU  say*  Tve  done.ure 
llhi^g  neatly,  I  say.he^s  no  Judge  of  an  AmbMsa- 

Ko.  BufFardo!  who  hast  thou  conducted  tb 
tbi^forbidfi^Q.^pot.?.  Know  you  not  t,he  puuish* 
ment?   '    *  '  ■  '•*■  '^^'^ 

.  %if.  Hold  your  tgnguej  its  only  a  litJbit  tot 
4hf>SR|tan,  ;,•        /;  ...      '.:\^^ 

Selim.  Koracherel  Could  tdiscot^rYnys^fl^ 

Buf.  (Te  Selim)  '   That's  right— imfete^he 
gruff -voice  jof  .a^  ngi^fl^  and  you'll  not  be  c^co- 
VW>fl«     This  ia  a  \voi;^hy  Dervise,'  come  V*rad- 
idWiWith^the S^ltan.', '    ,.,5/1^^       ,      ^ 
{While  BuPFABDO  turns  to  K^^racl  S^u& 
•-*      nippmgAth^,Qfi:fk^y^lfid^^  ^'        ^' 

Scarf  drops  from  the  folds). 
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Ko.  Ah  I  IS  it  8Q  ?         .    ,^ 

Buf.  Yes,  it  is  so  indeed— you  may  well  be 
aufp^ised ,  at  se^eiiigj.such  a  p^soio  hcr^  .  Bless 
wur  loulj  its  only  the  little  blue-eye<l^,^l)gil 
Zetnbuca  has  taken  a  fancy  to  her,  and\  n;^^e 
ine^Ienipotentiary  on  the  occ^asion. 

JTo.  I  comprehend — ^ybur  companion  i^^puld 
attend  on  Almazaide.  ^S£lim  bows). 

Buf.  Ah  !  that's  a  very  good  excuse. 

Ko.  Come,  ril  lead  the  stranger  iu;  Zembuca 
IS  in  his  closet,  where  no  one  but  myself  is  privi- 
l^ed  to  enter. 

huf.  Ahl  now  Fva  done  the  work,  you  want 
to  touch  the  reward—hey? 

Kq*  Do  not  believe  it,  I  promisfe,  that  what* 
ever  recompense  Zembuca  may  think  you  meritj 
shall  be  yours  alone. 

Buf.  Well,  go  along  with  him,  Ebra,  and 
don't  tremble  so — ^bless  you,  the  dagger's  over 
now.  (Selim  cro^^e^  ^oKokac.)— Korac  will  soon 
shew  you  the  person  you  came  to  see— won't 
you,  Korac  ? 

Ko.  That  I  will,  be  confident. 

[Exeunt  Korac,  with  Seltm:. 

Buf.  Come,  I  think  the  Sultan  will  shower  his 
rewards  upon  me  pretty  thick  for  that  jo/b! 
What  have  we  here  ?  A  scarf.  ( Picking  up  the 
Scarf  which  Selim  dropt), — A  Generars  scarf  I 
Here's  more  luck — then  Selim  was  in  the  cot* 
tage,  and  this  has  stuck  in  the  folds  of  Ebra*s 
cloak,  ril  be  after  him  directly — if  I  should 
find  him— ten  thousand  sequins !  and  no  fees  to 
pay— Oh  Lofd  !  Hwill  make  a  man  of  me— ^ten 
thousand  sequins !  [Exit; 

[Music.'\ 
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SCENE  Vl!,;  ,/      \      "' 

j4  splendid  jflpdrtment  in  the  Seraglio^Si^J^s 
^ascend  to  an  Archway  In  the  cetitre^  through. 

'  'ivhich  appear  a  Balcony  and  Feranda — Dark^^ 
The  front  is  hrilliantly  illuminated — LitxeJy 
Music  heardy  and  Almazaiafe,  splendidly  dressed, 
advances  from  the  Feranda.  As  she  closes  the 
Curtains  with  which  the  Archway  is  hung,  tbi 
Music  ceases.        ' 

Aim.  To  escape  is  hopeless  !  the  veraiwla  leack 
into  the  gardens  of  the  Harem,  surrounded  by 
walls  and  lined  with  sentinels — ^here  then  I  must 
await  my  destiny — yet  think  not,  ZembuM,  these 
glittering  toys,  these  false  and  fleeting  pleasures 
can  ever  win  me  to  thy  arms  !  Oh,  S^lim  1  Se- 
lite!  fly'*to  the  rescue  of  the  wretched  Alma- 
zaide — leave  mc  riot  to  wear  the  garb  of  vice^ 
wliile  virtue  swells  my  heart. 

Enter  Kon/ic,  from  Verandah     "^ 

^a»  Alone  !  'tis  fortunate! 
Aim.  Who  art  thou  ? 

.^0.  The  friend  of  Almazaide, 

\;j^lm.  Almazaide  has  no  friend,  but  Allah  aod 
her  %lim. 

^^0..  Yes,  one  more — Korac.     Nay,  doubt  me 
notr— Sptim  is  at  hand,  in  safety,  and  unknown. ; 
Alm.^  Seljm  !  Selim,  said  you  f  Noble-minded 
man  I  what  ^ast  thou  risk'd  to  save  mei 

JCp.  That  which  thy  noble  Selim  gave— my 
life  I  For  his  sake,  for  your  own,  be  carefijl ; 
one  incautious  word  would  now  destroy  us — be 
patient — be  confident — and  when  the  time  best 
serves — Korac  the  slave,  shall  make  this  tyrant 
tremble ! 
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Mto.  Oh,  few  roe  not;  ^t«li«i«,  wheitii 

my  lord*,  my  life?  •  ,.  _. 

Ko.  He  wa^at  the  veranda;  Lbajrtt  feiqoved 

the  g«fr^,  aod  will  Qopduct  him  to  yo%^  . 

\Bugie  heard  tDithmu!\ 
jfhn-  Undone  I  undone !  it  is  the  $ultMi« 
Ko.  Hush!  'tis  too  lat<?i  I  cannot  now  ap- 
prise him  of  his  danger*   . 

IBugle  again,  and  Music  tuftkput.'] 

—&  calm,  and  leave  the  rest  to  me. 

[Mutic  louder."]  . 

Dancers  atbmnce,  and  Att€ndanU*»LM^, 
Zbmbuca. 

Zim.  By  Mahomet,  she  blooms  asfair  is  wlwu 
lUt  eager  love  first  sued  to  win  her  smil^l '  B«aa- 
teww  Almacaide.  let  all  remembrance  of  the 
pest  be  buried  in  oblivion,  and  hvte  henceforth  for 
joy,  and  for  thy  Prince !      ' 

Aim.  Who  can  absolve  the  pledge  of  faith,-* 
who  can  absolve  the  plighted  vows  to  Allah,  and 
my  affianced  husband  ?        ^  „    . 

Zcm.  Still  this  obdurate  folly  1 

Aim.  Oh,  Prince!  restore  hi«i,  and  I  Hess 
thee!     (Kweliitg).  ~ 

Zem.  You  knew  the  terms— accept  them.      • 

Aim.  Ifeyer !  My  heart  is  SelimX  but-my 
hohor  is  mine  own  I  still  shall  you  find  me  mn 
in  my  faith  to  him— invulnerable  to  thee.       • 

Zem.  Presomptooas  girl !  yet,  ewa' in  *«r 
anger  lovely  !— Come,  haughty  fair-one,  mar  njt 
the  present  hour  with  frowns,  but  iroigh  mj 
difference  between  a  vassaVs-grovdfaig  love,  MM 
ZembtLiea's  favour. 

^EMBCCA  advances   to   AlmazaAb— «*** 
catches  ihe  eye  of  Kobac,  and  takes  the 
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her  to  an  Ottoman,  nMck  has  bet^piamd 
^^JttemlM^aetkeHdeJ. 

ffJk?^^'^  weH    Now  cooM  I  biit  iMcii  the 
Vcii^^  and  prevent  his  entrance. 
Zem.  Korac,  stand  near  us. 

^OBAC  hah  anxiously  totvt^rds  thfi  Arch^ 
'     ^    toay^  bows,  mid  crosses  to  Zsmbuca).  ' 

—Commence  your  revelry, 

^A  ^^allet  is  fiere  per/brmed.'^ 

Zem.  *Ti8  well  1— give  me  the  cup. 

/^^«  Attendants  step  forward  with  fPme-^ 

:   Th9^4kmcm^  are  so-  dispersed^  as  to  face 

the  Sultan^  and  to  leave  tlie  Archway  er- 

<^:}    $P^i-     At  the  instant  Znu^vcjL  turns 

\,  and  offers  the  Cup  to  Aimazaide,  sh^ 

f^f  ^     uttfr0,  a,  cry  (if  terror.^    and  falls  back* 

KoMAP springs  up  the  Steps,  and  forces 

bach  Sblim,  who  has  suddenly  4ippeared, 

^       and  throwing  open  the  remaining  part  tf 

iiM*'    ,^^iP^^P^f  4ttms  to  answer  the  surprise 

'ofZBM^VCA). 

Zem.  Why  this  alarm  ?  ,         - 

^  Ko.  The  ^  heat  of  the  apartment,  nothing 
more-«Ki  deadly  paleness  overspread  \m  leatureB^ 
and  UMptenUtowiBOwthftcaoi^  -  '^ 

Zem,  She  faints  I  look  16  her.  m 

Ko,  Those  curtailia  bow  withdrawHi   all  wiK 
be  well.  .1 

ABm.  Surdy  I  beheld  ^e  features  of~< 

JTo.  Of  Jiembuca^^hehold,  he  is  still  hete ! 

Atm.  1  am  unused  to  midnight  reveIry«-«^o 
please  you,  I  would  late  ak^ie. 

Zem.  Speak,  aud  you  command.    I  letve  jtOl^. 
to  repose^^Iet  all  retire.  (All  retire). 
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^^Bot  avoid  feReetione'  on  tflie  pttit  ^  «rcar  lilv 
2^mbuca  ever  in  thy  heart.  [Exii. 

jftin.  I  cbnld  not  have  biiftn  deodv'd. 

[JI(/«n0^KQ&AC  advances  to  the  jfi^chw&yJ^ 

Selim  enters. 

Set.  Aloiazaide  1 

jilm.  It  is — it  is  my  Selim  ! 

(They  jfly  to  each  otker*s  embrace.^^Music 
increases  to  violence,  andf  ZsMBirbA  heard).. 

Zem.  (Without).  Let  none  pa^s .  iny  or  out 
Ihe  fortress ! 

Ko.  Zembuca'?  voice  I 

jilm.  Fly,  Selim,  fly  to  the  verai)dfl({ 

Ko.  *Tis  in  vain,  the  garden  is  beset  by 
troops. 

Zem.  (Without).  Let  every  post  be  doubly 
guarded — this  is  the  Scarf  of  Selim  ! 

Ab.  (Without).  We  found  it  in  the  apart- 
ment of  BufFardo. 

Zem.  {Entering).  Indeed,  treacherous  villain  ! 
then  'twas  he  admitted — A  stranger !  seize  on  the 
traitor, 

[Musich.'\ 

(They  secure  him-^hisDhoL falls  off). 

—Selim ! 

^el.  Ay,  deceitful  tyrant !  Selim,  thy  injured 
ifriend!  Come,  lead  me  to  my  fate ! — Thy  tyranny 
may  triumph  for  a  while,  but  the  day  of  retribution 
will  ere  long  arrive,  and  hurl  destruction  on  thy 
guilty  head. 

Zem.  Drag  him  to  his  death. 

Ko.  {Aside  to  Almazaidb),  Tisour  last  hope! 
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{DnwsriU  $tjfmi4m^),f^Tbfir^^  are. 

Zem.  Kooaot  I  wtt  na^.tro&t,tl;iee,«i^ttiou  aft 

Ko.  Not  80— T  too  have  been  deceived. 
Zem.  Away '  to  prison ! 
Ko.  To  prison  I 

jilm.  Spare»  oh  spare  my  Selim^  and  let  Al- 
inasaide  die  1 

(Alkazaii^s  struggles  to  accompany  Selim, 
who  runs^  to  the  verandar^^rm^d  men 
rush  faftwaird^  and  prevent  his  esc^e^^ 
AiMAZAiDE  Jaints  in  the  arms  o/*Zbm* 
BUCA,  and  Korac  raises  his  scymitar  over 
ike  head  ofSBhiu-^CurtamfallsJ. 


SNB  OF  ACT  I. 
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ACT  n. 


< 


SCENE  I. 

The  Net-Meher's  Cottagt* 

Ebba  discovered  at  a  Tahle^-^ji  Lamp  iunitn^^^ 
Effsct  o/Moon-light  through  the  Window. 

(EbrA  Hsum-^MtOit  €ea$es). 

"  Ebra.  I  am  again  deceiv'd  1.  epqb  ^[^.  I  hetr^ 
exhausted  patience  makes  me  believe  my  hito^ 
b9nd*s~What  can  have  happened?  I  dreadj  I 
fear  the  worst ;  but  this  suspense  is  terriUe^i*; 
Oh,  my  poor  Mir^a  I  tber  A|^  too  i^Mio  tidingil: 
y^t  of  himi»«'perhaps  thc^  are  alike  involved^  aad*^ 

(KoBAC  appears  At  tie  ff^^Mr).  - 

Ko.  •Stl  'st! 

Ebra.  Again!  I  could  not  be  mistakenf'' "^ 
J^o.  Fear  noU^WsKiMLt  (Looking  in).  ^*^ 
Ebra,  Wdcome,  welcome! 

ICoRAis  enters.  ., 

Tet  Mirza,— but  I  dare  not  inquirOii*-  ^ 

Ko.  Are  you  alone  ? 

Ebra.  Quite*  i        . 

Ko.  Then  all  is  safe^Advance  !-^ 

MiBZA  enters. 

Mirz.  Ebra!  my  di^ar  Ebr4i i 
Ebra.  Ob,  joy!  joy!  (rtrnmngto  hbnf^    But 
bow!  tell  me^  whereas  tbeAgal 
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i^z.  In  the  tyrant^s  f«ngf . 
.   Ebra.  Botjrou— 

Jifirz.  HMe  bear  reseoed'^  Korac. 

Ko.  Qntck,  dose  the  window^-^BBBA  dcm 
ii) — We  have  no  time  to  waste  in  explanation-^ 
^elim  most  be  released^Uis  s  desperate  enter- 
prise ;  but  with  my  aid,  Mirza  must  attempt  it. 

Mirz.  Wiffingly. 
^bra.  (Advancing)*  No,  no!  I  have  endured 
too  tnueh  akeady^-^While  we  may  in  safety,  let 
OS  quit  this  place  for  ever. 

Mirz.  And  I^ave  otir  friends  to  perishl 

Ebra.  Oh.i  .Korac  if  it  was  in  you#  power  to 
r^ease  my  hostMRd,  why  not,  at  the  cwne  mo* 
QWAI,  hi^re'giyefr  Selim  lH)erty  ? 

JTo.  Mir£a^wafi  in  my  custody,  and  hi;?  escape 
will  not  be  knowu  till  day- break ;  but  Zen^buca 
(thoM^  still  secure  in  my  fidelity)  knows  me  for 
tl99  fnend  of  Selim,  and  with  jealous  eye  watcbe$ 
me  at  every  ttwn.  The  Aga*s  prison  lies  in  tha^^ 
part  of  th^  fortMia  which  Ofverhangs  the  river ; 
and,  to  reach  it  undiscoverM,  wa»  impossible. 

jiHrz.  JEfow  then  do  you  [Mropose? . 

iKo*  Pass  in  a.  boat  acroa^-^laiKl  on  the  oppo* 
site  shore^  and  I  will  meqt  youQO  th^  waUa;  >. 

Mirz*  It  shall  be  done. 

Ebra.  But,  how  to  sqale  them  ? 

Mirz.  Easily,  leave  that  to  me,  with  your  as*- 
aistance-^I  iyftve  eftough  netting  in*  the  ^oft 
above,  to  ascend  a  minaret. 

Ko.  'TIS  well ;  but  that  I  may  bfe  sitre  of  your 
approach,  let  jonr  bby  chaunt  the  Boatman's 
Evening  Song — meanwhile,  and  'tis  a  serious 
f^BTge^  you,  Ebra,  must  convey  this  packet  to 
the Shiek  Mohammed.    (Giving patltet).  ''^'  - 

\iMbra.  Hetiiatnw^  commands  the  Janissari^  ) 
Ko,  The  aames.jlie lies  enciariiped  eastward  of 
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io  ZEMBUCi^. 

^6  eifcy«  The  oontentt  of  that  wilt  ofge  ihiMoU 
diers  with  resistless  motives  to  espouse  the  oiiase 
of  Selim,  and  ere  the  sun  appears,  Zembuca  ^Is, 
unpitied  and  despised,  and  we  are  slaved  totyr^ny 
no  longer. 

Ebra.  Indeed!  that  hope  inspiresl^  My  hC&i^ 
witb  more  than  woman's  courage. 

(KoBAC,  having  opened  the  Dcor^  rfiturne). 

•   Ko.  Stay,  one.  thing  I  had  forgot^— the  towc^ 
that  flanks  the  northern  entrance,  is  the  weake^ 
part  of  the  fortresspr-l>id  him  strike  tik^m% 
Ebra.  I  will  be  sure,  on't* 
.{fijsvifk^jyo  takes  adM[iUage  of KouAJB^sopef^ 
ing  the  Door,  eiUers^  and  c^npeaU  himteif 
befdnd  the  Curtain). 

Ko.  FareweH!  success  be  with  yo«K. 
Bbra.  Oh,  doubt  it  not  I  Succ^ismoU  ht  with 
those  who  fight  for  freedom.  [EwitKjoikktr. 

(BuBFABDO  b^g  €XpJMd^tuiis  behind 
the  Qirtgin)*  -    .  ,    i- 

Mirz.  Now  follow,  md  help  me  to  prepare  9 
the  tide  ebbs  fast,  and  we  have  no  time^to  lose.  • 
Ebra.  I  am  teid^;  come. 

(During  her  dialogue  with  Korac,  Eb&a  se-^ 
cures  the  Packet^    and  ^ISktl,^'  follS^fi^ 

Buf.  Oh  yes,  *tis  Selim,  sme  \jen0iigh— ^ny 
fotid  ean  see  thM,  tluy^gh  he  hasdreot^bfmself  up 
in  Ebra's  clothes.  The  dog  IpdcB  w^^nou^h 
in  pettioo^ts^  ap^if  t|;jgir,^(HC?s  w^r^o^x^^'i^'f- 
ferpnt,  I  ml^U  i>%Ye  been  aeceiy'd.TrBijt  i^ 
came  Mirza  liere?:p|il  I  supMji^fi  m^^i^ 
prefers  the  company  of  his  wife— -Here  n| 
again.  (Retreat^*'    /^^  Ci  .i^xki^  vv 
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BfOer  MxptZA  with  a  Bag^^EBRh  dragging  U 
heap  of  Netting^  to  which  i$  attached  h^ops.  ' 

'"*  *» 

*  JUSfrz.  Now,  Ebra,  place  it  m  the  bag. . 

■  Buf.  Ebra !  Why  it  is  Ebra !  then,  who  the 

devil  have  I  taken  to  the  palace  ?  {Aside). 
Ebra.  I  must  be  careful  not  to  entangle  it. 
Mirz.  But  how  did  you  contrive  to  get  Selim 

into  the  Seraglio  ? 

^  Ebrap  Qh«~ha!  b^.!  I  sent  him,  muffled  up  in 

^e  jD^rvlse  4ress,  with  that  fool  BufTardo. 

(Bb¥*PARS0  expresses  amazeme^it). 

Mirz.  Indeed!  then  the  scarf  by  which  he 
was  disctover'd,  must  have  dropt  by  accident; 
it  ivds  foiitid  in  Biiffardo's  apartment,  whom  they 
searchM  for  in  vain*  His  punishment,  at  best, 
would  have  been  a  sound  whippiogi  and  the  loss 
a(  bi»  earar  bal,  having  left  the  palace,  Hie  a 
<^imce  n«w  if  he  escapes  the  bowstring. 

(BoffAbik)  expresses  great  horror). 

£bra.  Poor  fellow !  Then  I  suppose,  by  this 
^mcf  he  is  too  annious  about  his  neck,  to  think 
xxmoh  ot  Uaears.   • 

Mirz.  Zembuca  awe^rs  yengeance  on  him, 
and  jthe  only  chance  to  escape,  is  to  return,  and 
jiroye  tiis  innocence— Ah ! 

(MiBBA  goes  to  the  Closet^  and  takes  a  Po^ 
niard  from  it^^As  ha  closes  the  d6or^  he 
9ces  BuiTFABDoV  h£^  beneath  the  C^r^am, 
and  itarts  forward). 

Ebra.  Mirza  !  {Amazed  at  the  aciion). 
Mirz.  Hush  !  we  are  observed,  betray 'd !— We 
t^iislileave  the  house  instantly. 

{A  distant  Drum  heard)^ 
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at  ZtitKJCA. 

^Ebra.  A  drum  I    (In  terror^  lookiJig  tkrwgt 
Vke  Xdtf ice)  .~-Aht  I  see  guards  approaching* 
'    Buf.  Gusnhl—Oh  lord  | 

Mirz.  Guards  I  be  silent ;  no  doubt  in  search 
oLthait  fool  Bufiardo— *^s,  no  afar ,«f  .iHi».  F 
n)uat  hasten  to  the  boat*^Come^  witi^^iasiiekBar 
night>  and  yon  shall  along  with  vm.  T^u^i^^jim 
locjL^^e  dopr, — bet  bipd,  safe  fiod*  tbeyaigrs 
»«»$6j  stick  to  the  old  proverb.  \ 

^>'  ^B^irhig  the  Utter  ^eetA,,  Mnik  }> faces  ike 
Piomard  in  Jus  Bel^^'-^hrows  the  Bag  wer 
his  shoulder^   and  is  assisted  ee^erhf    by 

ihe 


Ebra,   7vIio   glances   her   eye  rouna 
room^    in  search   of  the   object  of  th^fr 
alarm — They  go  out^'  andhck  the%>ox^iu 

IThe  Drumhead  atittt^rmkSj^^''''^'^ 
Brif.  t^JiJler  attempting  #^  cpen  the  ^ovy  ad^ 
vantes).  Fastbmd^  fast  <lmd«--4]l%3Mti'^d%ow 
strings!  theyll  find  me !  Oli,  Mahomet!  ifj^o 
ever  took  pit^  on  a  miserable  Mu^^i^fWSi  noft^s 
your  time— they  are  coming  this  wayf— <x>ming 
for  my  ears !  perfiapd,  for  my  head !  Oh,  if  I  cqttld 
but  transfer  my  panbhment  with  my  pace,  hov^ 
gladly  would' 1  deliver  up  the  seals  of  office ! 
TLoud  knock — Music  A 

(BuFFARi^d  rushes  up  the  Siairs^*fi^  laUke^ 
fffork  ofth^  Window  and  Door  arefor^Qfl^  with 
d  crosA-^IlAaBM  ^niers  with  <yuctr3s—By  his 
dinectUmy  they  separate  in  searcfy^lfkilelte 
Jixamines  ihe  Apartment^  Bt^PvatiKr  d^db$ 
across  th^  Window).  i    •  •   '  ••  *-^-  *  ' ' 

Has.  \Semng  iim  rise  and  run).  HeescdMS  1 
(^Aieifc-Wftfr).  ^  Ff)How7  f6?tet?^o  the  Bridi^^^ 
(T/iey  rush  after  in  pursui^:    ^*  ^  "     -*'•-*-'  ^^- 

.^^,   l!^Iusity  hurrying  und  e^emve^' 
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zembuca; 
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SCENE  II. 


n. 


5P!fee  More  AenaM  ihe-P^alU  of  the  Fm-tress^ 
^*^Platfoffn^  mith  a  ff^atch-tower^^The  Wa^ 
-%&r^^i€^%f  the  F^rexs  in  the  mfdcKe  dis^ 
tmut,  heyimd^wtdchy  other  parts  of  ilie  Suitd" 
ing-^A  bright  Momt4ight^^A  Sentinel  on 
^  OuQrd.''^/^er  Sywphon^^  which  conmences  as 
^jhe  Scefk  is  disclosed^ 

VoiCB*  PlAKO«     ' 

Poll  aWay,  pull  airay !  the  stream  is  deep; 

B«t  labour  once  over,  I  soundly  sleep ;  *   * 

Pnltftw^yi^ltttllif^Wayl  ibetide  ttf|ave| 

lily  bark  must  fly  swift  oVr  the  rippling  ^^T€^  ri   . 

.    ..        \KQ9iMfiiCppe4ais  onthe Wnlis^\       ^:  t^. 

rSent.  Who's  there?  a 

Ko.  A  Mend.  ! 

Sera.  The  word?  -  ^^  >    . 

Ko.  Zembuca!  ^                      "'    - 

1  .      '  4         1' 

W  •    -  •  •  • 

(Music*-^The  HeKef  entei^s-^Guard^  is  re^- 

lieved^    during  which  *the,1Bt>at  has  ap^ 

.^    proadied  the  Shore— As  the  Reli^deporU^ 

7^^''    the  ]Soatmdn*s  Song  is  resumed  in  a  louder 

^         styainj. 

^  My  voice  shall  keep  time  to  the  maroiuring  i^aV^ 
^  My  MOg  be  v»>ecboed  froni  shore  to  shore ; 
And  gaily  Til  cot  thro*  the  sparkling  foam. 
And  3ie  moon^beamq  will  light  m^  in  safety  home* 

Ijl^^ri^  the  sjgpal  1  Tw  iiirza  1  ]  Qm»  pftit 
tneSehtinel^  he  is  safe* 

^  One  stsa|»«f  tbe  Bdsttta&'t  donf  onined  after  the  fiiit  fffpff«siBt»» 
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IThe^fioat  appears  iehind  the  Piatffrm^^ 
All  is  yet  well— he  latida— advances.  - 

("MiBZA  appear^T'm,^  the  Sentinel  mukes  m 
turn  on  the  Parade^  he  observes  him). 

Sent.  How's  this  \  a  str^qg^r  ^dueaUi  j^  wtUs ! 
Standi  who  are  you? 
^    Mirz.  A  friwbi^ 

Sent.  What  ar<^  yoq?  >?'  •    - 

Mirz.  A  fisherman.  i^ -.*:\ 

Sent.  What  have  you  there  ? 

Mirz.  The  prodin^  of  {Qy  labour^ 

iSen^.  I  must  see  \U 

Mirz.  ImpossUpil«« 

Sent.  Howf 

Mriz.  The  Officer  of  the  Janissaries  told  me  I 
might  pass  uomolesttid.  ^^^-v 

Sent.  Indeed  1  then  you  know  tiler  witeb^word 
i^-Lok  me  bear  it.  

Mirz.  The  watch^word  I  S'd^th  I  I  know  it 
iK>t-^Korac  forgot  to  apprize  me,     .  ^ .     ^    * 

Sent.  The  word,  I  say  1  ^ 

Ko.  Zembuca,    (F^om  the  IVallJ^^MiBZA 
looks  around  amazed). 

Sent.  What  said  you  ? 

Mrz.^  Didn't  you  hear^?  Zegi<r:^IP)>Mca;7r  , 

Sent.  Right^^you  may  p^ss,    ,   ^.^      ^  " 

(MoiZA  observes  Kot^ACf  tvho  lecwfstke^  Wadl^ 
A  shot  is  heard  without ^  repeated  at  a  distance 
-^Drwn^  at  the  sound  of  which^  the  Sef^jnel 
runs  out. — MiViZA.  throws  the  J^fifti^Q.^eiF^ 
Baitlement^  and  a/scpnds  the  M^Uf^fhth^J^^ 
serving  as  a  ladder^^A^  lie  draws  it  Jitter  kim^ 
BuFFAHoo  rushes  across  the  ^tOigey^aAing  fyteh 
in  terror,  as  if  pursued.  As  the  GuanaL§>t(^9 
MiBZA  having  drawn  up  the  Net^  disappears 

•   from  the  waU,  and  the  Music  which  has  dec(»- 
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paniMl  the  preceding  Action,  bursts  into  ihefol' 
tewing) 

^'^  ,  CHORUlS*. 

.    .V  v:      v.  .  •  J        •  •  i^  •> 

Follow,  follow,  follow  near,  j    .     - 

•  *     TThe  rasfa  Ihtrudcr  must  be  hefe ; 
Conceard  in  dasky  shade  hfe  lies-^ 
Escape  w  vain  \  the  traitor  dies !    ' 

Follow,  follow,  follow,  now 
The  Oatlaw  to  his  fate  roast  bow ; 
Success  will  sooti  reward  otir  pains, 
AikI  bk  raward  be  deatii  or  chains. 

Follow,  follow! 

{Exeunt. 

.       SCENE  m. 

(tt^tJun  the  iVallst'^Steps  of  rmigk  sione^worJk 
ruwdmgvpto  the  left ^  as  kaiing  to  theRam-^ 
parts-^-<t  small f  hut  heavy  and  deep  Portal  ^een 
M  the  Wallf  the  whole  exhibiting  marks  of  ck- 
cay^  but  great  strength.^-^The  report  o/?«  mus^ 
het  heardf  and  Buppabdo  instantly  darts  ihro* 
i-tM  doer^  and  secures  it  afier  hhkp  ^ 

•    '    •       •  ,      [MusicJ  -^   ;•  ^^\^7^ 

Bu^,  laqa  just  in  time— -T  ticarct  the  ^llet 
whii  ^tdae  l6  ifiy  head  [ — -"A  pnrs«r^rer  never 
nQ_80  fast  befol-e— I  have  spfairfd  my  tjick 
jcttiipWg  frdm  Mifia's  cock-hift,  arid  havcf  berfn 
hteted^Kke  a  badger,  by  a  pack  of— IF  that 
«Aifi«Prf^e!loW  wfth  the  lonfg  whiskers'  fiatf'  fir'd  a 
^thdftitot^iwbfti§r,^rsh<>tildhaveh^cl  Tl.^'Tia  well 
f  tediiWedtk4*tredt;— .btrf,^  I  don't  ste  Xwiibiica, 
•an^  1^'fftaln  tKs^  blbti^er  befbte  Ptti  «klgbt  by 
dt^^ihf^^si^  flth^l'be  ^rart^ed  by  mis- 
Wl^^H^l  ^-^^  ^''^     •»  "-' 

.jrr^-st^^  i3^nl»  <M<t^  ^cr  tK^fim  repre6eatatioaVt>TOi)g^to  the 
letfl^of  the  piece, 

P2 
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"36  XBVBireA. 

ItoR^C  entsr4.r^^-lSk^FFjkB3}o  lUtdU  in  tenma. 

Ko.  !^ot  here !— ^I  heard  the  guard  in  loud  coo* 
fusion  on  the  shore, — if  they  should  take  him, 
he'll  hang  alive,  food  for  vultures. .    , 

Buf.  O  Lord! 

Ko.  What  noise  ?  I  he^rd  him  I— he  must 
have  passed  the  wall — this  way,  perl^aps^ 

Bi£^,  HangM  alive! — food  tor  vultiji:es  !  H^iat's 
to  he  done  ?  If  1  stir,  I'm  lost-7T4f  T  stay^  Fra 
found  directly — ^Another  !*^it's  all  over. . 

Enter  Mib^a. 

Mirz.  The  murmuring  of  the  breeze  deceh^ 
me,  or  I  heard  his  voice,  he  cou!dn*t  havfe  jfeft 
this  spot — Now,  my  good  pon&rd/ rVffl^iJfeed 
thy  service.  -    .  ..  *^     ^ 

Ko.  Tts  he !  \  was  not  mistaken,  fadvmdng^ 
Mfsa^Ai  lifts  his poniard).^liO\d\  'tis  thy  fri^rid! 

(j4t  t?us  moment,  BvFJfAsaxo, icing,  an  the 
ground  between  KoRAC  and  Miaz^A,  he 
exclaimsL.  *         i 

.   ,  Buf.  Hold  {  hold,  I  beseeeh  you^ril  t»ke  it 
aa  a  particular  favor.     Oh  I    I&i^C)   my  dear 
friend  *- 1  never  was  so  glad  to  be  a  dear  friend  in ' 
all  my  life. 

Ko.  Buffardo  here! 

Btif.  Aye,  I  am  here,-^I  wish  I  was  any  where 
else — Ym  on  ,theJopk-oii<\for  the  iMCtol  4^t:  btt 
.  just  p^st  the  wall-  •  i 

Mir:^.  Indeed  L  fuigain  rcmng  his  ponksrd). 

Buf  Now  don't'— don't  flourttb, ^alM^eful^ 
looking  thing  about.  ^ 

Ko.  you  !— you  inpearch  oi^t^  4; 
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JKBVBVSa.  St 

Buf.  Yes  to  be  sure— Why  you  dotft  suspect 
thftl'^  this  hue  andcty  was ttfter  me,  do  you  ? 
Mirz^  Oh,  'tis  evident,~-^he  fool  betr;^ys^hial- 

Bttfi^^ey  !  Why,  its  Mirza,  as  Tni  alive  f  .« 

Ko.  What  said  you  ? 

Bw/1  Why,  I  said  it — it's  a  mercy  Tm  alYv^l— I 
wsh  you  would  not  bie  so  snappish. 

Ko,  Gome,  follow  to  the  palace. 

Buf,'  Tb  the  palace  with-^. 
'J^Tor  A' witness,  who  can  swear  to  the  persqa 
who  iusl  now  created  this  alarm. 

Mirz.  Ay,  he  who  enter'd  that  door. 

Buf.  A  witness !  what  did  he  see  ^hen  ?'^ 
It*s  time  for  me  to  be  off,  here's  some  mischief 
34M^^P|^T^OK  if  I  could  but  turn  the  tables  on  my 
^df  friend  Korac,  and  recover  my  asoendaiicy 
in  Ze^ifibuc^'s  Cabinet,  who  know^  but  I  m^  live 
to  be  Prime  Vizier,  after  all.      [Exit  BcrBF/(Kbp. 

^•:  {ilbw  tben  away  with  speed  ;  near  at  hand 
"^  ^Y6/pf<^vided  niMc^  that  will  pass  you  onqbes* 
tion'd,^  unnotiqM,  even  to  Selim's  prison. 

'TfeTzi^r Which  way  does  it  lie'?  , 

S&>.  '  I  will  conduct  you  j— Oh,  "Mahomet ! 
should  the  efforts  of  thy  servant  in  the  cause  of 
|iiilj^o^,)i2Q.wG^e6y»fi;4.now   Kor;te'i:b)easffire  of 
B«9nt«»t^fW  .\lBxmmt. 

SCENE  IV.  . 

,     ,  j4  Prison. 

Jn.the  iuek  n  Gailmff  nbout  half  way  t^'^he 

fFiallf  with  strong  bars  of  W€niiikt€rwwe''^ith 

\  iSpeaf^P^9€p|Ba^^^i^h!^^andi  a  T^         on  the 

:ibJBr^Al%ta  grated  BrUraitce  fn  an  angular  direction 
from  the  Gallery  to  a  Column  f  on  the  opposite 
sidcf  SsiiiM  is  discbwred^  ckaMU — Jllwic— 
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Vh^  ^br^Omfd  appears  in  tha  Gallery,  with 
Baskety  Lampy  &c.~»He  looks  dotvn  on  Slfliitiff 
as  he  pasMs-^After  a  pause,  AlMAtAiDk  is 
seen  in  the  Gallery. 

,Mm.  I  can  go  no  further— terror  and  £&ti^e 
oppress  mei  and  I  faint^  sink.   {She  leans  CLgainst 

the  bars).  •  p       : 

(Sblim  starts,  and  listen^). 

Ah!  I  hear  the  dank  of  chains— Perhaos^ the 
diains  of  Selim. 

SeL  That  voice!  my  name,  too!  J  coulcJ  Hot 
dream  it — W^  she  !  *tis  Almazaidd ! ' 

^Im.  Selim  !  O,  my  dear  Selim  1  let  xfxe  flv  fa> 
your  release!  ,     ''^  *    .^ 

SeL  Impossible!  My  chains  afeiock'ilj^nhe 
entrance  is  secured — return,  return,  I  charteyott ; 
if  you  are  found  endeavouring  to  assist  trie,;  they 
i^ili  destroy  m  both. 

jiim.  When  danger  threatens  SeRm,  uhere 
shottM  Almazaide  be  found,  but  sharlnj^^his  cala- 
mity, and  striving  ta  avert  it  >  No !  I  wU  not  re- 
turn ;  if  we  may  not  exist  together,  at  l^titJoMl 
die  so.       : 

Sel.  How  have  you  contrived  to  re^ph  this 
dreary^mawion  ?  Had  you  accomplices? /^^  , 

^Im,  I  had,  courage  and  true  faith  1-^— they  may 
befriend  me  stillr-confident,  that  I  CQ>ild  not 
escape,  Zembuca  left  me  in  the  , Harem  unat- 
tended J  t  took  advantage  of  the  dar]j;,ness — I  have 
followed  the  footsteps  of  the  Spear^-Gaard  thro* 
the  mazes  of  tfiis  hideous  labyrinth,  an^— 

'^Seiy^hi  ;      ■*••'  '  ; 

^  •  ^^Mmicj — (Guard  appears  at  entrance,  «i- 
tersy  and  leaves  the  Gate  ajar  while  he  (fc- 
^^  -    fdsih  Lamp  on  Table).    :^  \ ,  ''^ 
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Guard.  See,  I  have  brought  yoa  som^T^itQah* 

Sek  Repose  will  now  refresh  me  more  than 
food— these  chains  prevent  my  sleeping-^ You  . 
have  the  key,  and  may  release  me  from  their 
wei^. 

Guard.  I  have  the  key,  bat,  to  use  it  as  you 
require,  is  not  in  my  orders-— (bang's  it  on  a  hook 
above  the  Thbie).   : . 

$eL  Does  compassion  interfere  with  duty  ? 
Tou  were  taught  otherwise,  when  under  my  com^ 
mand. 

Guard.  A  br^ye  soldier  must  not  feel  compas- 
sipn»_ 

SeL  No. soldier  c^n  be  truly.brave  without  it  I 
^;Quiird.  Zembuq^  thinks  difierently*— he  may 
be  wrong,  but  I  dare  not  disobey,  him. 

-vJ(Wkili^  ^peaiingi    he  tahs  ike  Lmmp  mnd 

hangs  it  against   the  aoljunm  eppMiie'ip 

y.        ^OAH^AhMAz^iBE,  M  seet^  reachhig  to 

','t    .  4hfi  i^f,  hut  withdraws  her  arm  m/kmtke 

^Imrd  (urns). 

•^JComte^  taste  your  bread,  and  eat  heartily, 
while  I  prepare  my  mattrass.  Ere  long^  I  siiall 
bft  for  guard  upon  the  rampiirts. 

(Music— Guard  retires  beneath  the  Gallery ^ 
andprepares  hismattras — During  this,  A  l- 
icAZAios  gets  one  of  the  Spears^  reaches 
the  Key,  and  drops  it  into  tht  Jug,  Sblim 
observing  her). 

Guard.  { Returning).  Come,  eat. 
SeL  I  cannot  eat,  my  mouth  is  dry  and  feverish. 
Guard.  Then  drink — the  contents  of  this  jug 
will  comfort  yon. 

(Music — j4fter  giving  it,  he  goes  to  the  op^ 
posite  side,  and  trims  the  Lamp), 
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4|9  ZEWSOCA. 

— Has  it^viv'd.youi 

f  Selim  has   taken  the  Key  from  the  Jiigp 
and  unlocked  his  Chains). 
Sel.  Much,  much!  •    •  '  i     -^^^ 

(Musicr-Guard  goes  to  the  Door^-^loch  M, 
and  retires  to  his  Coiwhjm  .  —  ^ 

Sel.  This  key  must  be  return'd.     (jhide). 

(ISelim,    in   reaching  to  replace  the  Kmff 

drops  the  Chains  from  his  gripe,  and  imme^, 

diatehf  falls  upon  them,  holding  the  belt 

round  him.     jit  the  same  instant,  AMMN; 

ZAI0B  utters  a  cry  of  alarm,   itM  thi 

Guard  starts  forward"^  (Pause.)  —  JU^ 

Dances  siispiciousluj   takes   the  Jug   #nrf 

Bread,  replaces  them  on  Basket,  aftdne^ 

tices  the  Key).  *    -       ^• 

Guard.'^  All  is  safe  ;  but  I  though t-^|)id  pot 

you  hear  a  noise  in  the  Gallery  ?  .  _ 

Sel.  The  echo  of  a  creeking  door,  nothing  elite: 

Guard.   A  light  advancing  1— 'tfs  Zembuca  t 

he  comes  to  visit  the  prison — I  must  be  ready. 

Sel.  Zembuca !  then  Almazaide  perishes  f  sht 
cannot  pa^s  him,— cannot  enter.  (Aside J. ^ 

(Music'^March.    As  they  pass  above,  the 

Gnffrd  in  haste  kicks  back   hiSffmaUrpss, 

^  ^ ,    ^throtDS  Basket  on  it,  unlocks^  ^and  throws 

,.,^^opet^^  the.  Door  ^  th^  taking  his  Speqr^ 

v_r     which  he  hadf  left   against  the^^column, 

stands  as  on  duly.'^jit  tie  moment  he 

turns  from  the  Door  for  the  Spear,  Alma- 

ZAiDB  darts  through  it,  and  conceals  her" 

,*?ir;.        .....  ^. 
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Guards^  Slaves,  &c.  enter,  Jbllbwdd  hy 
Kbmbuca. 

Zm^.  'Tis  well ;  these  cha^^  become  a  tmi* 
tor. 

Sel.  Intfeed !  then  it  were  jSt  2^etnbaca  wore 
them.-— Why  come  to  mingle  insult  with  thy 
cruelty  ? 

Zmi.  I  come  to  hears  (ix'd  resolve  to  what  I 
shall  propose-^-Mark  me  I  Your  scatterM  troops, 
join'd  with  the  rebel  army,  have  sent  an  insolent 
dtqaaod,  that  ydu,  their  General,  be  restor*d. 
Hath^r  than  shrink  beneath  their  threats,  these 
t6vers  shall  be  Zembuca*s  tomb— sign  this  paper 
— tietray  tliem  to  the  ambush  I  have  formed,  and 
fife,  with  liberty,  again  ^re  yours. 

Sel.  I  will  not  betray  them, 

Zem;  Remember  the  alternative— speak  ! 

$eL  Then,  thus  I  answer— For  myself,  I  de- 
mtoA  jnMtic€:-^(ot  Ahnazaide,  liberty  s  —  for 
your  onhappy  subjects,  m^rcy /-^^nder  your- 
jtff  immortal  ia  the  affections  of  yoor  people-^ 
Igr  lime,  that  crumbles  the  inscriptiop  Tropii  a 
tyrant's  iponument,  will  make  tha(  indelible^ 
whidi  a  vrrtiious  prince  impresses  on  the  heart ; 
—  a  good  king's  memory  will  never  perish  ! 
'  2^:  Your  fate  then  is  decided  ;  uiilcss  these 
mmmuring  slaves  return  to  their  altegiaiice,  yon 
awing  a  lifeless  corse  above  the  battletttatits  1 
Those  who  despise  Zembnca's  detnehcy,  shall 
learn  to  fear  his  hate !— A  way ! 

[March.'] 

f ZmauoA  retires  jmih  Guards,  Slaves,  &c. 

As  KoBAC  exits,  AlLMazaiob  looks  after 

bim,  froni  the  Table^  and  is  observed  by  one 

qf  the  Black   Slaves,  who  lingers  behind, 

a 
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li  ZlEKBSSCA. 

'      andin^h^^deff^^         vaJtr^MOtz^Lly  the 

^      Gmtdy  tMihe  rest  repass  the  ^nlltry.     As 

^..  1-'   ti^  Guard  goes  to  litck  tbe^a^'Jbebkies  him). 

-ihidH.''n^^imi}  Why doyotftoHer here?  ' 

Stave,  'Have  you  not  observed^       '^ 
'''  &uafH.  WbatF 

Waae:  A  str^hgercoftfcedTfed^n  Ihtf^pfbon  ? 

Guard.  Conccard— who  ? 

Slave.  A  friend  of  Selim. 

Guard.  Indeed!  ivbtpe?  •::' 

Mirz.  Here! 

(Throws  off  ifie   Crape^  seizes  ^ard,  and 
holds  a  Poniard  over  him). 

Sel.  Ah!.Mir«ia!    ..  ^  , 

Aim.  Mirza! 

Guards  H«lpl  Jielpi    treadieryj    the  j^Hgrd! 
the  guard  1  .  .  u.  ojj«    .. 

Mrz.  Aaedier  wordt  and*ti&your.  la^L  .^ 
(Sbiij*  ^efisef  ^Um  ^  the  other  siit — i^Sukf 
«Aii>£  takee  the  Key^  afdwkumia^^i  Hi 

•    Jim.  Secure  him,  or  \ve  rtiay  bfe  pufftto^ !' iHSfe 
tihain^!  the  chains  1  !  '       /      ^'l^  '  * 

(Tk^  place  the  J^eli  round  Km^lai\<t  AUA4kj-' 
ZAIDB  locks  the  Chains  ^pugie  yaraj. 

,    Mhrz.  Lose  not  a  momeDtl  Jl}^>itQ  th^mlls 
that  skirt  the  viwr^^s^d  yofu  oaay^ep^s  thepi.^ith 
the  means  by  whidi  I  euti^red-^di^  Je(^  ^i?j|q|ie  ' 
jWill  lead  you  there  in  safety.  •   j .  ./  c 

[^Exeunt  Selim  and.Jl^i^^^hM4f^. 

{At  the  same  moment 9  Guards  w^h  'Iik:hes 
and  Sabres  rush  across  the  Gallery). 

Mirzi  Ah !  afreiidy  1  Ohe  wofd,  and  this  po- 
niard is  in  jpur  throat. 
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ZfiMBDCA^  •• 

(MtMtAceramnff  U  tke^niramef  maiiu  behind 
it.  Other  Guaf^m-esdimfollomiiff^  through 
Ae  HaOery.    jtt  ihe  instant  the  Guard 

and  lo(M.  ii — the  piher^  heprmg  the  Qate 

close,  turns,  but  is   too  Ift^^    Whih  he 

'  ..  ^ruggUsf,A.hmAZAiJJiKis^eenJ30g7ie  through 

the  Gallery  by  Guards. — Music  expressive). 

SCENE  V.  > 

h  , :  AMoresco  HallAn  the  Fortress.  . 

Voices  {without).  Huzza!  Huzza! 
BuFPABDo  enters  in  haHe. 

Bi^.  I  Mevet  get  clear  of  one  sctkpei,  bbt  I  tum- 
ble into  another.  '  ^V        'I 

Foiii»'  ^thm\).    HazM'IHdtt&f       .'j. 
j^iBstf.  Ah^  ypu  may  hiusza  till  yquV^.j^arse ! 
ril  not^hr^btok  ill  again,  to  be  madeGri^at^  Mo-  . 

fi(  il^bUi?  the  consequence  of  being  w  OrntcM*, 
must  ma^ke  speeches^  arid  be  damnM  tb^ihe! 
"  So/diers,**  said  I,  "  the  enemy  are  athaliH'^  if 
''^'you  'dpn*C'dfetinguish  yourselves,  dfc^rid  upon 
"  It,  iheyni  extinguish  you ;  thefrtfAte,  fight 
<^*Tike  gmie^-Bocks,  and  oov^'yoodelvea'^^ith 
*•  glory. '^j  Utoott  which  iheCaptaiipdf  thei^amiiK 
astifes,  taking  me,  that  is,  rAistaking  iriepfbr^arfaerQ^ 
awore  I  should  lead  a  [>arty  into; the. very  tUi«k 
oftte^^battte.       '       • 

Vidces  {without).  Bufiardo  !  BuiFardo ! 


V  ^  '" 


tn,   ,  .jSnmHj^uis^ 


Buf.  That*8  the  fellQ\Y;  with  the  long  whis- 
kers,  that  let  fly  at  m6— well ! 
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M  XBHSUOA. 

^'  '^s.  YouHfe'woitel^ifor;  tbeditfacfedik^Qiie ; 
we  expect  fine  spd^b^'' '>     '        '  n»  'i^.    r     r 

JSijf.  Sport!  sport!  I  wish  you  merry— Tray 
don't  let  me  keep  ybu  &o!A  the  entertainment. 

Ha^.  Why,  yw  are  app^inte4.|P,-^^^^^^e 
sortiej  and  surprise  the  enemy- " 

Btif.  Are  you  sure  the  enemy  won*t  surprise 

Has.  Why,  tl^ey  are  very  strong,  s(?,T^pi*  i^iad 
better  preparve — thwe  wil)  be  the  jdfliril  t^^  pay 
presently.    (Going J.  .   :-o,!?» 

Btff.  Xh^)ctevil  Je  pay,  will  thejre?  Then,  as  I 
am  purse-bearer^  curse  me  if  I  don't  resigqolpy 
^IRoe-^fly,  rascal,  to  your  post,  and  say>I  am 
0Oimng*-*-vihen  the  fight's  finiah'dr  n; 

{Hasan  is  met  b^  d^gic^  and  7hdot>l)^i^ 

Of.  Halt!  '  '    V      %"'^' 

JBuf:  Ah!  some  of  us  will  halt nvitfF^ven* 

geanee,  after  thd  baUle*  .^aiaj   ) 

Cflf-  Buffardos   ypu   must  i?aniair£I  here — the 

chiefattack  is  expected  on  thi&^i^tl^  fortress. 
: . .-  .jBfjjf-  Ypu  .49o!t.  a^^  ^o  J  . .  . . ;    \  obii.l)ua~i. 

.    .0^  .o«r  ^«swte.inC<»rni,«p^  Ilifr^i3iye,pp^d 

to  the  troops  who  arc  advancing.    ^^\  bt^bsvoiq 
JB^  Ah !  t^^lhftiifi  wimp(Qfli«p  aft^d  of 

am^M*t*i firm;i  I    b  nnjJa;   n  1  u-  .yf^m^^^' 
^  (HAkAiv  ^catpiedamdr^sit^  the  2>izi^)^')> 

take  yburoath  ;  yh^f  ^Ifert  Fve  plgrtted'ftyqsfen, 
asyoiYciaH  it,  PH^^Wafl«^lafit'myselP«)  V^pfcce 
pf  safety; --HyrQsV^i'hitfWil^l^^ 
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it  never  was  in  my  departmetitti?  ^"1  lo^  j  .1  r. 
J&wf(^  &M6iitrA,  KojaAC^  and  Gunra^withAh^ 

■  MAZAIBE.  "'    ^    '"^   .    '[i  '^^- 

Zcm.  Convey  her  to  the  tower  that  flanks  the 
northern  entrance,  over  the  dry  moal!.        '^- 

Ko.  Not  there- 1  not  there!    *Tis  dangeHsos, 
should  the  foe  strike  there. 
^     Zem.  I  eare  t\6t ;  from  that  tdwei^ilk  shall  be- 
;  hoW  fAy^  downfall  of  the  rebel  Selim.    '  -^ 

klm;  fcfen  lead  me  where  yon  pleater^fi^te), 
;ny  beloved  SefiM  !  has' escaped  thy^tyrattt  gva^^ 
andl  shaB  bow  poasesa,  even  in-^kathv  a  joy 
beyond  thy  power  to  deprive  me  of..    ->    ,. 
^^^sm^  Yw  know  your  orders^-^bey  Ikhem* 

(Almazaidb  is  led  q^-^-ZtMBUff^  pero^es 
iffj — dT3r1  BuFffitBDd   hiding   himi^  Aehl^   the 

<r«-BufFardo  I    Villain  1  (Buppaub^   ^t^inl^^rom 
him,   <«?*^«ft^-ii«hdlil*^  y^^  h«*^6  ^^e^^elim 
'IfifiWaqffiJfit,  yort  pay  thd  farmv  v>i«h  yoWiife. 

Buf.  Impossible !  my  life  is  bespoke  alrMdy, 

l»y^ft^(9a^i|ib  c^lhd  ;r^t]is8^U«»-Ofa^,  ^,  Vm 

provided  for.   -        ^^  - '   ^^    ^^  •'  ^    >  ^'  -riJ  o^ 

^2^^  When  yott  fifd^feRftii^di  ^  ^ttfJtU  en- 

miire  further— Now,  follow  me,  to  punish  ISea* 

^^iWg)irh<»4iibd\i&  ret^lk^    ^'^(^Sxfiufkh^oops. 

^t^^^hen  Vm  returned,  hey ?-^  tfi^rW^Fm 

returned  its  8J^'&*\bet\ibd;4iA  Ust  of^kiUed  and 

;  woufvi^*rrlU.lf*P»ftpftb^ 

^>j|  ^:^  eavp.,n)y  life,  '^odij^tain  my  fiJap^Us^all 
<^v^l)ai9iiie  ti^jofe  wianoh  pai;ty  ^ta  into  power. 

[Exit. 
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46  ZEWtimA. 

'lib  i:./t      A'.ii. 

SCENft  THE  LAST  J 

The  exterior  of  the  Fortress-^ lie  hodyojih$  huitd-^ 
ingy  with  Ramparts  and  Towers  extendmg  in  ^- 
spcclive  up  the  Sta^e — A  Moaf^  dry,  occupies  the 
centre— a  Drawbridge  rmsed  aver  it^^k>eps  on 
the  right  ascend  to  a  IVater-sluice,  shi^t.  In  the 
distance,  various  buildings  appertaining  to  the  Pa^ 
lace  and  Fortress,  beyond  which  are  MoufUnins, 
with  a  Minaret  on  one  of  their  suif^it^.  '  1^ 
.appearance,  early  dawn ^  the  whole  exbibitjnga 
striking  effect  of  repose  and  grandeur. 

Ax#MA9AiPS   //  seen  in  a  grated  wiudow:^  of  the 
Tower  that  fianks  the  Bridge.  ,_,, 

Music^  low  and  mournful,  accompamnVk  afeubig. 
KoRAC  appears  at  the  PottalranditokrioSwuilUoe 
various  parts  as  in  seurcb^notieits  AxlilAZJMttr— 
-Mtt^  ceases.  •    • .  .  ;:£a^q^ 

Ko.Xt^4XithtLt  Tower  she  i^  fthMW^<f/!j£[^ 
▼<yy  Tower  I  warned  them  to .  attv^ ;  *tis  tru^  L 
may  release  her,  but  to  pass  the  moat  wit^oj^ 
our  friends  to  aid  us  !-^t  must  JH<ft\  l^^^^^^i^ptjdi^r^^ 

tl^  Bac^^^^^^SWek JKPb^mta^^^^ 

(Ebra  appedh  atthe^Stit^Pi&Jkrmffajz^ix: 

(KoBAC  )nrm«f  ibf  i$/-«-^:^j  Jgwug^flf  v#wA 

site  tide  with  belts,  (ilf4  ^mg^tS^f^Mflifin 

Ko.  On  one  wofd\A(ki^ends, 

^0.  Do  they  advance  ?,2K.^jp„^,,j  ^r]*  noiiisrii 
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Ebra;  R8pi(|W. 

Ko.  Can  we  be  as^urM  <tf  tlhi^r  approach  ? 
Ebna.  Yes,  by  the  firing  of  the  Beacon. 
Kb.  That  on  the  hill  ? 

^MifiZA  QppeauQi  tke  Gate  to  them). 

Xo.  Hush !  not  so  loud — How  did  you  pass 
the  Sentin^is  !^ 
'^l^irz.  1  encounter'd  none— all  is  confusion 
wtifiin  the  l^ortress—no  manknowd  his  station-— 
I  have  secured  the  Bridge— no  powcJr  of  theirs 
within  can  raise  it. 

^Ko.  Say,  Ebra,  has  Selira  jOinM  the  Shiek  Mo- 
hammed ? 

;gfiiFm.  fiehfts. 

\£b;  {ilbembac£t*5  star  gfd ws  pde ! 

ElMUyfJ^OBt  news  contained  in  tha(  packet, 

spread  like  wild-fire  thro*  the  ranks^  an4  all  pto« 

claMn'dth^^t,  Sultan  1  ^ 

t  Kff.  Indeed !    then  is  my  atonement  made. 

ft^prsp.  js .  pp  longer  burthen'd  with  a  bad  of 

Ko.  TOtuapef  ^as  i\i^  ^ftdg  "diM^tHk  of 
the  Vieier  Aft;  signed  by  his  dwti  baii&i'^  ifii 
presence  tiOemlnicr  And  myself^    - 

Mirz.  What  did  it  disclose  ?      ' 

Ko.  A  secret,  that  I  160  iottg  have  istpt^ 
Vt^^fm^'pA^,  «ind«vil«Athirstof  power, 
hef  in  theifitiraniby,  exehanged  his  owtt^ioffspring 
IUrth<i^eilr  df^bisr  last  Mottareh^«MSalitt  isilhat 

heii^^^^ikZemtenir'A^^  ^ 

Ebra.  Ah!  the  signal !«^TlMy«MMM4Qe 
thfcm  cm  the  mottnuitis/        «       .  .     ' 
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48  d&MBBCA. 

Ko.  Thetirnef  fs  a{^t1  tvbw  pr^petf^'lo  receive 
the  captive  AltniMiih^.      ^  ;  '^^^ 

lExitKef^xctoilie  Pijr^l;  mnh^  Fbfttess  side. 

(Ml  HZ  A  apd%hii/i  retire,  ^b^ina  ^^'Cps  that 

sounds  a  horvl  ivhich  is  ^ansive^  ztilhin 
r-ZBl^V^vc/^Jn^tbe^  ^avif^ifrU^Pram  the 
time  Ebba  f:fc!at7My  " T^  ^^W^^a^  Music 
indicating  M^ck^  ifriiesvf^qi^i^nq^  increase 
•  i^gff^te shut pjs  the (Ji^lo^Hf  albwSi  accord- 
ing  to  the  approach  of  the  froops^  ^^ 

Zem.  Up  with  the  Drawbridge. 

(Sentinel  appears  on  th$  JSridgeJ^.l^   edVr 

Sent.  We  cannot  raise  it — ^the  work^arg  W- 
maged.  7    \ 

Zem^  C»t  it  away  instantly,  \  .     7^^.. 

(fhe  Bridge  is  cut  away^  and  faU$rinte^Hht 
Moat).  ^        .     !(.?  fMo  1- 

[Music  J  louder  J]         •  A  '   <  ^^ 

Zem.  Now  let  all   retire,  md  V\t'tiix\bi!ii\^ 

r  within  the  walla^these  slaves  shall  stiR  fej^^V^bl^ 

unprepar'd,  and  rush  upon  destruction.  '  flfilkl^ 

Ekra.  The  bridge  destroyed  I  '"•^*'^*-  •"' 

Mir%.  Then  is  their  retreat  cut  o% 

(ICoRAC,  wi/A  Almazaibs,  enters  from  the 
Portal,  and  stop  in  despair  at  the  edge  of 
'     tAe  Moat). 

-  Ko.  The  bridge  cut  down  I  What  is  to  be 
done  9  Ah  i  I  see  a  plank  amid  .the  fragments-*" 
Tear  nbt^ .  AtoiMaide :  I  ^U  release  yon  from  tihis 
tyrant^s  graapV  or  perif h.  in  the  attempt. 

'  ^RosAC,  'Mtdinghythe  chains  that  hadsup- 
ported  the  Bridge^  swvigs  lumselfover  the 
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.-  ;..;^*..  J4oi^hnHe  iak€$  H  J^ank  Jrtm  ihefrag^ 

fMnts  of  the  Bridge^  tMeh^^eing  inst^^ 

' '  ^imk  lA  reach  uer6i^^  ke  preps  it  with  Ids 

:        shoulder^  while  Almazaidb  advances,  and 

ieaps  the  remaining  ^pace,  into  the  arms  of 

SBI.IM,  whd   appears  an'  the  /Platform. 

^^Durin^this^  Ibzyi^rjtifLS  foltoicin^  speech 

is    keard-^The  momeal  Almazaide    is 

acrois,  KoniLC  drops  the  plank,  and  those 

' '     Hii'prjtffsuit  aj&ptor— KbfiA€  seen  climbing 

•^^       to  the  Ptatfbrm — Sblim  retir^^  with  Al^ 

'  ^  Zem.  Korac^st^ce!  A\tti^^\d6  too!  'Guards! 
follow  (Enters  in  front  of  the  Stage).  On  your 
lives  8Gccird'them«     Curse  on  them^  they  es- 

Vffl  The  enemy  are  close  upon  us,  the  diit- 
posts  are  driven  in^  and  tbe^  i^Y^  ;j8|)ter<dlhe 
eastern  eate.  .^   ^    ,^, 

^AZtf^  MAfbb^them  «6  the  rtioat  fcn^fi  f  Uiere 
let  our  soldiers  lie  in  ambush.     Traitb??^ 

Ko.  {Having  ^ined  the  Platform)  Traitor  I  am 
noni^;  thou  iirt  the  traitor ;  Ihou  hatt  iilletilhe 
seat  .bffD^^.witk  pr  uelty  aiidppps^siQn^irebcllfd 
ngaj^  9ur  j^rophet*i}  lawa^  ai:vd;agai0£itL  tbjrebqw^ 
furSovercign— SeKm  I  ^    a^iTi 

{Soldiers  aj^tanm  the  MoiU^^MiB^A^nd^'^x 

advamef^cf/^v^,  bekifid  ih^  :H^p^)^  ur    o  a  ?  ^  /Ts 
\^>Ebj^.  .Dayoutcit>B^rve  fjZenfbucttVi^n  have 
occupied  the  moat, — if  we  are  orft?pd%'drtl,— ^ 
^.gjTlwiiniDat  1. 4ben?we  roi^.  atiliai^isbHur 

j%fi^  :tiifti8lttio«A  .Jon  isaT 

lirz.  Now-j  "you :T?i^||J*:l.*|'U  coo^cy^MVicmiz^ 
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50  ZBlfBUCA: 

(EBtJi/oUtnvs  him^Tbey  lift  thefiaod^gate^ 
and  the  vrntirflims  into  the  Moat.    At  the 
instant^  shouts  heard.'  MiUA.  unMis  the 
entrance^  and  Skliu^s  party  enter.   At  the 
same  instant  Zbmbuca  and  bis  men  fill  the 
fronts  firing  commences  at  the  back^  white 
the  combat  in  front  is  continued.    As  Zbm- 
BUCA^i  party  are  dHven  by  Sbi^imV,  and 
followed  into  the  Castle^  the  Walls  appear 
damaged-Sbells  and  Bombs^  i^c.  seen  to 
pass  to  and  from  the  Fortress  $  the  Moat 
appears  to  fill  with  water^  and  the  ^Sstant 
part  of  the  Building  inflames.     The  Com^ 
batanis  appear  a  second  time  in  fro^-^Kor 
BAC  comiats  with  Zbmbuca/— iv'i  Swnrdp 
knocked  from  hisgripe^  is  caught  up  by  Ebba^ 
who  comes  from  steps — the  combat  is  re^ 
newed^  Zbmbuca  rushes  through  the  portal^ 
followed   by    Kobac.     Zbmbuca    etUers 
'  Tower ^  the  front  of  which  falls^  aud  dis^ 
closes  him  in  a  perilous  siiuation-^The  Buiid-' 
ing  blows  up^  the  Tower falls^  and  Zbmbvca, 
clinging  to  a  rafter^  is  precipitated  into  the 
Moat — Sblim    enlers  with  AiMABAimSj 
Mjzza  preceding^  and  followed  by  Korac, 
all  bend  the  knee  to  Almazaidb  and  9^iU 
'^General  shout  of  the  Victors). 


THB  BRB. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

Gerald^  a  wealthy  Farmer^  .m— ^    Mr«  Fawcett* 
Henrjfy  his  Son^  •«..•••••••.•••—•—•—    Mr.  Abbott.  • 

Evrard,  a  Soldier:  Annette's  Fa-  >  j^,^  Barrymore. 

Martin^  Godson  and  Servant  to  >  n^^  Lislon 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gerald^  •'  ^       '    ^ 

Malcour^  Justice  of  the.  Villager   Mr.  Blanchard. 

Benjamin^  a  Jew  Pedlar,  • ,    Mr.  Farley. 

Bertrandy  Keeper  of  the  Prison,    Mr.  Atkins. 
George,  Malcoufs  Servant,  ......    Mr.  Howell. 

■    '■..•  *  •  -' 

Dame  Gerald,    ............................    Mrs.  DaveDport. 

Annette,  distantly  related  to' the \ 

Farmer  and  his    fVifs^  Aisir^  Mm  Booth. 

Servant,  ........•••......•.m..............,) 

Soldiers,  Officers  of  Police,  Peasantry/,  Sfc. 


The  Scene  lies  at  PalaiseaUy  a  Village  not  far  from 
Paris — The  time,  comprises  part  of  an  Evening,  and 
the  Morning  of  the  succeeding  Day. 
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THE  MAGPIE, 


on 


THE  MAID? 


ACT    L 

The  Court-yard  of  a  substantial  Parm  house:  The 
House  is  seen  on  the  right  -  Trees  on  the  lefl^ 
and  a  Fence  {in  which  is  a  Gate)  at  the  back^^ 
beyond  it  a  sloping  Hill^  and  the  distant  Coun^ 
tiy.-^^In  the  front  qf  the  Scene^  on  one  of  the 
TVees^  a  Cage,  in  which  is  a  tame  Magpie. 

Pie.  Martin!  Martin! 

Mar.  Vm  comwg--  (Enters  J  Heyl  what, 
no  body  here! — O  J^rd,  O  Lord  !  the  waiter  at 
the  White  Horse,  in  our  village,  leads  the  life  of 
a  gentleman,  compared*  to  mine.  Tve  had  a 
tighlish  half-hour*s  work — fed  the  sheep,  the 
pigs,  the  poultry,  the  horned  cattle,  and  our  big 
dog; — swept  out  the  bam,  killed  a  dozen  rats, 
cut  three  trusses  of  hay—  thrashed  a  sack  of  wheat, 
and  been  thrashed  myself— for  idling  away  my 
time — I  don't  wonder  they  call  my  godmother  an 
active  woman. 
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2  TFIE  MAGPIE,  OR  THE  MAID? 

{Music — He  goes  into  iheUouse^^ Annette  ap^ 
pears  on  the  Hill,  and  descends — the  Mag- 
pie comes  from  the  Cage  on  a  perch,  and 
caltsy  **  Martin,  Martin  V^-^as  the  Music 
ceases,  Martin  rtmsfrom  the  Hofise)* 

Mar.  Coming,  coming !  Tm  coming  and 
going,  from  morning  till  night,  like  a  short 
stage.  (Annette  appears  at  the  Gate.) — O,  *twa8 
Annette — To  think  of  such  a  girl  as  that  being 
servant  at  a  farm !     It's  a  down-right  shame. 

jfnti.  Ah,  Martin,  are  you  "there? — (Coming 
forward.) 

Mar.  Yes,  Annette,  Tm  here  and  there,  and 
every  where—  a  servant  never  stays  long  in  a 
place,  where  my  godmother  is—she's  like  a  squir- 
rel in  a  cage— ^never  stirs  but  she  sets  her  whole 
house  in  motion—- ferrets  tne  about  just  as  she 
pleases. 

j4nn.  But  she  does  ft  all  for  your  good,  you 
Icnow. 

Mar.  So  she  tells  me-*^  She  beat  me  in  the 
barn  just  now,  and  said  I  ought  to  be  very 
much  obliged  to  her — she  insists  upon  it,  that 
knocking  me  down  now  and  then  is  the  only  way 
to  bring  me  up  properly.  But  what  did  jou  call 
me  for,  Annette  ? 

jinn.  I ! — I  didn't  call  you. 

Mar,  No! 

Pie.  Martin!  Martin! 

Mar,  Oh,  you  bla'guard !  {Seei^rg  the  Bird.) 
That  plaguy  Magpie  is  always  making  roerfy  at 
my  expence. 

yJnn.  So,  'twas  old  Margery,  after  all. 

Man  As  Mr.  Malcour,  our  Magistrate,  says, 
when  he's  about  justice  business,  (  wonder  the 
tom-cat  hasn't  taken  cognizance  of  that  Magpie's 
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THE  MAGPIfi,  OR  THE  Rf  AID-?  3 

demerits,  and  brought  her  to  coDdign  punish* 
ment. 

jinn.  While  Margery  has  her  liberty,  there*$ 
no  fear  of  her  being  hurt,  poor  thing. 

Mar.  Poor  thing!  Why,  she*s  a  nuisance,  no 
one  has  a  moment's  peace  or  quiet  for  her  ;  she's 
so  cunning  and  so  spiteful,  and  such  a  devil  of  a 
glutton  l-7-do  you  know  that  bird  will  tuck  down 
pretty  near  as  much  as  would  serve  me  for  a 
lunch. 

jinn.  Ha!  ha  I   ha! 

Pie.  Ha!  ha!  ha!. 

Mar.  There!  always  mocking  people-  Ey!  you 
mischievous  monkey, 

Ann.  Don't  be  angry,  don't  hurt  her,  Martin. 

Mar,  Wiiy,  one  wouldn't  go  to  set  one's  wit 
to  a  poor  bird,  you  know  ;  but  god^Dother  says 
Mag  has  more  wit  than  I  have — O  she  does— and 
thinks  her  company  more  entertaining  and  agree- 
able too. 

jinn.  Never  mind,  Martin,  I  think  your  com- 
pany very  agreeable  and  entertaining ;  but  I 
mustn't  enjoy  it  any  longer,  for  I've  a  great 
many  things  to  do,  so  good  bye,  Martin,  good 
bye    \Mv^ic — Annette  enters  the  House.) 

Mar.  Good  bye,  Annette.  O  bless  you!  That's 
the  kindest  soul  in  the  village — every  body  loves 
her — and  so  do  I — pity  she  has  such  examples 
before  her  as  my  godmother,  and  Margery  here, 
— (Going  to  the  Magpie,)  Eh  !  you  nasty  little 
pyebald  giggler. 

Dame  G.  {Coming  from  the  Home.)  Make 
haste,  Annette,  make  haste,  and  get  every  thing 
in  order — Oh,  I'm  so  delighted,  so  overjoyed  ! 
In  one  hour  more  our  dear  child,  our  dear  Henry 
will  be  with  us  again— but  where  is  that  lazy  fel- 
low, Martin  ? 

B2 
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4  THE  MAGPIE»  OR  THE  MAID  I 

Mar.  Oh,  oh  \-^(Magpie  bites  him.) 

Dame  G.  What,  you  are  there,  are  you,  team- 
ing my  bird  again ! 

Mar.  Confound  her,  she  has  bit  ipe  to  th6 
bone. 

Dame  G.  And  served  you  right, — why  don*t 
you  leave  her  alone,  pretty  creature. 

Mar.  Devilish  pretty  !  looks  like  a  chimney* 
sweep  pelted  with  snow-balls. 

Dame  G.  Go,  run,  prepare  the  great  table, 
and  lay  it  out  under  those  trees — now  I  think  of 
it,  *twill  be  more  convenient,  for  the  farmer  has 
invited  all  his  friends  to  welcome  home  our 
Henry. 

Mar.  What,  Henry  coming  home  ? 

Dame  G.  Yes,  Martin,  we  expect  him  this 
very  evening,  and  I'm  so  happy,  that  I  don't 
think  I  shall  scold  you  again— 

Mar.  No! 

Dame  G.  No,  not  till  to-morrow — His  now 
SIX  years  since  lie  was  a  soldier,  and  nearly  two 
since  I  haye  se^n  him — but  he  shall  never  leave 
ine  again. 

Mar.  Oh,  how  I  shall  loye  to  hear  him  tell  all 
about  the  wars-^how  many  times  he  covered 
himself  with  glory,  apd  how  many  wQunds  be 
received  in  battle. 

Dame  G.  \Vounds ! 

Mar.  Yes,  but  I  hope  he  has  got  np  scars 
upon  his  face,  godmother,  for  he  was  very 
handsome,  you  know,  and  it  would  be  a  pity  if 
he  was  to  come  b»nck  with  a  broken  head. 

Dame  G.  Go  along,  you  stupid  fellow,  or  you 
shall  have  a  broken  heal  of  your  own. 
Mar,  Vin  going,  godmother. 

(Music— Farmer  Gerald  appear^  at  the  back, 
roiling  a  cask  of  fflne.J 
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Ger.  Martin^  come  here,  my  boy,  and  lend  a 
hand. 

Mar,  Vm  coming,  godfather. 

Dame  G.  What  have  you  got  there,  husband  ? 

Ger.  Comfort — ^a  cask  of  wine,''  good  wife. 
(Martin  kelps  him  to  set  up  ike  Cask.) 

Dame  G.  A  nine  gallon  cask!  Oh,  it*s  too 
much. 

Ger.  Not  a  drop — I'm  determined  they  shall 
have  their  skins  full,  to  make  a  day's  sport  go  off 
swimmingly— there's  nothing  like  good  wirie  to 
set  them  afloat— TveorderM  some  fiddlers  too  for 
the  girls. 

Mar.  Some  fiddlers!  Oh  then,  they  must  hav« 
their  skins  full  too,  for  a  fiddler  without  drink  is  as 
bad  as  his  bow  without  rozin. 

Dame  G.,  Til  rozin  you,  you  blockhead,  if  you 
don't  go  and  mind  your  business— (Martin  goes 
q^^— Can't  get  one  of  them  to  do  any  thing  for 
me — Vm  obliged  to  think,  and  to  talk,  till  I  cjuite 
tire  myself, 

Ger.  Yes,  and  tire  me  into  the  bargain.  If 
you  would  but  think  a  little  more,  and  talk  a 
little  less,  it  would  improve  my  health  and  your 
temper  wonderfully. 

{When  Martin  goes  offi  the  preparations  for  the 
Supper  begin ^  and  Martin  is  continually  on 
and  off  the  Stage,  directing  the  Senjants,  and 
attending  to  tke  conversaiian  iJi  front.) 

Dame  G.  Temper!  my  temper! —Ivir.  Ger?- 
raid,  I  defy  you  to  find  a  woman  with  more  mild- 
ness, more  patience,  more  jrood  nature — 

Mar.  Ha  !  ha  1  ha  !  ~Oli  Lord  I  Oh  Lord ! 

Dame  G.  What  are  you  laughing  at,  Sirrah  ? 

Mar.  Oh— I— I  was  only  laughing  at  yoi^r 
inagr— your  Magpie,  godmother. 
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Dame  G.  Then  there's  Annette,  another  datvdie 

-—quite  as  idle  as  the  rest— 

Ger.  Come,  come,  wife,  that*8  not  true ;  An- 
nette fs  a  worthy  good  girl ;  exact  in  her  doty, 
and  obliging  in  her  disposition. 

Dame  G.  Yes,  obliging  with  a  vengeance!-— 
she  hardly  gives  me  time  to  mention  my  oiMers, 
before  they  are  executed— I  don't  like  that— Now, 
Martin  I  can  scold  twenty  times  a  day,  ai)d  when* 
ever  I  lay  a  stick  across  his  back  it  does  me  as 
much  good  as  it  does  him;  it  circulates  the 
blood,  and  makes  me  feel  quite  alive. 

Mar.  Does  it,— I  wish  you'd  get  another  doc* 
tor,  tho*— 

Dame  G.  The  fact  is,  you  have  half  spoilt  the 
girl  —  **  my  good  Annette,"  and,  "  my  charm- 
ing Annette  —O'  my  conscience,  every  body 
seems  in  love  with  her, — I  verily  believe  that  old 
fool,  Mr.  Malcour,  the  Justice,  has  taken  a  fit  of 
fondness  for  her  now, 

Ger.  Pho !  Malcour's  a  rascal ;  he  never  was 
fond  of  any  thing  but  himself— «  mere  pettifog- 
ging attorney,  who,  by  art  and  chicanery,  has 
screwed  himself  into  the  Commission,  and  is  as 
much  a  disgrace  to  the  situation  he  now  holds, 
as  he  was  to  the  honourable  profession  he  was 
bred  to— But  listen,  wife— 
Dame  G.  Listen ! 

Ger.  Yes,  you  have  talked  yourself  out  of 
breath,  and  I  think  its  my  turn  now. 
Dame  G.  Well,  husband,  well— 
Ger.  That  girl  must  no  longer  be  considered 
as  a  servant  in  this  house — Her  mother  was  my 
relation;  and  tho*  her  death  has  made  Annette 
dei>endant  upon  us,  and  unavoidable  misfortunes 
have  forced  her  father  to  become  a  soldier,  it  is 
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my  duty»  and  should  be  your  pleasure,  to  honbur 
the  parent  who  had  shed  his  blood  in  the  service 
of  his  country,  andshew  kindness  ta  the  child  be* 
queathed  to  our  care  and  protection. 

,Dame  G.  Well,  well,  as  you  say — Poor  Mr. 
Granville  1 — Ah !  his  wife  was  a  kind-hearted  soul. 

Ger.  Well,  my  dear,  I  have  been  thinking, 
when  Henry  returns— 

Dame  G.  Thafs  well  thought  of,  indeed --if 
we  take  a  walk  over  the  hill,  we  shall  see  him  a 
full  quarter  of  an  hour  sooner— Annette !  Til 
just  speak  a  word  to  her— 

Ger.  First  let  me  speak  a  word  to  you— I  have 
a  plan  to  marry  Henry. 

Dame  G.  How  I  marry  1  softly  there,  Mr.  Ge^ 
raid,  if  you  please — that  affair  belongs  entirely 
to  me— ril  tell  you  who  Henry  shall  marry~ 

Pie.  Annette!  Annette!     ' 

Ger.  Egad,  Mag  has  hit  it — she  is  the  very 
person. 

DameG.  What,  Annette! 

Enter  Annette. 

jfnn.  Here,  Ma'am— did  you  call  ?  What  arc 
your  commands  ? 

Ger.  Pretty  little  soul  !-r- Look  at  her  (to  Mrs. 
Ger,  apart). 

Dame  G.  Pshaw,  nonsense!  I  won't  hear  of 
such  a  thing  (Aside  to  Ger.) — Now  the  cloth  is 
laid,  Annette,  you  may  place  the  silver,  and  the 
napkins  on  it.  I  shall  go  and  fetch  the  plate-basket 
myself.  But  be  careful  that  hone  of  them  are 
mislaid— ^don't  let  it  be  ^  it  was  my  last  birth- 
day, when  a  silver  fork  .was  lost. 

Ann.  Be  assured.  Madam,  I  shall  take  ^very 
care  of  them— that  fork  has  caused  me  so  much* 
uneasiness^  so  mucli  trouble — 
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Mar.  So  it  hns  me — Vve  hunted  for  thai 
devilish  fork  fill  I've  dreamed  of  it. 

Dame  G.  Ah  !  it  was  a  strange  piece  of  busi- 
ness— 

Ger.  Pshaw  !  a  trifle— no  great  loss. 

Dame  G.  Well,  I'll  soon  be  here  with  the 
others,  but  don't  be  impatient^  husband.  I  shall 
be  hick  again  in  a  minute.  [Exit. 

Ger.  You  need  not  hurry  yourself,  my  dear. 
Annette^  what  ails  you  ?  don*t  be  cast  down,  my 
good  girl. 

^71.  If  I  could  but  see  that  fork  again,  it 
would  be  a  great  comfort. 

Ger.  Would  it  not  comfort  you  quite  asmuch 
to  see  my  son  Henry  again  ? 

j4nn.  Ob  no— yes — ^yes  certainly :  every  one 
must  rejoice  at  the  return  of  so  good  a  son,  and 
so  kind  a  friend,  if  he  be  not  alter'd.  Sir — he  is 
the  very  picture  of  you* 

Ger.  Humph  I  rather  a  flattering  likeness  of 
the  original,  I  believe — but  suppose  1  was  to 
make  you  a  present  of  the  portrait — 

jftiTi.  Mr.  Gerald  J  —  me  I — 

Ger.  Yes,  my  dear  Annette,  you  —Henry  has 
bid  nothing  from  his  father,  and  I  have  consi- 
dered, that  the  greatest  reward  I  can  bestow 
upon  his  sincerity,  is  the  hand  of  an  amiable  and 
virtuous  girl. 

j^n.  Oh,  Sir — this  goodness  ! — ^but,  if  (hesi^ 
tating) — 

Ger.  Ah — an  if  and  a  but — I  know  what's 
coming— doubt  and  difficulty  always  precede  the 
name  of  Mrs.  Gerald  ;— but  leave  her  to  me;  Fll 
manage  Aer,  at  least  Flfciitry— she's  really  a  good 
woman  at  hearty  tho'  it  puzzles  people  to  find 
it  out. 
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Dame  Gbrald  enters  kith  the  Plate  Basket,  &c. 

Dame  O.  Here  they  ^re  {Giving  things  to 
Adnette.)-*Novv9  husband,  let  us  make  haste—- 
Maftin  1 

Mar.  Coimng,  godmother.  (Advancing). 

Ger.  You  run  on^  my  good  lad,  and  look  out 
for  him. 

Mar^  Going,  godfather.  (Goes  off  through  the 
Gate). 

Ger.  Annette,  my  dear  girl,  we  shall  soon  re- 
return.  (Shaking  her  fiand). 

Dame  G.  Thefe,  there,  that^s  enough— -you 
are  not  going  to  leave  her  for  a  twelvemonth-^ 

(Music — Martin  is  seen  on  the  Hill*—Gevv\dL 
holds  the  hand\  of  Annette— Z)a»ie  drags 
him  on  impatiently^  and  Annette  begins  to 
lay  Forks  and  Spoons  upon  the  Table  from 
the  Basket). 

Ann.  Everything  this  day  conspires  to  make 
me  happy— Henry,  my  own  dear  Henry,  returns 
in  safety,  and  all  my  fondest  hopes  are  realized-— 
My  father  too,  how  this  event  will  rejoice  his 
fond,  his  affectionate  heart !— «he  may  perhaps  be 
present  at  our  wedding ;  for  when  he  wrote  to 
thank  me  for  the  money  I  had  sent  him  from  my 
little  earnings,  he  said  his  regiment  would  soon 
return  to  Paris. 

{IMvstc — Benjamin  coming  down  the  Hill). 

Benj.  Here  is  peautiful  scissars  and  knifes— 
here's  elegant  silver  buckles  and  cold  vatcl^e&— 
all  new  from  Paris. 

Ann.  Ah,  *tis  poor  Benjamin  the  Jew  Pedlar--i» 
I  can  buy  nothing  of  him  this  year. 
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Benj\  Pless  ma  soul,  is  dere  no  pody  at 
home  }  (Looking  over  the  Fence)* 

jinn.  No  one  but  me,  Benjamin. 

Benj.  Ah,  ma  prett  j  tear,  lay  cood  Anaette. 
{Enters  tike  Ga^e) .—rBut  is  le  pig  dog  at  home  ? 
(Looking  about).  De  last  ttme  I  travelled  thia 
way,  that  rogue  Martin  let  hrm  loose,  and  fright- 
ened me  out  of  my  vits. 

Ann.  You  will  find  no  custom  at  the  farm  this 
time,  Benjamin :  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gerald  are  from 
home. 

Benf.  Dat^s  a  great  pity — ^they'll  never  have 
such  another  opportunity  again — ^Look !  here*ft 
peaotiful  tings,  all  vat  I  brought  from  Paris. 

jlrm.  Tm  sorry  you  should  lose  your  labooV* 

Benj.  So  am  1— grieved  to  the  very  soul — but 
vont  you,  ma  tear,  purchase  some  trifle  ? 

jinn.  I  am  totally  without  money. 

Benj.  Pless  ma  heart,  that  is  great  misfortune 
— ^yon  must  be  very  miserable. 

Ann.  I  never  was  so  happy. 

Bery.  Happy  mitout  de  monish  !<--H:>fa,  *tis  im- 
possible. 

Ann.  Not  at  all,  Benjamin,  for  I  gave  all  I 
had  to  comfort  my  father. 

Benj.  Ey — you  give  all  vat  you  got  to  comfort 
your  parents-*-dat's  cood  girl,  dat's  cood  girl — let 
me  put  it  down  in  one  of  my  liitk  pocket-bo9k9 

-  vat  day  vas  it  you  gave  em  ? 

Ann.  The  last  day  of  August— I  remember  it 
well— for  that  day  twelvemonth  my  poor  mother 
died — 

-  Benj»  Died  !~your  mother  1 — poor  child^  poor 
child !— dere,  keep  that  little  almanack  for  my 
sake. 

-  Atm^  Kay,  Benjamin— 

Bevj.  Take,  it,  take  it^it  will  do  me  more 
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cood  as  if  you  paid  me  double  price — ^and  when 
ever  you  look  at  the  day  when  you  parted  from 
your  monish  to  assist  your  father,  I  hope  you  will 
not  blush  to  remember  the  praises  and  admiratioi^s 
of  a  poor  old  Jew. 

jinn.  *Tis  impossible  to  refuse  it  now. 
•    Benj.  That's  rights  my  lofF— I  make  it  a  rule 
never  to  refuse  any  ting. 

j^nn.  Thank  you,  Benjimin,  thank  you  kindly. 

Benj.  Ma  tear,  Tm  very  much  obliged  to  you 
for  your  custom.  If  de  family  should  vant  any 
ting  in  my  vay«  tell  them  I  lodges  at  te  Vile 
Horse  in  te  Village.  {Shouts  ofPea^anlsJ.  Ey^ 
what  a  swarm  of  people's  on  te  hill,  and  dat  rogue 
Martin,  as  I  hope  to  be  shaved  — Good  bye,  ma 
tear. 

(Music — Martin  is  seen  coming  down  the  Hill 
—  the  Jew  going  from  the  Gate,  runs  against 
htm  J. 

Mar.  Oh!— 

Beiy.  I  beg  you  ten  tousand  pardons^  Sir. 

[^Exit  Benjamin. 

j47in.  Well,  Martin,  well — 

Mur.  Oh  !  that  Jew  has  run  his  pack  into  the 
pit  of  my  stomach,  and  knocked  out  every  bit  of 
breath  in  my  body. 

^nn.  Is  he  coming,  is  Henry  coming  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  half  the  village  into  the  bar- 
gain. I  saw  him  first—**  How  are  you?**  says 
he.  Vttt  charming,  says  I.  Then  he  squeezed 
my  hand  till  it  looked  like  the  foot  of  a  duck. 
And  **  how's  is  Annette?**  says  he.  She's  charm- 
ing too,  says  I.— Then  he  flew  into  my  arms,  just 
as  you  mean  to  fly  into  his.     Here  they  come. 

{Music— They  descend  the  Hill—  Martin  Aec- 
kom    toward  4he  •  Howe  ^  Servants  enter 
C2 
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with  Dishes^  and  place  them  on  the  Tahh 
— Henry,  &c.  appear  at  the  Gate). 

Hen.  4-nnette,  my  degr  Annette! 

(Embracing  her). 

Ann.  Henry!— 

Mar,  I  thought  how  il  would  be. 

Dame  G.  Annette,  what  are  yoii  abput  ?  is 
there  nothing  to  be  done  but  shaking  hands,  and^-* 

Ger.  Now  then  dispatch!  bustle,  bustle  I— 
Wife,  if  you  wish  to  see  your  boy  happy,  let  him 
3peak  to  Annette  without  interruption. 

Dame  G.  But  I  don*t  approve  of  so  muph  ten* 
derne^s  and  civility. 

Ger.  Why  you  have  very  little  taste  that  vay, 
I  confess;  but  depend  upon  it,  the  surest  method 
to  make  Henry  comfortable  is  to  make  that  gir) 
^9.     Cprpe,  come-r 

(perald  pul/s  her  away—slie  look^  disturb'' d^ 
but  retires  to  Table — during  this  Annelid 
has  shewn  Henry  the  Crass^  which  hangs 
at  her  neck). 

Hen.  Yes,  I  remember,  it  was  my  parting  pledge 
of  constancy.  Oh,  ipy  beloved  ^nnette,  I  knew 
not  half  your  power  till  we  parted.  Then,  secure 
in  your  affection,  I  possessed  a  charm  /that  soothed 
nie  in  your  absence,  comforted  me  in  sickness^ 
and  inspired  me  in  the  battle  ! 

Ger.  Martin,  broach  this  jolly  dog,  and  bleed 
him  a  bit.  . 

Mar.  That  I  will,  till  he's  a  dead  man,  god- 
father,    ril  soon  doctor  hinj 

Dame  G.  Come,  Henry,  come,  you  shall  sit 
by  me— now,  Mr.  Qerald-— and  where  is  Mr. 
Malcour  ?  where  is  his  ^qrship  ?  not  come  I— 
he  was  surely  invited. 

Ger.  Never  mind  hini,  his  Worship  will  come 
long  before  he's  wanti^.    Annette,  ^m  take  hi^ 
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plaoeB— Martin   is   Master    of  the  Ceremonies, 
remember,  (He  sits  at  T^ble). 

Mqt.  Now^  lads  and  lasses,  begin  the  dance ; 
tune  up,  pipers,  and  Til  wet  your  whistles  for 
you— 

IBalletr^ 

{They  have  seated  themselves  at  the  Table -^ 
Martin  taps  the  Wine-cask^  and  makes 
hhttsef  merry  among  the  group.  At  the 
conclusion,  Gerald  rises  from  Table ,  the 
rest  follow). 

Ger.  Tis  well,  friends,  very  well — in  the  Or- 
9har4  you  may  pursue  your  sports -^Martin  will 
lake  pare  of  you. 

Mar.  That  I  will,  and  take  care  of  myself  too 
---come  along,  girls,  we'll  have  a  rare  game  of 
blindman's-bufF  under  the  apple  trees  -  nobody 
will  interrupt  us,  fer  godmother  never  comes 
there,  for  fear  of  getting  the  lumbago— come 
^long.  (Mtfsic  and  Peaspntsgo  off' with  him). 

DameG.  Now,  my  boy,  weMl  go  into  the 
parlour,  and  jtliere  you  shall  tell  us  all  that  has 
happened  for  tl)^  last  two  years. 

^en.  But  Annette,  mother— 

Ger.  Axe,  aye,  kt  her  come  with  us. 

pa^e  G  VVe)l,  she  has  pnly  to  fold  the  nap- 
kins, and  count  up  the  plate,  and  when  she  has 
done  that  sh^  may  come. 

Ger.  That's  right,  that's  well  said.  Henry,  my 
boy,  you  are  welcome  home  ;  and  ere  long  I  trust 
I  shall  see  you  married,  aqd  ^as  happy  vls  {looking 
at  Annette,  and  then  suddenly  casting  his  eye 
ypqn  Mrs  G.)  as  your  father— Come,  wife. 

{Music — They  go  into  the  Hofise^  Henry 
hissing  his  hand  to  Annette.  ^  She  begins  to 
collect  the   things  at  the  Table. —  Evrard, 
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wrapped  in  a  Cloak,  with  hat  pulled  over 
his  eyes^  descends  the  Hilly  and  enters  cau^ 
tiotuly*^}ie  counts  the  articles  till  the 
Music  stops). 

^     Ev.  She  is  alone— it  is,  it  is  my  child  ! 

jinn.  Ah,  Henry !  how  fervently  he  swore  to 
make  me  happy. 

Ev.  Happy !  and  I  come ! — Oh  my  poor  girl ! 

{Groans J. 

Ann.  A  stranger,  and  distressed ! — how  can  I 
serve  you  ? 

Ev,  Annette ! 

Ann.  Father! 

(She  throws  back  on  the  Table  the  last  Spoon 
she  was  placing  in  the  Basket,  andjflies  into 
his  arms). 

Ev.  Hush  ! 

Ann.  I  cannot  suppress  my  joy — ^}'our  appear* 
ance,  so  unexpected— so^- 

Ev.  Speak  lower,  I  entreat. 

Ann.  What  is  there  to  fear !  There  are  none 
here  but  friends, 

Ev.  Friends  that  I  must  not  endanger— An- 
nette, listen  to  me — on  onr  arrival  at  Paris,  I 
immediately  requested  of  my  Captain  a  furlough 
for  two  days,  that  I  might  once  again  en^brace 
my  child.  Owing  to  caprice,  or  perhaps  neces- 
sity, he  refused  me  ;  I  persisted ;  he  reprimanded 
—I  reproached  him  with  cruelty,  no  doubt  iri 
terms  as  unbecoming  as  my  passion,  till  at  length 
irritated  by  my  audacity,  he  raised  his  cane  to 
strike  me.  Furious  at  being  thus  publicly  dis^* 
graced,  I  for  a  moment  forgot  the  subordination 
of  a  soldier^  drew  my  sword  upon  him^  and  was 
arrested — 

Ann.  But  you  were  pardon'd  ? — Oh,  yes,  yes. 

Ev.  Not  so-r-the  fault  I  have  committed,  by 
the  law  of  arms^  is  punishable  by  death. 
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jinn.  Death  ! 

Ev.  Ar  Court- martial  immediately  was  assem* 
bled— the  law  is  eiplicit ;  and  ere  this  the  sen-* 
tence  is  pronounced. 

Ann,  Is  there  no  hope  ?  — 

Ev.  None,  but  in  flight.  With  what  re- 
mained of  the  money  you  last  sent  me,  I  pro* 
cured  this  cloak,  and  by  the  assistance  of  a  faith- 
ful  comrade,  eluded  the  sentinel  that  guarded  me, 
and  quitted  Paris  at  day -break  this  morning. 

Aym.  Remain  here ;  you  will  be  no  where  so 
safe  as  with  me :— Mr.  Gerald  will  protect  you. 

Ev.  He  must  not,  dares  not — tlie  Magistrate 
of  the  village  will  no  doubt  receire  directions  to 
secure  me  as  a  deserter.  No— Gerald  might  in- 
volve himself  on  my  account,  and  I  will  never  ex- 
pose to  danger  that  man  who  has  proved  a  second 
ifather  to  my  child.  Promise  me,  swear  to  me^i 
never  to  reveal  this  fatal  secret. 
.   Ann.  Not  to  your  kinsman  ? 

Ev.  Not  to  a  human  being. 

Ann.  Tis  dreadful,  but  'tis  ray  duly — ^you  de- 
sire it,  and  I  steear  I  never  will. 

Ev.  Enough,  my  heart  is  relieved-^the  con« 
demnation  of  the  poor  soldier  Evrard,  by  which 
fictitious  title  I  am  only  known  in  the  regiment, 
will  excite  no  enquiries,  no  compassion,  and  the 
name  of  Granville  may  yet  descend  to  thee— un« 
ipotted,  undisgraced. 

Ann.  Oh  father! — since  nothing  but  escape 
and  an  eternal  exile  can  secure  you,  we  will  quit  this 
place  together.  Tho*  all  the  world  deserts  you, 
your  daughter  never  shall.  V\l  watch  over  yoa 
inoessantfy  ;  share  with  you  every  danger,  and 
if  at  last  the  fatal  blow  should  fall,  together  it 
shall  strike  us,  and  Til  die  with  transport,  re^ 
ceiving  the  last  blessing  of  my  dear,  dear  father. 
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Ev^  (Holding  her  to  his  bosani\ — AfRsctiouatd 
child! — unfortunate  Grani'ille  !  No,  Annette,  I 
must  forego  this  pious  sacrifice— your  disappear-^ 
ance  at  the  farm  would  excite  SBspicions,  and 
instead  of  aiding  my  escape,  would  but  increase 
my  dariger. 

jirm.  Ah  I- 1  hear  footsteps— hide  your  uni-^ 
ibrm— guicki  quick— 

£v.  I  have  yet  one  thing  td  askj  that  is  indis* 
pensiWe— 

jfnn.  TTts  too  late — ^"tis  Malcoar,  'tis  the  Jus- 
tice— recline  upon  that  table — 

{Music — Evrard  sits^  as  Malcour  opens  the 
Gate  and  advances). 

Mai.  So,  so— there  she  is,  all  alone  and  lovely, 
like  the  first  flower  in  spring — I  am  arrived  very 
opportunely.  Miss  Annette,  Vm  yours — hope 
you'll  soon  be  mine* 

Ann.  Your  servant,  Sir. 

MaL  Sweet  soul !  what  lips,  and  vthdt  an  eye ! 
(Aside.)  Truly  sorry  I  couldn't  do  honour  to  the 
farmer's  good  cheer.  Am  come  now  full  of  papers 
and  apologies ;  but  its  always  a  rule  with  me,  that 
pleasure  sliould  be  sacrificed  to  business. 

Ann.  You  will  find  Mr.  Gerald  in  the  house, 
Sir. 

MaL  Humph  1  wish  he  had  been  further  off— 
what  a  lovely  creature  I 

Ann.  Here,  good  man,  drink—- Pretend  td 
sleep.  {Aside  to  Evrard.) 

MaL  Who's  that  ? 

Ann»  A  traveller,  who,  who— 

JMaL  Aye,  who  is  he  ? 

Ann.  He  begged  repose,  and  wine  to  cheer 
him-— I  have  granted  his  request. 

MaL  Kind  soul  1  I  wish  you'd  grant  thy  te^ 
quest,  and  cheer  me. 
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Ann.  That  person — ^I  mean;  that  Uiblcj  i^.in 
great  disorder,  and  I  must  riot  leave—  » 

Mai.  I  perceive  the  feast  is  finisheid ;  but  there 
are  pretty  pickings  left.     Oh!  that  I  might  taste ! 

Ann.  Mr.  Justice^  {indignantly)  this  di5cc)urse 
ofFends  me ;— 'those  papers  may  be  of  cdnsequence 
—I  will  not  detain  you. 

MaL  Oh,  there's  no  hurry— I'll  stay  with  you 
with  pleasure. 

Ann.  I  thought.  Sir,  you  made  it  a  rule  always 
te  sacrifice  pleasure  to  business. 

MaL  Hem  !  cross-examinM,  and  bother'd—    . 


JShter  GfiOROBj  at  tipper  end. 

— ^Must  drop  the  suit  at  present,  and  move  for  a 
new  trial.  Now,  my  love^  my  charmer-*-(^Scef«^ 
George)-rWhat  do  you  want  ?  Eh  ! 

Geo.  This  packet  has  just  arrived  at  the  Office, 
and  the  Clerk  desired  me  to  give  it  to  your  Wor- 
ship instantly.     He  says  its  of  great  Consequence. 

Mai.  Indeed !  who  brought  it  ? 

Geo.  A  horseman  from  the  War  Council  at 
PariSi 

Ann,  (Aside).  From  the  War  Council  1  {Look^ 
ing  at  Evrard,  who  betrays  emotion). 

Mai.  That's  enough— You  may  go.  {Exit 
George).  Now,  let  me  see.  "Mr.  Justice" — Hum 
-=-**  Description— soldier-^^Evrard  !" — So,  so,  a 
deserter ! 

Ann.  Heavens ! 
.  MaL    Eh !    why,  where  are  my  spectacles } 
very  careless  indeed  !  left  my  spectacles  at  home. 

Ann.  Had  you  not  better  return  home  for 
them.  Sir? 
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•    Mai.  No,  no,  *tis  only  the  description  of  a  de« 
ierter— And  you  shall  read  for  me. 
Ann^    1^*1    shall   at  least  know  the    ti-uth. 

Mai.  Come,  begin-^- 

Ann.  **  I  address  to  you  the  description  of  a  sol- 
dier belonging  to  the  regiment  of  Champagne 
who  by  a  Court-martiiil  was  this  morning  coo* 
demn^d  to  doath.**  {Foice  broken  and  agitated)^ 

Ev.  Death ! 

Mat.  Hum  1— serious  business,  truly^-Tender- 
hearted  soul  I 

Ann.  Ah  t  if  I  read  what  follows,  he  is  lost ! 
*.'  Fifty-two  years  of  age,  five  feet  eleven"— 

Mai.  It  quite  gverpowers  her.  Let  me  try 
again ;  perhaps  — 

Ann,  Oh  no,  111  goon,  Sir— Assist  me,  Hea- 
ven I  "  He  is  called  Evrardj~-aged  mmty-Jhk'^ — 

MaL  Twenty- five — ft  young  offender. 

Ann.  *♦  Five  feet  two  inches  high— blue  eyes, 
light  hair,  fair  complexion*"*-* 

Mai.  A  likely  fellow  too ;  now^  Ftl  warrant 
he  has  brought  himself  into  thia  predicament  for 
the  sake  of  some  pretty  girl  or  other.  Bi>t  his 
dress— read  that — that's  of  the  utmost  import- 
atjce. 

Ann.  His  dress!  **  Blue  uniform— facinga 
scarlet — gaiters  white." 

(Evrard   tkroivs    open   his    C7oa^— Annette 
looking  alternately  at  him  and  the  descrip^ 
tiony  states  every  particular  precisely  con^ 
^  trary). 

Mai  *Tis  well,     (Taking  paper  cmd  folding  it) 
I.must  forward  copies  of  this  without  loss  of  time 
—Eh  !   (seeing  Evrard,  who  drops  to  his  position, 
an  tlie  Table) — ^That's  not  one  of  our  neighbours 
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-^  don*t  remember  bim— Egad,  It  may  be  !—^ 
Friend  !  (pats  him  an  the  shoulder)  -*• 

j4nn.  Powers  of  mercy  ! 

Mai.  Stand  up,  if  you  please  — Now,  take  off 
your  hat. 

j47m.  I  sink  with  terror ! 
•'  Mai.  Twenty-five  years  of  age,  five  feet  two-M 
light  hair,  white   uniform— hem !  veVy  like  the 
description  truly  !  that  will  do ;  fellow,  you  ir.iur 

go  rp 

jinn.  He  is  saved— -You  maydepaft  now,  good 
man*  {Music.) — Conceal  yourself  behind  th6se 
trees  {aside). 

(A/wA7'c-^Evrard  goes   hehindjhem  as  MaU 
cour  ties  up  papers). 

Mai.  So,  here  is  something  in  my  way  at  last. 
Hope  I  shall  catch  the  fellow  in  my  district — 
touch  the  reward,  and  then — Ah !  my  lovely  An- 
nette !  if  you  would  but  consent  to  make  me 
happy,  and  seal  the  bargain  by  a  kiss  {advancing). 

Ev.  Wretch  ! 

Mai.  Wretch  1  who  was  that,  that  dared  — 

Ann.  The  — the — only  the  bird,  Sir,  {points 
ing  to  the  Magpie). 

MaL  That  impudent  Magpie !  you  should 
really  teach  him  better  manners, .but,  adieu! — 
remember — you  promise  (advancing). 

jinn.  No,  Sir,  do  not  leave  me  in  that  wilful 
error — ^I  have  too  much  regard  for  my  character, 
ever  to  become  your  wife. 

Mai.  Wife  1  whew  !  amazing  1 — do  you  know 
who  I  am  ? 

Ann    Yes,  Sir,  you  are  a  Justice. 

MaL  And  do  you  dare?  Tm  amaz'd  and  con- 
founded! a  menial — a  servant,  talk  thus  to  Chris- 
toph^  Athani^is  Jean  Baptiste  Malcour,  Justice  of 

T>  2 
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Palahiuifi — never  met  with  such  cool  impudente 
in  the  whole  course  of  my  pFaciice  {Mudc — H^ 
^oes  offnktitiering). 

^n.  Now,  now«<-*ypu  had  something  still  to 
say,  of  consequence. 

Ev.  {Who  at  MalcoiirV  ea?t7,  advances fr/na  ihd 
trees) — I  am  without  money!  * 

jinn.  {Clasps  her  hands  in  despair) — And  I 
2^. this  moment  have  nothing ! 
SBv,  You,  I  know,  have  given  me  all  that  you 
possessed.  And  this  is,  now,  my  last  resource. 
(He  gives  Annette  a  Case^  from  which  she  draws 
a  Silver  Spoon).  It  was  the  gift  of  your  dear, 
dear  mother. 

jinn.  My  mother!  {Inters). 

Ev.  I  did  hope  never  to  have  parted  with  it ; 
but  hard  necessity  will  have  it  so,  and  you  must 
endeavour  to  sell  it  by  to-morrow  morning  at  the 
latest,  apd  be  careful  to  ^ell  jt  secretly— ^ecre//y, 
mind — 

Ann.  {With  sudden  recollection^  and  apart) .  Y^s^ 
it  shall  be  done — Benjamin,  no  doubt,  wijl  pur- 
chase it. 

Ev.  On  the  road-side,  a  short  distance  froo) 
the  village,  there  stands  an  old  tr^e,  a  willow^ 
which  time  has  excavated-r 

jinn.  I  know  jt  well.  (She  puts  the  Spoon  in  Iter 
Poctet). 

Ev.  In  the  hollow  of  that  tfee,  deposit  thg 
money  it  produces,  and,  pne  hour  after  day- 
break, let  me  bp  siire  ^q  f^n^  jt- farewell,  my 
dear  child !  Heaven  guard  and  btess  you  !  Pefr 
haps  this  kiss  may  bp  th^  l^^t  yqu  ever  may  re- 
ceive froni  your  unfortunate,  your  unhappy  pa- 
rent ! 

Ann.  Oh,  father !  {Tkrmuus  herself  into  hi^ 
arms^n  • 
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(Afi^ic— Evrard  releases  himself^  goes  to^- 
,  wards  the  Gate —she  follows  him^they 
again  embrace^  and  part— himeiie  drops 
an  her  knee^  and  implores  protection  for 
her  Father^  whQ  ascefids  the  HilL — At 
this  instant  the,  Magpie  perches  pn  the 
T^bhy  and  flies  away  with  a  Silver  Spoon)  • 


END  OP  APT  I. 


iP= 


ACT   II. 

The  Parlour  in  the  Farmer'* s  House-^In  the  front 
a  Door;  on  the  right  a^large  Window^  the  Shut^ 
ters  closed. — A  Buffet^  on  which  is  the  Basket 
of  Plate  ^Chairs  and  a  Table^  with  Glasses^ 
t^c.  in  confusion^  and  the  Magpie^s  Cage  hang^ 
i7ig  in  one  comer  of  the  Room. 

Music ^AisrfiZTTE  discovered^  she  listens  while  t/te 
Clock  is  heard  to  strike  five. 

Ann.  Fiyeo*c)ock  ^  (She  opens  the  Door).  *T%h 
bt-oad  day-light,  and  still  the  Jew  does  not  arrive 
-runfortun^te  !  My  poor  father  will  seek  in  the 
appointed  spot  for  the  money  — and— oh  cruel 
disappointment !  {Music— She  opens  the  fFindotv, 
and  thrqm  baok  the  Shutters ;  the  Scene  then  be^ 
comes perjectly  light).  Hpw  unlucky,  that  Benja- 
min should  be  absent  when  I  calPd  last  night  at 
his  lodgings.  I  hope  he  will  receive  my  message 
r-7}f  not — ab !  — 
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(Music).     Benjamin  enters. 

Bmj.  Veil,  ma  tear,  vat  you  vaAt  mJt  me  ? 

jiniir  I  am  rejoiced  that  you  are  conie. 

Berg.  Very  extraordinary  time  in  te  mornings, 
itia  tear,  for  ffie  to  be  summonM  to  attend  a  young 
lady.  I  would  not  have  left  ma  ped  at  preak  of 
tay  for  any  pody  but  yourself. 

Ann,  I  thank  you,  Benjamin:  but  to  busi^ 
ness — 

Bery.  O,  is  it  pusiness  ?  Dat  is  quite  anoder . 
ting ;  but,  pless  ma  heart,  \  have  left  ma  pack. 

Arm.  (jinxiously).  You  have  not  left  your 
money  ? 

Benj.  (Significantly).  No !  I  never  leaves  ma 
monish. 

Ann*  Thep  give  me  some  instantly,  good 
Benjamin. 

Benj.  Ey!. 

Arm.  I  nave  the  most  urgent  necessity. 

Bery.  Every  pody  vat  1  meets  tell  me  they 
have  urgent  necessities  for  de  monish. 

Ann.  I  require  only  the  value  of  this — (Taking 
the  Spoon  from  her  Pocket). 

Bery.  A  shilver  spoon  1  ah,  dat  is  cood — I'm 
very  fond  of  shilver  spoons— dare  say  I  can  af- 
ford to  give  a  crown. 

Ann.  Only  a  crown  !  not  half  it^s  value,  Ben- 
jamin. 

Berrj.  You're  no  judge,  ma  tear,-— as  I  am  an 
honesht  man,  I'll  use  you  veil.  (IVeigks  Spoon  in 
kis  hand,) '-^ Ah  I  he  is  fine  fat  fellow — he  is  more 
heavy  as  I  thought — I'll  give  you  two  crowns — 
there  now ! 

Ann.  Surely  you  find  it  worth  more  than  two. 

Benj.    Not  to  leave  a  profit — (Annette  turns 
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away  dejectedj-^l^oor  ting !  she  seems  very  much 
distressed— I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I  nev^r 
can  drive  a  cood  pargain  mit  a  young  girl  vat  has 
gat  tears  in  her  eyes. 

Ann.  {Adde)^  'Tis  a  mere  trifle~-but  I  must 
not  r^ect  it.     Welt,  I  trust  entirely  to  you. 

Benj.  Trust  me  ! — ^now,  dat  is  very  strange— « 
nopody  ever  trust  me  before.— Veil,  veil— there 
is  three  crowns  of  six  livres— one,  two,  tree- 
there,  ma  loff— that  is  te  full  value— take  it,  take 
it — and  m  look  for  te  profit  somewhere  else! 

Arm.  Thank  you,  bless  you !  but  leave  me  now: 
—should  any  one  surprise  you  here — 

Benj.  Dat*s  very  true— I  shall  go  home  to  ma 
lodgings  immediately.  If  I  don't  make  haste^ 
somepody  vill  surprise  mk  pack,  and  I  shall  be 
ruined. — (He  goes  outj  and  is  seen  through  the 
ioindow  to  meet  Martin.) 

Ann.  Now  then  I  must  hasten  to  the  willow^-* 
I  shall  be  just  in  time — ah  I — (Music), 

Martin  enters. 

Mar.  Why,  Annette,  you  seem  to  have  taken 
a  fancy  to  that  Jew — but  there  is  no  accounting 
for  taste. 

Aim.  1  was  only  speaking  to  him  about—- 
about — 

Mar.  Ah  I  so  I  suppose— but  Master  Henry 
won*t  like  his  nose  to  be  put  out  of  joint  by  old 
Benjamin's  beard. 

Ann.  The  truth  i%  I  way  ted  a  little  moMy, 
and  as  he  happen*d  to  pass^  (She puts  the  Mon^ 
in  her  Pocket)^ 

Mar.  Oh!  I  understand — ^you  called  him  10 
to  sell  some  trinket  or  other— bat  why  didn^t 
you  ask  inef 

Ann.  I  knew  you  were  unable  to  assist  me. 
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Mar.  Then  you  kniw  nothing  of  the  matter* 
for  tho*  I  have  not  a  penny  in  my  pocket,  I  have 
plenty  in  my  box.  You  nevei*  saw  my  box? 
There's  a  hole  in  the  top,  where  I  rfip  in  the  mo- 
ney»  and  when  Chriatmas  comes  roYind,  I  break 
it  open,  and  count  up — that's  where  I  keep  the 
new  half  crown  piece  you  gave  me^  and  if  I  \\zA 
known  you  were  in  want«— Lord!  you  sboukf* 
have  had  it  and  welcome. 

Anru  (Impatiehtip).  Well,  good  Martin^  the 
next  time-^'tis  gettmg  late,  I  must  go  I 

Mar.  So  must  I,  there's  Mag  not  hung  up  at 
the  window  yet-— besides,  my  godmother  will 
be  stirring  presently ;  and  when  slle  stirs,  she 
seldom  stops.  fGoes  to  the  Cage,  and  hangs  it 
out  of  the  Winaotv) — She  and  her  darling  here, 
will  soon  begin  their  daily  labours. 

Ann.  At  last  I  shall  escape-~If  I  can  reach 
the  place  in  time,  all  may  be  welU 

.  {Music), 

Enter  Henry. 

Heft.  Annette!  my  dear  Annette,  so  early 
from  your  bed  ?— And  Martin  too  ? 

Mar.  Lord  bless  you  !  Martin  never  gets  a 
wink  o'sleep  after  day-light— your  mother  takes 
care  of  that — she  turn*d  away  the  poor  old  dung-* 
hill  cock,  to  have  the  pleasure  of  crowing  me  up 
herself. 

Dame  CUVithoui).  Martin ! 

Mar.  I  told  you  so— Coming !— Shall  I  tell 
Henry  of  old  Benjamin^s  beard  ? — Well,  I  won't,  I 
won*t ;  I  hate  to  make  mischief,  like^my  godmo* 
ther  and  old  Margery. 
"  Dame  G.  Martin  !  Martin ! 

Mar.  Coming,  godmother — ^yes,  yes,  the  game 
is  begun.  ^         [E^/t  Martin. 
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Hen.  Now  I  may  speak  to  you  without  feservd^ 
—I  have  much  to  tell  you,  dear  Annette. 

Ann.  But  why  so  early  >  I  scarcely  ^xpeeted 
^^hopeii— ' 

MeT$.  t  could  not  sleep — the  pleasure  of  being 
0t  home;  the  delight  of  seeing  my  parents,  zftd 
above  ail,  the  joyful  hope  of  ^don  calling  you^^ 
wife !  banish'd  all  repose.  ' 

Ann.  Ah|  Henry  I  I  have  slept  as  little  as  your-f 
self— Oh^  mypoor&theri  (Aside). 

Hen.  How's  this!  Annette? — ^Yoii  are  pa!e> 
dejected  i  you  have  been  weeping — but  I  gue89 
the  cause.  - 

Ann.  Indeed!  (Alarmed). 

Hen.  My  mother,  perhaps,  has— 

.^^972.  Your  mother!  let  him  believe  so  (Aside). 
Ah  !  I  fea"  she  will  never  receive  as  daugbtei^  tte 
offspring  of  a  poor  soldier. 

Hen.  And  wtmt  am  I  but  a  poor  soldier  }  Is 
there  a  state  more  honourable  ?  *tis  true,  I  am  a^ 
step  or  two  higher  m  rank ;  but  believe  me,  the- 
chiid  of  such  a  man  as  Granville  will  confer  ho* 
nour,  not  disgrace,  in  the  alliance. 

Ann.  Yet  I  tremble  !  (Aside)  the  hour  ad- 
vances—I must  leave  you  for  the  present,  Henry. 

Meji.  Stay,  but  a  moment  ^nay^  do  not  agitato 
your  spirits  thus.  My  mother,  I  am  certain,  lovesf 
me  too  well,  ever  to  make  me  miserable,  by  re- 
fusing her  consent— See^  my  father!  he  too  will 
befriend  us. 

Enter  GbbaId. 

Ann*  (Clasping  her  hands).  Another  interrup- 
tion 1 

Ger.  Ah,  ah !  you  rogues— are  you  met  al- 
ready ?  I  must  hsfve  over-slept  myself— What 
time  is  it,  Henry  ? 
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Her.  Almost  six,  father. 

j4nn.  Six  !  it  will  be  too  late ! 

Ger.  Too  late  I  for  what  ?  Youll  have  plenty 
of  time  to  put  these  things  in  order  by  and  bye* 
Ahy  this  love  is  a  sovereign  preventive,  I  find, 
for  sluggishness ;  but  I  am  so  little  troubled  with 
%he  complaint,  that  I  should  have  snored  an  hour 
longer,  if  your  mother's  shrill  pipe  hadn*t  roused 
me,  bawling  after  her  hopeful  godson.  (Annette 
has  endeavoured  to  reach  the  Door) — Heyday! 
Annette  I  come  here^  you  little  runaway,  and  don't 
look  so  melancholy.  I  have  been  thinking,  that 
as  Henry  has  put  the  question  to  you^  it  will  now 
be  proper  for  me  to  put  the  question  to  his  mo- 
ther. 

Hen.  Do,  father^  do-*for  as  we  have  made 
up  our  minds,  beyond  the  possibility  of  altering 
them— 

Ger.  Exactly-^as  we  are  fully  determined  to 
have  our  own  way,  I  think  we  may  now  venture 
to  ask  Mrs.  Gerald's  advice — suppose  you  speak 
to  her  this  morning. 

Hen.  Me,  Sir !  would  it  not  be  more  correct 
that  you  speak  to  her  ? 

Ger.  Humph !  yes— more  correct,  perhaps, 
but  not  quite  so  agreeable— £h  !  Annette  1  why, 
what  ails  the  girl  ? 

(Annette  has  disengaged  her  Hand  from 
Gerald,  and  is  just  going  out  at  the  Door^ 
when  Dame  Gerald  enters). 

Dame.  Where  are  you  running  to,  I  should 
be  glad  to  know— -do  you  think  I  can  put  all  these 
things  away  without  help  ? — Ah,  Henry  good  mor- 
row to  you. 

Hen.  Good  morrow,  mother. 
'  Dame  G.  Why,  Annette,  you  stand  there  like 
a  post — ^what  can  you  be  thinking  of— here's  all 
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the  plate  and  glass  laying  about^  just  as  they 
were  left  last  night— I  never  saw  any  thing  like 
it— '(bustling  about) — Why,  husband,  can  you 
find  nothing  to  do  but  look  on  at  this  confusion  ? 

Ger.  Well,  well — I  like  confusion  as  little  as 
most  people — so  Til  leave  you. — We  must  wait 
till  ihe  storm's  over— she'll  bounce  like  a  roasted 
chestnut,  if  you  tell  her  now— but  the  warmth  of 
her  affect jon  will  soon  soften  her  heart— Come-^ 

Hen.  But  Annette — 

Ger.  She  is  used  to  it— besides,  the  storm  will 
soon  be  over — 

Dame  G.  What  are  they  whispering  about  ?-^- 
Ifixes  her  eyes  upon  Gerald  and  Henry — they  per^ 
ceive  it,  and  exit.)  There  is  some  scheme  in 
hand  that  they  wish  to  hide  from  me.  Annette, 
do  you  know  what  they  were  talking  about  ? 

S^nn.  Me,  Ma'am — ^no,  Ma'am — ' 

Dame  G.  That  no — sounded  very  like  ye^-^ 
but  I  ^hall  soon  find  it  out.  Come,  now  help 
me  to  put  every  thing  in  its  place  agjiin— where 
is  the  plate-basket  ? 

jinn.  There  it  is,  Ma'am. 

Dame  G.  Oh,  I  see — let  me  examine  it — (;ihe 
talks  at  the  same  time  that  she  counts  the  plaie-^^ 
Annette  employed  in  passing  the  various  articles 
to  her  from  the  Buffet.)  1  must  confess,  it  was 
a  charming  evening — the  men  drank,  and  the 
girls  chatter'd,  till  I  wonder  they  hadn't  a  sur- 
feit— Eleven  forks,  that's  all  right — Now  give  me 
the  spoons — ^Tlien  they  danced  till  the  music  made 
my  head  ach — and  drank  1 — Seven,  eight,  nine, — 
a  nine  gallon  cask,  and  not  a  drop  was  left — Ten, 
eleven— eleven  !— How's  this?  I  must  have  count- 
ed wrong — one,  two,  three,  &c.  {beginning  in  a 
low  ione^  and  raising  it  as  she  proceeds) — Ten, 
eleven  !  eleven !  only  eleven  spgons ! — tliere  is 
one  short — ^lost,  I  dare  say — 
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jinn,  A  spoon  lost  !•—» 

Dame  G.  O,  couot  tbem  yourself,  pray— there 
are  eleven  forks^  that*s  right — but  there  were 
iwelve  spoons. 

(A/u^fc^r- Annette  counts  them). 

jinn.  One^  two,  &c.  eleven !  I  don't  find  any 
wore — yet  I  was  very  particular — 

Dame  G.  I  don't  at  all  doubt  it — but  search, 
hunt,  look  in  the  l)ufFet — look  behind  it — loolc 
isvery  where — {calls  from  the  window)  Mx^  Grc- 
rald ! — Martin ! — 

M^T.  {fVithoutJ  Coming,  godmother. 

Dame  G.  Run  and  look  under  the  trees  wber« 
we  supped  last  night-.-for  a  silver  spoon* 

JWar.  Going,  godmother. 

Enter  Gebalp* 

Ger.  What's  the  matter  now,  wife  ?  are  yon 
making  all  this  noise  about  a  silver  spoon  ? 
'     Dame  G.  Yes,  and  you  know  a  fortnight  ago 
there  was  a  fork  lost — Well,  (To  Annette)  I  sup^ 
pose  you  haven't  found  it. 

j4nn.  Dear,  dear,  this  is  very  unfortunate. 

Dame  G.  Certainly,  it  is  very  unfortunate^ 
and  its  very  extraordinary  too. 

Ger.  Well,  well — it  may  be  found  again. 

Dame  G.^  Ah,  so  you  said  before — but  this  in- 
difference is  not  to  be  endured.  Vtn  determined 
now  to  search  into  the  truth,  or  in  a  fortnight 
more  something  else  will  be  going. 

Ger.  Your  tongue  will,  Vm  certain. 

Dame  G.  Husband,  husband,  — I  believe  you 
wouldn't  complain  if  they  were  to  steal  the  teeth 
out  of  your  head. 

Ger  J  Better  endure  that,  than  a  mind  constantly 
full  of  suspicion. 
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Enter  MAsrrv^ 

JWar.  O  godmother,  I  have  it,  I  haveU^ 

Dante  G.  Have  you  ? 

Mar.  Not  the  spoon,  but  9  thought  how  ifi 
gone— 

Ger*  Pshaw! 

DameG.Wdl  well^ 

Mar,  It*s  gone  to  look  after  the  forl;;^-*0  yon 
may  depend  upon  it — 

bame  G.  Ey,  you  stupid— 

Mar.  Why,  Mr,  Malcour,  the  Justice,  says 
the  same — ^for  when  I  told  him  what  had  hap* 
pen*d,  says  he  to  me^-»* 

G^.  Makpur! — Blockhead,  what  occasion  was 
there  to  tell  him— it  will  be  all  over  the  village 
oow — 

Dame  G.  So  much  the  better— I  am  very  glad 
his  Worship  is  come ;  heMI  soon  discover  who  is 
the  thief;  tor  there  is  no  species  c^  wickedness 
but  what  Mr.  Malcour  gets  acquainted  with,  and 
I  require  jrou  to  do  me  justice. 

Ger,  He  shall,  ^nd  every  one  else  concerned. 
It  is  Qow  the  only  way  left  to  stop  malicious 
tongues ;  and  that  no  one  may  accuse  me  of  par* 
tiality,  he  shall  immediatdy  conduct  the  exathi- 
nation. 

Dame  G.  Then  I  shall  be  satisfied— *tis  not  so 
much  for  the  value  of  the  thipgs-r-all  I  ask-is,— 
who  is  the  thief? 

Pie.  Annette!  Annette! 

DameG.  Ey!  (Patwe— Gerald  ^eeww  disturbed) 
— that  is  very  singuls^r.  (Martin  comes  down  ike 
Stage  from  tlie  door). 

Aiar^  Here  is  Mr.  Malpour,  with  a  parcel  of 
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beagles  at  his  heels— they  are  going  a  man-hunt- 
ing—a  deserter,  he  says — 

Ann.  Oh  Heavens !  if  he  should  have  read  the 
Dispatch!  (Aside). 

Gen  Come,  come,  Annette,  you  must  not 
apply  this  business  so  seriously-- Mrs.  Gerald 
has  too  much  sense  of  propriety  to^iccuse  any 
one — her  only  motive  in  urging  an  examination, 
IS  to  clear  the  characters  of  those  in  whom  slie 
places  confidence. 

Dame  G.  Certainly,  certainly,  I  accuse  no* 
body,  but  I  may  siu^pect  anybody — 

Mar.  No,  you  may  not  tho*-r-I*m  one  of  the 
any  •  body's  — 

Dame  G.  Hold  your  tongue,  simpleton.  , 

{Music --The  Jmtice  enters^  with  his  Clerk, 
and  Officers — a  few  of  the  FtllagerSf  and 
two  Soldiers). 

Mai.  What  is  all  this,  Martin  has  been  telling 
«  me,  about  a  silver  spoon  being  stolen  ?  Ah,  Miss 
Annette  I  are  you  there.  I  have  to  return  you 
my  thanks  for  the  accurate  description  you 
read  me  of  the  deserter  -  for  52 — read  25— • 
white  uniform-* facings  scarlet— A  good  joke^ 
wasn*t  it — but  he  shall  not  escape  me. 

Ger.  How's  this,~Annette  ?  Have  you  de- 
ceived the  Justice  ?   f  Sternly,  but  in  a  low  voice)^ 

Ann.  It  was  to  save  a  f-— fellow-creature's 
life.  ^ 

Ger.  Remember  this,  Annette — tbere  is  no 
vice  so  dangerons^  as  that  which  resembles  virtue 
' — retire. 

Ann.  Cruel,  cruel  situation  !     {Apart). 

Ger.  That  girl  has  hurt  me,  and  raised  ideas 
— ^but — no— It  is  impossible— Martin,  bring  pen, 
ink,   and   paper.     (Martin  brings  them).     The 
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circumstance  of  Mrs.  Gerald's  loss  has  become 
public,  and  public  shall  be  the  examination— you 
know  the  facts — 

Mai.  Ay,  ay — you  had  better  apply  to  fiiy 
Clerk— give  him  the  usual  fee,  and  heMI  soon 
settle  the  business. 

Ger.  Apply  to  your  Clerk !  Mr.  Malcour,  your 
Clerk  !  If  I  were  a  Justice,  and  received  the  sa- 
lary, I  should  consider  it  my  duty  to  do  the  Work, 
and  not  injure  my  conscience  or  my  country,  byi 
leaving  matters  of  snch  importance  to  a  deputy. 

MaL  Well,  well—shall  I  take  the  pen  ? 

Ger.  Yes,  and  that  chair  likewise— Friends, 
eome  forward— I  will  not  leave  a  chance  for  ca* 
lumny  to  hang  a  doubt  upon. 

^Malcour   takes  his  seat^-^the  rest   arrange 
themselves). 

Ger.  Now,  wife,  your  deposition. 

Mar.  Mr.  Malcour,  now  he  is  perched  there^ 
looks  like  a  crow  upon  a  woolsack— 

Mai.  Silence  in  the  Court ! 
rU  write  the  usual  preamble,  and  then  we'll  begin. 

Alar.  He  had  better  not  begin  with  me.  Til 
stand  none  of  his  nonsense. 

Mai.  All  your  domestics  must  be  questioned  in 
rotation. 

Mar.  Oh,  I  am  not  afraid  of  being  questioned. 

Ann.  Nor  I  certainly. 

Mai.  Now  we  proceed.  Mrs.  Gerald  declares 
that  a  silver  spoon,  her  property,  has  been  stolen— 

Dame  G.  I  declared  no  such  thing— I  did  not 
say  it  was  stolen. 

Mar.  No,  she  didn't  say  it  was  stolen. 

Mai.  Silence!  'tis  the  regular  mode  of  pro- 
ceeding— ^Now,  Mrs.  Gerald,  inform  us,  if  ygu 
please,  who  has  the  care  of  your  plate. 

Dame  G.  Annette. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


3i        THE  MAGPI£,  OR  TH£  ftfATD? 

Jlib/.  So,  80»  myprettjr  lass,  I  didn't  expect 
tbi&— strong  presumption  against  the  said  An- 
nette (writes). 

jtim.  Against  me !— -Not  gainst  me ! 

MaL  Yes,  against  you. — ^The  name  of  her  fa- 
mily ? 

,Ger.  Granville— But  remarks-Mrs^  Gerald 
does  not  accuse  Annette. 

Dame  G.  No ;  understand  that,— I  have  no 
proof,  nor  do  I  say  it  was  her. 

Mai.  No,  no^  you  do  not  say  it  was  her ;  but 
as  the  said  Annette  is  in  your  confidence^  and 
had  the  care  of  said  plate,  your  sus|^ions  most 
naturally  fall  upon  said  Annette. 

Mar.  Must !  you  may  call  that  law^  hut  I*H 
be  hanged  if  it*s  justice. 

jAi7t.  Oh,  Madam  1  Oh,  Mr.  Gerald  !  pray 
speak  for  me.  I  have  never,  never  wroneed  you, 
—indeed,  I  have  been  faithful— indeed,  mdeed  I 
am  innocent — {In  pulling  out  her  handkerchief  to 
wipe  her  tears^  the  monet/  which  she  received  from 
the  Jew^  falls). 

Mat.  What's  that?— Money! 

jfnn.  Yes,  it  is  mine— it  is  mine  fshe  picks  ip 
up). 

Ger.  Yours,  Annette  i — I  thought  you  had 
sent  all  yotf  had  to  your  father  ? 

Dame  G.  And  so  she  did,  to  my  certain  know- 
ledge, eight  days  ago. 

Mar.  Aptly  remembered,  good  Mrs.  Gerald — 
this  is  a  new  corroboration  (writing). 

Ger.  Annette,  I  trust  you  can  explain  this. 

Mar.  Stay,  don*t  spoil  the  paper  with  a  pack 
of  lies  of  your  own— I  know  that  this  money  is 
Miss  Annette's,  and  I  know  too  where  she  got  it. 

Oer.  I  rejoice  to  hear  that— speak,  Martin. 

MaL  In  the  first  place— 

Mar.  Hold  your  tongue—Godfather  told  me 
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to  speak— not  you— Old  Benjamin  the  Jew  gave 
it  to  her.  this  very  morning. 
^  Dame  G.  I  am  very  glad  of  it— that  is  suffi- 
cient. 

Mai.  Not  quite. 

Ger.  Why,  it's  very  clear. 

Mai.  Not  quite— I  beg  to  remark,  that  a  poor 
pedlar  is  not  in  the  habit  of  giving  his  money  for 
nothing. 

Ger.  That  is  true— Tell  me,  Annette,  what  it 
was  you  sold,  of  three,  crowns  value  ? 

Mai.  In  the  mean  time,  hand  the  money  to 
me  (Clerk  takes  it  from  her,  and  gives  it  to  Mal- 
cour). — I  will  be  accountable  according  to  custom 
{puU  it  in  his  pocket). 

Mar.  According  to  custom  1  good  bye  to  it 
then. 

Arm.  Ob,  do  not  take  it  from  me — its  destina-  *^ 
tion  is  sacred — *tis.  honestly  and   truly  mine— > 
have  pity  on  my  despair— I  am  innocent— indeed 
I  am  innocent  {running  to  Gerald,  and  falling  on 
her  knees). 

Ger.  1  believe  you,  Annette,  sincerely  ;   but— « 

Mai.  Mr.  Gerald,  excuse  me.  This  money  is 
no  doubt  the  produce  of  the  article  that  has  been 
stolen— 'tis  an  affair  that  comes  under  the  jurisdic-* 
tion  of  the  Grand  Judge;  and,  unluckily  for^he 
culprit,  he  is  this  day  expected;  so  tremble— 

Ger.  Hold,  Sir !  'tis  the  duty  of  every  man  in 
your  situation,  to  support  and  protect  the  ao* 
.cused,  not  terrify  and  brow-beat  her  into  an  ap- 
pearance of  Grirainality— Remember,  Mr.  Mal- 
.  cour,  that  J.ustice  always  appears  most  beautiful 
when  she  is  most  merciful.  It  seeiiis  to  me. ne- 
cessary to  send  for  the  principal,  I  mean  Benja-* 
min  the  Jew — Martin,  you  bring  him.  ^ 

Mar.  I  will,  I  will.  [Exit  Martin. 
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jfnn.  Oh,  yes ;  pray  send  for  hhn. 
MaL  There   can   be   no  objection— for  he*ll 
make  matters  still  worse.  (Aside). 

Ann.  Oh,  father,  if  I  might  speak  !  (Aside). 
Hen.  (without).  Who  is  it  dares  accuse  her ! 
Ann.  Ah,  Henry!   (Shuddering). 

Enter  Henrt. 

Hen.  Father!  what  mockery  is  this  ?— accuse 
Annette  of  theft— of  meanly  pilfering ! 

Ann.  Do  n6t  believe  it,  Henry— I  entreat  you 
not  to  bdieve  it. 

Hen.  Never,  my  beloved — never  will  I  do  so 

freat  an  injury  to  her,  whose  gentleness,  and  truths 
avc  'fixed  for  ever  my  confidence,  my  love ! 

Dame  G,  Henry  !— 

Hen.  Yes,  mother ;  my  honour,  and  my  heart, 
alike  are  pledged,  and  I  swear  to  shield,--  protect 
her  with  my  life. 

Dame  G.  Vm  astonished ! — but  this  is  no  time 
to  talk. 

Ger.  The  best  and  only  time,  good  wife.  You 
will  find  advocates  enough  where  fortune  smiles ; 
but  he  is  the  most  worthy,  who  fearlessly  stands 
forth  the  friend  of  the  oppressed  and  helpless. 

Hen.  And  might  not  you,  dear  Sir,  have  been 
that  friend  ?  Why  did  you  expose  my  dear  An- 
nette to  the  malice  of  a  man  whose  integrity  at 
least  is  doubtful  ? 

Mai.  Doubtful,  doubtful ! — read.  Sir,  read  the 
proofs. 

Hen.  Troofs  I  father  ? — are  there  proofs  ? 

Ger.  I  hope  not. 

Mai.  There,  Sir,  I  think  that  paper  will  fully 
ascertain  my  character.  (Giving  the  Proceedings 
to  Henry). 
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Hen.  I  do  not  doubt  it.  {Looking  over  the  Pa- 
per). Are  these  your  proofs?  Contemptible!—^ 
because  a  paltry  ptece  of  plate  by  accident  is  lost, 
you  mast  conclude  she  stole  it !  But  the  Grand 
Judge  (well  versed  in  honour  and  humanity)  wilt 
sentence  heavily,  a  wretch  wl)o  would  thus  sacm 
fice  an  innocent  girl  at  the  shrine  of  error  and 
malignity.  {Throws  back  the  Paper). 

Mdl.  Bless  my  soul!  this  has  taken  an  ugly 
turn. 

Mar.  Come  along,  oomp  along ! — here  hciis— 
I've  brought  him.  (Martin  drags  in  the  Jew).- 

MaL  The  Jew  ! — all's  well  again. 

Benj.  Pray,  Mr.  Martin^  have  compassion,  and 
don*t  tear  ma  cloathes— Ey^  te  Justice  here !  and 
Martin  not  to  tell  me^the  next  time  he  puys  a 
razor  of  me,  V\\  shave  him  to  the  pone.  (Aside 
—Gerald  an(2  tlie  rest  resume  their  places). 

MaL  Now^  Mr.  Jew,  answer  to  the  questions 
I  am  about  to  put— ^t  present  I  am  Juc^e* 

Benj.  Inteed !  I.  wish  mit  all  my  heart,  Jus« 
tice  may  never  again  ^nd  so  pad  a  representative. 

Hen.  Speak -the  truth,  and  fear  nothing. 

Benj.  I  shall. 

MaL  Tell  me  your  name — How  are  you  called  ? 

Befy.  Te  peoples  oall  me  Benjamin — shall  I 
tell  vat  they  calk  you  ? 

MaL  No  evasions — what  is  your  profession  ? 

Benj.  Tm  a  marchant. 

MaL  Ah  1  commonly  caird  a  pedlar. 

Ben^.  Yes,  by  plaguards. 

MaL  Do  you  ever  lend  money  ? 

Benj.  In  the  way  of  pusiness. 

MaL  Do  you  ever  give  money  ? 

Benj.  Yes— on  cood  security. 

MaL  £y  !  where  do  you  find  security  for  mo- 
ney that  you  give  ? 

p  2 
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Benj.  In  the  acknowledgment  of  my  own 
heart  -  a  clear  conscience  is  petter  as  a  clear  estate. 

Ger.  Do  you  know  this  young  woman  ? 

Benj.  Vat,  Miss  Annette?  lam  proud  to  ac- 
knowledge that  I  do— -she  is  a  cood  girl — and  a 
fair  dealer. 

Mai.  A  dealer !  oh— now  we  come  to  the 
point* 

Ger.  What  was  the  article  you  purchased  of 
her  this  morning  for  three  crowns  ? 

Beiy.  It  was  a  shilver  spoon.  (All  betray  emo- 
tion). 

Ger.  A  silver  spoon ! 

jk/d/.  Good  I  (writing). 

Hen.  Annette!  is  this — 

Arm.  The  truth,  Henry— nothing  but  the 
truth— but  produce  that  spoon,  Benjamin— shew 
it— compare  it — my  hfo— my  good  name— a// 
depends  on  that. 

Benj.  It*s  quite  impossible,  ma  tear.  I  popped 
him  into  a  crusible,  and  melted  him  down  immedi- 
ately. 

Mar.  Then  I  wish  you  had  popped  in  after  it, 
with  all  my  soul. 

Ger.  Tell  me,  Annette— on  your  answer  all 
must  depend — how  came  that  spoon  in  your  pos- 
session  ?  Who  gave  it  to  you  ? 

Ann.  I  must  not,  dare  not  speak« 

Hen.  Distraction! 

Ger.  'Tis  too  evident!  This  mystery  confirms 
it ;  and  painful,  agonizing  as  I  feel  the  confession,. 
I  am  bound  in.  duty,  injustice,  to.  admit — this 
looks    like  guilt. 

Mai.  I  commit  her. 
,      Hen.  Commit  her,  commit  Annette  to  prison  1 

Dame  G.  She  shall  not  stir— it  was  my  pro- 
perty, and  I  forgive  her. 
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Ger.  Wife,  your  compassion  conmestoo  late; 

'tis  no  longer  you,  but  public  justice,  that  must 

be  8atisfied<~miserable,  infatuated  girl  I  one  word 

iQay  clear  your  fame,  and  still  you  hesitate. 

Ann.  Press  me  no  further — I  ought — I  must 

*  be  silent. 

MaL  Lead  on,  then. 

(Malcour  speaks  with  an  Officer^  who  goes 
out). 
Hen.    Stay  yet  a    moment-- quick,    mother, 
bring  one.  of  the  same  set  from  which  this  in 
question  has  been  lost. 

(Mrs.  Gerald  runs  to  the  Buffet^  and  returns 

with  a  Spoon — Gerald,  Martin,  and  Filial 

gers  draw  near^  and  anxiously  regard  the 

responses  q/*  Benjamin). 

Hen.  Now,  on  your  oath,   declare,  was  that 

you  purchased  of  Annette  this  morning,  plain  or 

fluted  ? 

BenJ.  It  was  fluted.   (The  group  express  sor^ 

row). 
Hen.  Had  it  a  cypher  ? 

JBenJ.  Let  me  think  a  moment—Yes,  yes— 
Dere  vas  a  cypher. 

Hen.  And  you  remember  the  letter  ? 
Ben;.  I  do — G— G,  vas  the  letter. 
u4nn.  (Apart).  Oh  fatal  coincidence ! — Gran- 
ville £md  Gerald  ! — the  initials  are  the  same ! 

Hen.  One  question  more,  and  I  have  done. 
{Snatches  the  Spoon  from  them^  and  presenting  it 
to  Benjamin) — Here,  take  it,  examine  it— the 
make,  the  pattern,  the— remember  on  your 
oath — 

Ben;.  (In  great  agitation^  after  looking  at  it, 
and  fixing  a  look  of  pity  ofi  Annette,  exclaims) 
As  I  hope  for  mercy,  to  the  best  of  my  remem* 
brapce^  they  are  alike  1  (Pause^^Soldiers  enter). 
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Arm.  Henry  ? 

Hm.  Oh,  Annette  1  I  loved,  I  adored  you! 
you  have  destroyed  my  happiness— you  have  de- 
stroyed yourself :— yet  still  I  love  you.  \Heiki^cni$ 
himself  into  his  Father's  arms). 

Ann.  I  am  unfortunate,  but  on  my  soul  not 
guilty.  (The  Soldiers  lay  hold  of  her).  Oh,  Henry, 
do  Dot  forsake  me! — as  Heaven  is  my  witness,  I 
am  innocent — I  am  innocent ! 

(Music — They  lead  her  tack  as  she  speaks — • 
Henry  attempts  to  follow  ker  /  is  withheld 
by  Gerald — Mrs.  Gerald  hides  her  foce 
with  her  handkerchief-- the  Jew  appears 
overwhelmed  with  grief;  and  Maf  tin  iro^en 
hearted — The  Curtain  falls  on  the  picture). 

END  oip  ACT  II. 


ACT    III. 

SCENE  I. 

The  Prison — Anne-^.tk  discovered. 

(Music,  as  the  Curtain  rises,) 

j4nn4  O,  my  poor  father  !-r^What  will  become 
of  him  !  When  the  story  of  his  daughter's  shame 
&^la^  strike  a  deeper,  deadlier  "wound  upon  his 
heart,  he'll  sink  at  once  beneath  afflictions,  al* 
ready  too  severe  for  nature  ta  support. — Long  ere 
this,  he  will  have  sought  in  the  appointed  spot-^ 
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he  will  have  sought  in  vain,  and  think  perhaps 
that  my  neglect,  my  inattention— No— no,  he 
could  never  think  unkindly  of  his  child~4ie  will 
know  some  accident  has  prevented  my  obedience, 
and  wait  until  to-morrow  !  he  must  not  again  be 
(lisappointed — one  way  is  left— this  Cross ! — but 
to  whom  can  I  apply,  in  whom  can  I  confide— 
Mr.  Gerald  ?  Henry  ? — no— it  would  excite  en- 
quiries which  I  dare  not  answer — increase  suspi- 
cions that  may  at  last  destroy  me.  (Martin  heard 
€U  the  Portal  with  Bert  rand). 

Ber.  You  can't  see  her — ^'tis  impossible. 

Mar.  I  know  its  impossible  while  you  keep  the 
door  locked. 
^Ann.  Ah  !  Martin— to  him  I  may  entrust  it, 
(Takes  the  Cross  from  hernech)-^\i\s  affection  and 
simplicity  will  secure  both  success  and  secrecy. 

Enter  Bertrand  a;2£{  Martin— BsRTRANDjbome$ 
to  Annettb,  and  exit. 

Mar.  There  she  stands,  poor  girl;!— as  patient 
as  a  lamb,  and  as  innocent,  TU  be  i^orn,  as 
I  am.     I  shall  never  be  able  to  speak  to  her. 

Arm.  Martin,  my  good  Martin  I  I  was  wish« 
ing  much  to  see  you — it  may  be  the  last  time  I 

Mar.  Oh,  Miss  Annette,  don't  talk  in  that 
way. 

Ann.  It  is  in  your  power  to  render  me  a  most 
essential  service* 
.    Mar.  In  mine  ! 

Ann.  In  yours  alone. — ^You  observed  that  they 
took  from  me  this  morning,  the  money,  for 
which  I  had  the  greatest  necessity— 

Mar.  Oh,  yes — but  that  wn5  quite. regular— 
however,  I  am  glad  they  took  it. 

Ann.  Glad ! 
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Mar.  Wtry-^f  Putting  his  hand  in  hu  Podtet) 
For  as  I  helped  to  get  you  into  trouble,  it  is  but 
fair  that  I  should  do  my  best  to  get  yod  out  again 
— so  I  broke  open  my  box— and  if  there  is  enough 
(She  puts  it  away  J  -  Oh  pray^  pray,  take  it,  for 
Tm  sure  if  it  doesn't  help  to  do  you  service,  I 
shall  never  live  to  enjoy  it — {Ready  to  cry). 

Ann.  No;  Martin,  I  only  wish  you  to  advance 
a  sum  equal  to  that  I  have  lost,  and  carry  it 
where  I  desire  you — At  the  end  of  the  village,  a 
little  way  on  the  road  to  Paris,  there  is  an  old 
willow — 

Mar.  I  know  it  very  well — ^Lord  !  that  willow 
was  growing  there  when  I  was  a  little  boy— it  waa 
in  climbing  that  tree—   , 

Ann.  Well,  well — in  the  hollow  of  that  tree,  I 
would  have  you  deposit  this  money — 

MaK.  Put  money  in  a  hollow  tree  1— why 
you  don't  mean  to  say — 

Ann.  You  promised  not  to  ask --This  little 
Cross  is  their  full  value — take  it. 
*  Mar.  NotI,— rilnot  touch  it— pray  do  not 
think  me  such  a  brute  as  to  take  il  from  you — 
now  J — 

Ann.  Then  I  must  not  accept  your  services. 

Mar.  Ah,  but  I  know  what  is  to  be  done/  and 
it  shall  be  done— you  can't  get  out  to  prevent  me. 

Ann.  Alas,  no! 

Mar.  Confound  my  tongue !  (Vexed  at  him^ 
self).  Oh,  Annette,  my  heart  is  so  full,  and 
my  head  so  empty,  that  I  can  feel  for  you — but  I 
can't  talk  to  yovi— (Greatly  affected). 

Ann.  Grood fellow!  be  comforted.  One  thing 
else,  and  then  farewell  I  —This  ring  I  have  plaited 
with  my  own  hair — ^give  it  to  Henry — tell  him 
that  my  last  wish — my  latest  prayer— tell  him  to 
pity— not  to  despise  me. 
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I  shall  blubber 
—good  bye,  but' 

ill! 

'fliccrs  wait  till  f 

iru 
.  aside— berc*«  the 
i  member  your  pro- 


Tck,  andasMzkoor 
*\ey  go  out  of  the  Pri^ 

most  of  mj   i:rrt^r^( 

>    coone—discoTer  z 

'^z  woman,  I  a^  cxrrje 

li    Grsfid  Jii'ige  f^f  lajbea 

tJ^.<?.  ai-d  in  a  few  cJi^utef 

u  tr  *.. 

Jici  !^  irifil  I  I  a:!;  ir-'xioer:.!— 

— ;       \  L%yv^  bjt  ztn  wZ  :-^  to 
i  ser  1       1,  to  Cicar  i  >yr  'jt^a- 
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Ann.  N0|  Sir  !—^  Assistance  nevv  can  be  va- 
luable, when  profFer^d  by  a  villaiii  I 
Mat.  iVs  ail  over  then  ! 

Ent^  GbralDi  with  a  Paper^He  speaks  to  Baa- 

TUAND. 

Ger.  Malcour  here!  no  matter — this  paper 
admits  me  to  your  prisoner.  This  is  an  order 
which  must  be  executed,  strictly  and  rigorously 
t-i-^tis  from  the  Graad  Judge  (Exit  &;rtrand) 
Ah,  my  poor  girl  1 

Aral.  O  Sir,  do  not  abandon  me^^I  am  with* 
«ut  a  friend— almost  without  hope  I 

Ger.  (Aside).  I  must  be  firm — Annette,  fi>r* 
give  me,  that  I  am  forced  to  doubt— <io  not 
think  me  Gruel«— the  strength  of  the  accusations, 
and  your  unaccouotable  rdtisal  to  confute  them, 
weigh  heavy  on  my  heart,  and  curbs  each  thought 
tliat  rises  to  proclaim  you  innocent— open  then 
your  soul— -tell  me — by  what  fatality  you  have 
thus  involved  yourself? 

Ann.  A  vow— -that  never  shall  be  broken — 
chains  my  utterance— the  secret  is  not  mine— I* 
can  prove  nothing,  prckluce  nothing  in  my  de- 
fence :— one  only  witness  might  have  clearea  me, 
but  now !  even  his  evidence  would  not  avail — ^he 
would  be  considered  an  accomplice,  and  lose  him* 
self,  without  releasing  me. 

Ger.  iPbat  oath  cannot  be  binding,  which 
affects  your  life— the  danger  you  are  in,  absolves 
it. 

Ann*  Never,  never !  (Malcour  advances). 

Mai.  It  is  near  the  hour  of  trial,  Mr.  Gerald* 

Ger.  Check  your  impatience,  Sir^when  your 
own  hour  of  trial  comes,  you  will  not  be  so 
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eager  (Malcour  retreats  amdzi^d)  ^Annette,  I  am 
come  to  lead  you  to  your  Judge — *tis  I  that  must 
denounce  you  at  the  tribunal~and  — unfore- 
seen  necessity,  'tis  I  must  there  stand  forth  your 
prosecutor ! 

^nn.  You  ! 

Ger.  It  \i'iU  be  your  last  examination — I  dread 
to  tell  you  with  what  rapidity  the  sentences  of 
this  Court  are  pronounced  and  executed— if  yott 
refuse  to  8peak«-*it  may  be  possible-^lhat  thb 
day  — 

^im.,1  may  be  condemned  ! 

Ger.  Yes! 

^nn.  Then*— I  must  seek  resignation  in  the 
joyful  certainty,  that  when  I  am  unconscious  erf 
the  triumph,  my  innocence  will  appear  beyond 
the  shadow  of  a  doubt.  Your  poor  Annette  may 
go  dishonoured  to  the  grave,  but  tears  of  remorse 
and  pity  must  fall  to  consecrate  her  memory. 

Ger.  What  am  I  to  think  1  j^ason,  reflection, 
oonvicticn — ^all  are  stagger*d  by  that  air  of  truth 
—  no,  no,  a  guilty  mind  never  yet  possessed  such 
calmness  in  such  extremity. 

jfnn.  Will  you,  dear  Sir,  without  disguise,  re- 
ply to  one  enquiry  ?-*  it  would  ease  my  almost 
broken  heart. 

Ger.  Slncerely--<^I  will. 

jlfm.  Henry!  your  son!— if  I  should  fall, 
what  will  be  his  thought  ?*— 

Ger.  That  your  fate  has  been  unmerited. 

jinn.  And  you  ? — 

Ger.  I !  I  sdways  consider  every  person  inno- 
cent till  they  are  proved  guilty. 

Ann.  Then  I  shall  not  die  without  consolation  ! 

Mai^  Sorry  to  interrupt— but  the  Court  is 
waiting,  and — 

Ger.  You  are  too  busy,  Sir-rl  shall  be  respon- 
tible—  G  2 
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Mat  Not  conscious  of  any  deficiency  in  my 
duty,  Mr.  Gerald — 

Ger.  Except  where  interest  and  your  passions 
promptyou  to  betray  it — had  Annette  been  more 
complying,  you  would  have  been  less  ^seTere-^but 
I  know  you,  Sir,  and  the  world  will  know  you  for 
a  wretch,  composed  of  more  vice  than  folly— 
with  just  head  enough  to  contrive  crime,  but  not 
heart  enough  to  feel  its  consequences— a  reptile, 
dangerous  in  every  stage  of  its  existence,  whose 
very  atmosphere  is  infection,  and  whose  very 
touch  is  poison.  [^Exit  Malcour. 

— Come,  child,  be  composed — an  upright  Judge 
will  never  suffer  an  examination  dictated  by  re- 
venge, to  weigh  the  tythe  part  of  a  hair,  against 
a  fellow  creature^s  life, 

Bertrand   enters  with   two  Soldiers^  who  plac$ 
themselves  on  each  side  of  the  Portal. 

'  Bert.  (In  a  subdued  voice).  The  prisoner  is 
6ummon*d. 

jinn.  I  am  ready — Come,  conduct  me. 

Ger^  Annette !  my  dear  Annette !  what  im- 
perious duty  binds  you  to  become  your  own  de« 
stroyer,  I  cannot  divine— but  before  we  part,  let 
me  hope  that  the  persuasion  of  your  Judge  will 
effect  a  disclosure  that  I  have  pleaded  lor  in 
vain  — remember,  on  this  point  your  life  depends 
— not  only  yours— Henry  !  the  lover  of  your 
heart — my  poor  boy's— 

Arm.  Oh,  Heavens,  do  not  augment  my  sor- 
rows— do  not  drive  me  to  despair  ! 

Ger.  Disclose,  confess  the  truth  !  I  entreat  I 
I  conjure  you!  — one  hour  hence  it  may  be  use- 
less ! 

Ann.  Then  has  hope  forsaken  ma  I    {Apart). 
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That  confession  would  cut  at  once  the  thread  of 
a  dear  father's  life  !  I  must  n6\,  think  on*t — no, 
ocver,  never! 

(Mzisic — Bert  rand  again  advances^-asGerald 
and  Annette  go  ojffl  he  appears  to  entreat 
her,  she  still  refusing — the  Soldiers  file  after 
tfiem,  htvlT^wA following). 

SCENE  ir. 

The  Vt'lage  —  on  the  left^  a  Church  with  Tower 

and  Belfry-^the  Door  of  the  Church  a  little 

open.      On   tlie   right,    the    Court- House. — In 

front  (also  on  the  right)  a  Rustic  Porch  -  the 

entrance  to  the  Farm  —  a  Sentinel  at  the  back. 

Enter  Eveard* 

Ev.  Disguise  and  terror  both  seem  needless — I 
wander  through  the  village  unregarded,  and  the 
stragglers  gaze  upon  me  while  I  pass,  as  if  thejr 
looked  on  vacancy.  Grief  is  in  every  feature  — 
in  every  movement  a  dejection  that  speaks  some 
great  calamity — yet  wherefore  should  my  mind 
forbode  ? — Illness,  the  want  of  secret  opportu- 
nity, a  thousand  circumstances  might  prevent  An* 
nelte  from  reaching  the  appointed  spot. 

Benj.  (Descending  the  Steps  of  the  Court-house)^ 
Oh,  'lis  a  cruel  prejudice— th^y  drive  me  from 
the  door  — abuse  me  -call  me  names. 

JSv.  A  stranger-r-a  wandering  outcast  like  my- 
self. I  may  accost  bim  safely,  {Apart^  and  list^ 
ening). 

BenJ.  Pless  ma  heart,  pless  ma  heart !  'tis  so 
heavy,"  I  can  hardly  move  mit  it,  and  my  poor 
old  eyes  vater  so,  I  can   hardly  see  my  vay-^but 
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somehow,  I  always  loved  her :  whenever  I  oamt 
to  te  village^  it  was  te  happiest  day  in  le  whole 
year ;  and  I  rejoieed  more  at  losing  nfty  per  cent, 
to  her^  that  I  did  to  gain  a  hundred  from  any 
pody  else.     Poor  Aqnette !  Poor  Annette  ! 

Ev.  Annette !  just  Heaven  I  let  me  be  patient 
•^the  name  is  common — and  it  may  be  possible — 

Betff.  I  shall  never  drive  anoder  pargain  mit 
advantage^^my  spirits  are  quite  proke— I  shall 
be  a  pankrupt  mitoqt  a  f9rthiog  in  the  pound-^ 
ma  trade  will  go  to  te  divel,  and  I  shall  go  to  te 
dogs. 

Ev.  Friend ! 

Bcnj.  £y !  I  am  not  your  friend-^I  am  no 
pody*s  friend — the  only  friend  I  had,  when  I 
most  wish'd  to  serve,  I  ruined — ^I'll  never  ruin 
anoder. 

£v.  Of  whom  are  you  speaking  ? 

Benj.  A  poor  girl  vat  they  have  Just  taken  to 
trial. 

Ev.  To  trial  !-^on  what  pretence  ?— 

Beuf.  They  call  her  tief-^say  she  has  betrayed 
her  {rust,  and  stole  her  mistress*  property— But 
its  a  lie!  —  its  an  abominable  lie  !— she  never  be- 
tray'd  a  human  being— she  never  stole  any  ting, 
b||t  the  affections  of  those  that  knew  her. 

£v.  And  her  name  is — 

Berif.  Annette — Annette  Granville.  (Evrard 
starts  back  iw  agony,  concealing  his  fact  toith  hU 
Cloak). 

Ev.  Dishonour^  !  disgraced  f     {Apart). 

Ben/.  Ah,  I  don*t  wonder  you  are  sorry — every 
pody  loves  her  as  if  she  \ya$  their  own  child — ^but 
when  her  father  hears  i^— 'twill  he  a  c|eath-Wow 
to  his  poor  old  heart. 

Ev»  Oh ! — (Evrard  groans). 

BenJ.  Come,  come,  restrain  you^  passions— 
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you  are  not  her  father,  are  you  ?— Vat  right  have 
you  to  make  yourself  so  miserable  ? 

(Benjamin  tvipes  his  6y$J,  and  retires  on  one 
sidCf  to  recover  himself).    * 

Ev.  Support,  sustain  me!  let  me  but  await 
the  sentence  of  my  child  with  fortitude,  and  all 
shall  be  accomplished  ^*  I  have  been  proud  in 
honesty — content  in  an  unblemished  character — 
blessed  in  the  afTections  of  a  lovely  daughter 
—Bitter,  bitter  reflection!  — I  must  resign  them 
all— I  must  have  no  child  to  comfort  my  declin^ 
ing  age— no  country  but  the  desert— no  home, 
but  in  the  grave  !  ^Exit  Evrard. 

BenJ.  Ah,  dere^s  Martin  coming. 

Enter  Martin. 

Mar.  Three  crowns  in  a  hollow  tree  I  there 
can  be  no  security  in  such  a  bank— the  finn^a 
rotten  .-but  it*s  done  -O !  you  are  there,  are  you 
(Zb  Benjamin) — We  have  made  a  pretty  business 
of  it  between  us. 

Benf.  When  pad  luck  is  to  be  had,  I  am  aU 
ways  in  le  market — it  has  caused  me  more  trouble 
as  all  my  monish. 

Mar.  So  it  has  me — but  Tve  just  got  rid  of 
some,  (pulls  out  monei/) — ^Now  Til  count  how 
much  trouble  I  have  left — {sits  on  a  benoh  by  the 
porch). 

Benj.  Vafs  all  dat  ? 

Mar.  Money — I  thought  the  sight  of  it  would 
brighten  up  your  countenance — {beginning  to 
count).  ^ 

Benj.  Shall  I  count  it  for  you,  ma  tear  ? 

Mar.  No,  I  thank  you— I  am  richer  than 
I  thought  I  was.  This  fine  new  half-crown 
piece  was  poor  Annette^s  {the  Magpie  appears  at 
the  Gate). 
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Benj.  Annette's ! — how  much  do  you  ask  for 
him  ? 

Afar  ril  never  sell  it — 'twas  her  keepsake  — 
and  no  living  creature  shall  ever  take  it  from  me. 

Pie.  Martin  !  Martin  ! 

Mar,  Ey  I  ihat  rascally  bird  again  — get  away, 
you  brute,  go!  (throws  Hat  at  Bird^  who  flies 
back  to  enclosure)  — even  thBt  Magpie  bore  false 
witness  against  her,  poor  girl — but  I  wish  you 
wouldn't  talk  of  her— I  shall  never  be  able  to 
keep  count  if  you  do — one,  two,  three — I  sup- 
pose you  know  that  rogue  of  a  Justice  is  found 
Out  at  last. 

Benj.  Found  out  !  Vat!  is  te  tog  discovered  ? 
Come,  come,  tings  look  better — but  can  te  news 
be  depented  upon  ? 

Mar.  To  be  sure  it  can— he  has  embezzled  the 
public  money,  and  been  committed  to  prison. 
He'll  be  transported,  to  a  certainly, 

Benj.  So,  shall  I  — mit  delight,  mit  joy  1  Oh, 
I'm  a  good  man  again  !  *ril  go  and  tell  Annette 
all  vat — Oh  tear,  I  forgot,  I  forgot. 

Mar,  {Comes  forward).  I  wihh  you  had  forgot 
— plague  on't,  you  have  put  me  out  again. 

(During  the  foregoing^  the  Magpie  perches 
on  the  Berichf  and  flies  away  with  the  Half- 
crown  piece). 

Benj.  Ey !  Look  at  te  pird,  look  at  te  Magpie  ! 

Mar.  Stop  thief,  stop  thief !  — she  has  got  my 
half-  crown  piece  I 

Benj.  Vat  a  sensible  pird— I  wish  I  could  get  a 
nest  of  teyoung  ones. 

Mar.  There  she  goes— confound  her! 

Benj.  Veil,  I've  heard  a  great  teal  about  mo- 
ney flying  !  but  I  never  saw  it  fly  before— Ah  ! 
ah! 
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Mar.  A  devilish  food  joke,  isn-t  it !  — ^but  its  as 
old  as  you  are — See  1  see  1  she  is'  gone  into  that 
hole  in  the  belfry  window — if  I  oould  but  scrannble 
up — Ah,  the  door  is  open !  Come,  come  and 
help  me -^  {They  go  in). 

{Music— The  Officers  of  Justice^  with  Soldiers^ 
and  the  Filiagers,  come  from  the  Court- 
house — Annette  in  custody ^  as  having 
been  found  guilty-^as  shepasse^  the  Church^ 
porch  she  kneels^  faints  ;  and  is  led  off  by 
one  of  the  Soldiers^  the  Crowd  following). 

(Evrard  comes  forward). 

Ev.  All  is  oVer,  all  is  concluded !  they  return 
with  her  to  prison'. 

f  Henry  descends  the  steps  of  the  Court  house^ 
followed  by  Gerald  and  his  /f7/J?— Martin 
at  the  same  time  is  seen  going  up   to  the 
Be/fry). 

Hen.  O,  *tis  a  stain  upon  the  name  of  Justice, 
that  never  can  be  cancelled — Leave  rne,  father — 
dear  mother,  let  me  pass — 1  roust,  I  will,  see 
and  speak  to  her. 

Dame  G.  No,  no  ;come  in ;  come  home  with  us« 

Ger.  Henry,  I  command  you! — why  inflict 
qpon  her  heart  another,  and  an  unavailing  par^  ? 
•  Hen.  Oh  torture  !  there  was  no  proof!  all  was 
surmise.  The  evidence  was  circumstantial,  not 
positive,  and  yet  they  have  condemned  her ! 

Ev.  Condemned  !  speak,  tell  me  1  what  is  her 
sentence  ? 

Ger.  Who  demands  it  ? 

Dame  G.  Ah  I  \  know  him*  well,  I  remember 
his  features — 'tis  Granville  ! 

Her.  How!  —Her  father  ! 

Ev.  Aye,  her  distracted-*her  heart-broken 
father ! 
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Ger.  Miserable  man  !  at  what  a  tim^  ! 

£v.  Let  me  know  the  worst— I  am  prepared. 
{Gerald  turns  Jram  him)  -^Nay,  do  not  agonise 
me  by  suspense. 

Hen.  Hear  it  then  from  me.  (Evrard  grasps 
Ids  hand) — they  have  sentenced  h^r-a-to  de^th  ! 

Ev.  Death  1 

(Martin  looking  from  the  Belfry), 

Mar.  Holloa !  stop,  stop !  come  back,  come 
back!  Annette  is  innocent!  Annett|g  is  inno- 
cent!  (He  pulls  the  Bell  violently). 

{The  Crowd  return) — Huzza!    huzza! 

Mar.  Annette  is  innocent  I—Fve  found  the 
Fork  !  Tve  found  the  Spoon  !  —Annette  is  inno- 
cent ! 

Crowd.  Huzza !  huzza  1 

Ev.  Merciful  Providence  1 

Hen.  Innocent  I  Who  affirms  it  ?        . 

Mar.  I— I  affirm  it — here  are  the  very  things 
we  have  lost — (Benjamin  comes  from  tlie  Door  of 
the  Church) — She  is  innocent  I  I  can  swear  to 
them,  and  I  will  swear  to  them  ! 

Benj.  So  vill  I — I'll  take  my  oath  of  'em  when 
I  see  •em. 

Qer.  Throw  them  down — quick,  Martin, quick ! 

Dame  G.  Into  my  apron.  (She  holds  her  apron^ 
an4  Martin  throws  them) --As  I  live,  the  very 
same  !  Here  is  the  Fork  lost  a  fortnight  ago — and 
here,  the  very  Spoon  that  has  caused  us  all  this 
misery. 

Hen.  Annette!  thou  art  mine  again  !  {Rushes 
through  the  Croivd). 

Ger.  Oh  joyful  discovery! — they  are  indeed 
the  same  ! 

Ev.  {fVlio  has  Usieiicd  tvith  anxiety)  What  said 
you — a  spoon  -  a  silver  spoon  ? 
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Ger.  Aye! — 

Ev.  And  Annette — 

G^.  Dieposed  of  one  exactly  similar  this  morn- 
ing early— but  for  what  purpose,  no  power  could 
force  her  to  disclose. 

Bv.  (Clasping  his  hands).  It  was  to  save  her 
father  I  Oh,  generous,  exalted  girl !  to  shield  the 
!ifet>f  the  deserter  Evrard,  she  would  have  sacri- 
ficed her  own  1 

Ger.  Evrard!  l^vrardl— speak,  are  you  known 
by  the  name  of  Evrard  ? 

Ev.  I  am. 

Ger.  Then  be  happy,  for  all  is  well— The  vil- 
lain Malcour  is  dismissed.  I  have  been  appointed 
Magistrate  in  his  place,  and  rejoice  to  tell  you, 
that  among  his  papers,  I  found  this — which  an- 
nuls the  Order  for  your  apprehension. 

Ev.  Gerald  ! — do  you  mean — 

Ger.  Yes,  Granville,  you  are  pardon'd,  your 
Captain  generously  confessed  that  he  had  pro- 
voked the  insult  which  you  offered;— with  his 
own  hand  he  drew  up  a  Memorial,  and  presented 
it  to  the  King — the  King  has  signed  it,  and  you 
are  pardon'd. 

Mar.  Come  out,  you  villain ! — {Bringmg  the 
Magpie  from  the  Belfry -totver^  and  holding  it 
from  above  the  Porch.)  -  Here,  godmother,  here's 
the  thief!  your  darling  devil  of  a  Magpie !— • 
Benny,  my  boy,  set  the  bell  ringing  for  joy,  and 
bring  all  the  neighbours  to  hear  the  news  ! 

(Benjamin  pulls  the  Bell — Iluzza's  !  repeated 
by  the  Crowd — Henry  bears  Annette  in 
his  arms  to  the  Fronts  followed  by  the  muU 
titude,  exclaiming,  ** Annette  is  innocent! 
Annette  is  innocent  /" — hnn^titrushes  into 
her  Father  s  embrace) — ^ 
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Ev.  Annette  1  my  dear  child  !— • 

jitm.  Oh,  Father!— Father!— 

Crowd.  Huzza !  huzza !  She  is  innocent,  she 
is  innocent! 

Ger.  Now  friends,  follow  us.  Those  who  have 
sympathised  in  our  affiictions,  have  the  best  right 
to  partake  of  our  felicity  ;  and  while  we  celebrate 
this  happy  triumph  of  innocence  and  virtue,— -let 
us  not  forget  the  danger  of  trusting  to  appear^* 
ances— but  learn  to  accuse  with  caution,  and  con- 
demn with  justice. 

Crowd.  Huzza!  huzza!—- 

{The    Characters  form   Tableau^     and  the 
Curtain  falls). 
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DRAMATIS  PEHSONiE. 

RohiMon  Crusoe^  •••••••»•••••••••••• Mr.  Farley. 

Friday  (a young  Carib  attacked  to.         ^^.^^^j. 

hitn)^  ••• .•••^••••...•.•.••.•••.••••••.  J 

Iglou,  a  Carib  Chief  (Fridays  Fa-  j  ^^  ^ 

Pariboo   {Chief  of  the   Cannibal.  ^^^  ^^^^^^ 

JLTtoCj^     »»,,»»•••••••••••••••••••*••••••••••••••  3 

Diego  iCrusoe^s  Son,  and  Captain  |  ^^  Abbott, 

of  the  Vessel),  ••••••••••••••• ••#••••••  3 

Bluff  (the  Mate  of  Diego's  Ship)y     Mr.  Emery. 
Windlass    (the    Boatswain,   chief  ^  ^^^  Tok^ly.    - 

3futineer),  ••..•••#•••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

Smvel  (the  Gunner^    attached  to )  j^^^  Comer. 

Windlass),   ....•..........^-..^ •...  1 

Block  {Foremast-man,  ditto)^  ..mm..    Mr.  Howell. 
Gttiine/  (rffWo),   ...M......«...................    Mr.  King. 

Stern  (ditto),    ....... Mr.  W.  Chapman. 

Nipcheese  {Ship's  Steward),    .......    Mr.  Blanchard. 

Antikoo  {an  Indian),    . — h rr    Mr.  Ellar. 

Inis  (Crusoe's  Wife),    ., —    Mrs.  Parker. 

Indian  Girls,  Quadroons,  ................    Misses  Dennett. 

Cannibals  of  the  Hostile  Tribe,  Caribs  of  the 
Friendly  Tribe,  Seamen,  Mutineers,  S^c.  Sfc. 

ScEifE,-^The  Island  on  which  Crusoe  was  wrecked. 
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ROBINSON  CRUSOE; 

OR, 

THE  BOLD  BUCANIERS. 


ACT   I. 

SCENE  I. 


Represents  that  part  of  the  Island  which  Robinson 
Crusoe  calls  his  Farm.  A  steep  hill  occupies  a 
portion  of  the  back  of  the  Scene^  in  the  side  qf 
toldch  is  the  mouth  of  the  Cave^  defended  in  front 
by  an  enclosure  of  Stakes^  which  having  taken  root, 
forms  an  impenetrable  Hedge.  On  the  opposite 
sidef  a  gentle  declivity  intersected  with  trees^ 
at  the  roots  of  which,  lies  the  trunk  of  a  Cedar, 
partly  formed  into  a  Canoe,  but  almost  con'- 
cealed  by  plants  peculiar  to  the  soil.  The  hori^ 
zon  exhibits  the  open  Sea,  and  part  of  the  Shore, 
Near  the  front,  a  hollow  Tree. 

The  Curtain  rises  to  Music-^and  a  Vessel  is  per* 
ceived  crossing  in  tfte  Distance.  Friday  appears 
on  the  Palisade,  looks  out  for  his  Master,  and 
putting  over  a  ladder,  descends,  with  a  basket, 
from  which  he  produces  a  bread- cake,  a  bunch 
of  raisins,  and  a  small  bottle  of  rum,  intended 
for  Crusoe;  he  throtcs  aside  the  bushes,  and 
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places  the  Provisions  on  the  bow  of  the  Canoe. 
(A  Dog  barks). 

Fri.  Ah  J  —da  Massa  Crusoe. 

Music. — ( The  Dog  ru^  on^ k^rin^  <|  &^  Fri- 
day takes  it,  throws  it  over  the  Enclosure^  and 
the  Dog  bounds  up  the  ladder.  Crusoe  at  the 
saine  instant  enters,  dressed  and  armed  as  de^ 
scrilied  in  his  History. — He  bed^s  the  UfptKoUa, 
on  tlie  top  of  which  is  perched  the  Parrot. — Fri- 
day welcomes  Crusoe  with  extravagant  joy). 

Cru.  Faithful^  affectionate  Fru%  I 

Par.  Friday  !  Friday ! 

Fri.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  {the  Parrot  flies  into  the 
Enclosure.  Friday  takes  oj^the  Umbrella  and  re- 
turns). 

Cm.  Now,  Friday,  take  mjf  gun. 

Music— (Friday  alarmed^^yet  fears  to  disoblige 
his  Master). 

Cru.  Courage,  courage  !— the  thunder,  asyou 
call  it,  hurts  only  the  wicked:  why  sh^i^ld  you  be 
terrified  ?  Would  you  not  u?e  it  to  de&nd  your 
Master  ?  Remember,  it  was  with  thjs.  gun  I  saved 
your  life,  when  the  ferocious  cannibals  had 
doomed  you  to  the  ;itake,  the  victim  of  a  horrid 
sacrifice. 

Music* — (Friday  intimates  his  gratitude^  and  tak- 
ing the  Gun  resolutely,  carries  it  with  the  other 
articles  up  the  Ladder). 

Cru.  What  a  treasure  did  bes^vQn  I^tpw, 
when  it  made  me  its  humbly  instrument  ip  sav- 
ing that  poor  Indian  from  destruction  t  F^r  years 
no  human  form  had  blessed  my  sight,  np  i^oice, 
eiLcept  the  sad  and.  ipaxhl  echo  of  ipy  own^ 
hadstruck  upon  my  almost  p^l^^d  ear*  rfofur  a 
fellow  beipg,  an   intelleqti:^  afsociatie,  cheers 
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niy  soTitutte,  and  I  arfi  cbntetil !  Iiappy  1  feappy, 
did  I  say  !-^no,  nd,  iny  wifte  \  tny  child— ^hom 
now,  if  yet  he  lives,  mtist  have  reached  man's  Es- 
tate. Grant,  oh  grant  he  may  never  know  hii 
ftthet* s  Misery,  Friday ! 

FVi.  Massa!— (/row  the  Palisade.) 

Cm.  We  fnuM  to  )out  daily  task. 

Music—  (Crusoe  puts  aside  the  branches  which 
conceal  the  Canoe^  and  prepares  himself  for  la^ 
bow). 

Cm.  For  two  years  past^  a  portion  of  bach 
day  has  been  allotted  to  complete  this  almost 
hopetesjB  labour ;  but  for  the  assistance  of  that 
fiiithful  creature,  I  had  abandoned  the  attempt. 
{He  perceives  the  bottle,  &c.)  Ah,  this  is  well,  nc* 
customed  to  my  wants,  he  anticipates  them  all. 

Mt;sic.-^(7^  Dog  leaps  the  Palisade^  with  a 

Basket^  from  wAtcA  Crusoe  takes  a  Hatchet). 
Avcn  toy  poor  dpg  does  not  tieg;lect  his  duty : 
^all  I  afone  despair  I  No,  Visions  of  home  and 
liberty  revive  and  strengthen  iii  toy  heart. 

Music. — {The  Dog  obeys  the  signal  of  Crusoe, 
and  disappears  as  he  begins  to  u^or^— Friday 
appears  on  the  Hill,  and  starts  at  observing 
some  unexpected  object). 

Pri.  Massa  1  Massa  ! 

Cru.  What  now  ? 

Fri.  Canoes!  canoes! 

Cru.  Canoes ! 

tri.  One,  two,  tree,— (Vww  doumj 

Cru.  Ah  !  perhaps  a  vessel— relief !— No,  no.; 
he  counted  several— still  it  to&y  be^— 
Music  (A— (Friday  has  arrivtd  close  to  his  Muster 

in  great  terror). 

Cru.  Why  do yort  tremble? 
B  2 
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Music. — (Friday  describe  the  arrival  offydians, 
by  imitating  tk^ir  March ;  then  their^  purpose, 
by  crossing  his  hands,  as  if  bound  at  the  wrists 
like  a  Prisoner;  lastly ^  their  intentum^  by  the 
action  of  dispatching  th^  i^iciim  and  devouring 
him).  -  • 

Cm.  Cannibals!  a  prisoner!  a  sacrifice?  (Friday 

assents  to  each  exclamation).  Horrible  I  may  not 

your  terrors  have  deceived  you  ? 

Music— (Friday  instantly  draws  Crusoe  aside, 
and  points  to  th^  Shore,  where  three  Canoes  are 
seen  to  pass)* 

— Ha!  't  is  even  so— they  land  !— quick,  remove 
every  object  that  may  betray  us ;  and  above  all, 
secure  the  dog. 

Music,  Piano. — (During  which,Qvxksot exclaims, 
^>  Fear  nothing-^conceal  yourself^n  the  Canoe, 
and  stir  not — speak  not,  on  your  /z^. "-^Friday 
jumps  through  the  bushes,  and  looks  out^  first  at 
his  Master,  then  towards  the  approaching  In^ 
dians. — Crusoe  prepares  his  gun,  i£c.  and  as 
he  ascends  the  ladder^  which  he  draws  after  him, 
exclaims  "  they  come!  from  the  heights  I  shall 

•    command  them).** 

Music,  Forte. — (Pariboo,  the  Cannibal  Chief,  en* 
ters-^examines  thfi  spot,  and  beckons  forward 
his  troop,  who  having  made  a  circuit  of  the 
Stage,  place  their  prisoner  Iglou  against  a 
stake;  and  at  this  instant^  Friday  exclaims' in 
great  agitation,  "  Father  /"  The  Savages  pause 
in  alarm;  Fariboo  brandishes  his  Clui,  and 
the  rest  immediately  regain  confidence.  '  Iglou 
^'Ttms forward,  and  implores  his  life  ^  he  isagam 
seized,  and  as  Fariboo  advances  to  dispatch 
him,  Friday  throws  forward  the  Flask  of  Rum. 
The  groupe  look  round  with  surprize,  till  the 
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Chief,  impatient  at  the  intermptiony  rushes  with 
savage  impetuosity  to  the  sacHJice.  Crasoe  at 
this  instant  fires — the  Indians  rush  off  yelling 
with  apprehension.  Pariboo,  more  resolute,  ap^ 
pears  to  mark  tlie  spotjrom  whence  the  fire  pro* 
ceeded.  Crusoe  again  fires,  and  the  Chief 
hounds  off.  Friday  springs  from  his  conceaU 
ment,  and  raises  his  Father,  who  trembles  with 
his  face  to  the  earth  in  the  utmost  terror.  Cru- 
soe arrives  injroni). 

Fri.  Oh  Massa,  Massa,  thunder  kill  him  I 
Cru.  Not  so— I  fired  beyond  them,  no  one  is 
hurt. 

Music,  Lively. — (Friday,   rejoiced,  runs  for  the 
Bottle  J  supports  Iglou,  and  puts  it  to  his  mouth). 

Cru.  What  means  this  unusual  agitation  }  he 
must  have  seen  this  man  before.  Friday,  do  you 
remember  him  ? 

Fri.  Oh  Massa!  him  Iglou,  Friday  father ! 

Cnu  His  father!  Providence  I  thank  thee! 
even  in  this  solitude  I  do  not  live  in  vain  ~  I  have 
restored  a  parent  to  his  odspring !  He*Il  soon  re* 
cover ;— *lead  him  to  the  cave,  whilst  I  observe 
these  monsters  in  their  flight,  and  see  that  none 
remain. 
MvBzo.-^(Iglou  recover^^'-^tarts  at  the  appearance 

of  Qx\xMe^^¥r\6xy  explains  to  him  the  obliga^- 

tion  they  are  under  to  his  Master.    Iglou  falls 

at  the  feet  of  Crusoe,  Friday  on  the  opposite  side^ 

embracing  his  knees). 

Cnu  Happy,  happy  moment ! 

Tableau — Scene  closes. 
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SCENE  IIv 

The  entrance  efa  Wood  near  the  Shore. 

Enter  Switbl  and  Nifchbese. 

Swiv.  Come,  master  steward^  let  out  a  reef 
and  freshen  your  way  ;  you  lag  astern  bs  if  you 
verc  afraid  of  being  boarded. 

Nip.  So  I  am  afraid^  and  no  wonder,  (i^onsidering 
the  cursed  scrape  I  have  got  into.  Piagu^  on  the 
mutiny,  I  say^  instead  of  saving  an  honest  penny. 
I  may  be  hanged  like  a  dog,  and  lose  alL  Did 
you  say  the  boatswain  had  turned  the  mate 
ashore  ? 

Swiv.  I  did;  he  would  not  join  us^  so  we  set 
him  adrift  without  rudder  or  compass,  tie  strkg- 
gled  off  to  seek  a  birth  here  in  the  woodd;  but 
what  argufies  that^  you  are  not  afraid  of  a  mail 
without  arms,  are  you  ? 

JPfip.  No!  but  he  has  two  devilish  long  urtns, 
to  my  certain  knowledge,  and  a  coupte  Of  thilMp- 
lAg  fi«t8  at  the  end  of  them  too.  I  shouldn't  like 
him  to  settle  accounts  with  me  just  now. 

Alrjb.  Well,  don*t  stand  palavering  here-^ 
'twas  this  way  we  heard  the  gun. 

JUp^  Was  it?  Then  Itbink  we  had  better gO 
Ae  other  (mwing  ojf)^ 

Swi^  Whati  sheer  offl 

Nip.  Ohj  Fm  not  ashamed  to  cotif^lM  Mjr  fail- 
ings ;  I  always  have  more  satisfaction  in  escaping 
danger  than  meeting  it* 

Swiv.  Ay,  ay,  Master  Nipcheese^  we  know 
you*d  rather  grub  in  the  bread-room  than  go 
aloft. 

iVij&.  I  am  glad  of  it :  the  worse  you  know  of 
me,  the  less  chance  you'll  have  of  being  disap- 
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pointed.  Cour^  is  all  ver^  proper  io  9  guniier» 
but  what  have  I  to  do  with  it,  that  am  only  ship* 
steward  and  super-cargo  ? 

Swm  Why^  yoij  chick^en-hearted  ungrateful 
cur,  won*t  you  save  all,  }Our  slops  and  bread  bags 
byiU 

Nip;.  That's  veify  Xtvk^  ;  I  shouldn*t  likis  to  low 
my  little  prQperty. 

Swiv,  Thea  V^ce  up  your  heart,  ^nd  be  a,  man. 

iVf/i.  Well,,  I  will,  I  will ;  give  me  your  hand  a 
!;^ks,  Tve  pot  spme  mettle  in  me,  tboueh  I 
dott'tbjragpfit.  {Th  Suva^esydlwithm^^'^hdt^ 
the  devil's  that  I 

Swiv.  Eh!  we  shall  have  a  squall  presently, 
ip^Stivagcs  shoup). 

jNip.  A  squall  witb  a  vengeance!  Zounds! 
they  are  savages ! 

Swiv.  Aod  bearing  dowa  upon  us  ^ 

N^M  Lord  save  us,  and  bless  us  1 

(Runs  into  the  W6o(t—th6  Savages  Jfy  across  the 
Singe  in  confusion  /  Fariboo  the  last^  who  turns 
to  see  i/  he*  is  punued).. 

(Nipcheese  comes  forth  to  see  if  there-  are  any 
others^  and  suddenly  facing  Pariboo,  is  pe^ 
trifled  with  aldrm^ — Swivel  appears-^^^imakes  a 
blow  at  the  Chief  who  avoids  it  with  agHity^ 
and  rushes  otU.--^ipcheese  applies  a  cfksi^botm 
tie  tfi  his  lips  J. 

Swiv.  They  are  all  off. 

Nip.  Most  happy  to  hear  it  !• 

Swiv.  There  was  a  jolly  crew  of  them. 

Nip.  Yes,  very  jolly!  I  shouldn't  like*  ta  have 
improved  my  acquaintanioe  though  with,  theb 
long  legged  first  lieutenant.— Never  saw  such^  sk 
ferocioue  looking  dog  In  my  4ayA. 
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Swiv.  They  are  Caribs,  I  take  it,  that  cros». 
Over  from  the  main,  to  sacrifice,  and  So  forth. 

Nip.  To  do  what? 

Swiv.  Belike  you  are  not  up  to  their  rigs. 

Nip^  No— can't  say  I  am. 

Swiv.  Why,  when  they  take  any  of  their  ene- 
mies in  battle^  d'ye  see,  they  just  pitch  upon  a 
little  quiet  spot,  like  this,  and  have  a  feast. 
*  JNip.  A  feast!  Cannibals!  Are  you  quite  sure 
they  won't  come  back,  and  give  us  an  invitation? 

Syfiv.  Not  they;  they  are  more  frightened 
than  you  are.-^See,  they  are  making  along  shore 
like  a  fleet  of  colliers. 

Music — (Robinson  Crusoe  enters,  as  if  tracing 
the  retreat  of  the  Indians^  and  starts  at  observ- 
ing Strangers). 

Nip.  They  embark!  they  get  aboard  their 
canoes !  Wind  and  tide  be  with  *em  1  Phew  I 
bless  us  all,  what  an  awkward  thing  it  would  have 
been^  to  have  made  one  at  their  mess !  {Drinks). 

(Swivel  tcikes  the  Bottle). 

Cm.  Europeans!  Englishmen!  Let  me  be 
cautious! 

{He  enters  the  Wood  and  watches). 

Nip.  But  where's  the  boatswain  —  where's 
Windlass  all  this  time  with  our  prisoners  ? 

Cru.  Prisoners!  What  can  they  mean? 
{Apart). 

Swiv.  He'll  soon  heave  in  sight ;  perhaps  the 
woman  has  been  troublesome. 

Nip.  I  never  knew  a  woman  that  wasn't,  my 
wife  in  articular ;  but  is  she  to  be  left  ashwe 
too? 

SwiVf,  To  be  sure ;  we  must  have  no  telUtales 
when  we  run  the  vessel  into  a  strange  port. 
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-   Cm.  They  are  mutinoerd,  pirates  I 

Stviv.  Besides,  what  should  we  get  by  parting 
Diego  from  his  mother  ? 

Cru.  Diego!  his  mother!  . Merciful  powers! 
Can  it  be  possible  ? 

Swiv.  *Twafi  the  only  way  of  getting  rid  of  our 
difficulties. 

Nip.  Humph !  and  a  pretty  sure  one  of  put- 
ting an  end  to  theirs.  However,  she'U  care  less 
for  the  loss  of  her  property,  than  her  disappoint* 
roent  in  finding  this  man— this  what-d'ye^call 
bim,  that  was  lost  so  mdny  years  ago. 

Swiv.  Robinson — 

Nip.  Aye,  the  same — Robinson  Crusoe.  Egad, 
diere*s  not  one  wife  in  a  thousand,  that  would  run 
half  the  world  over,  as  she  has  done,  in  search 
of  an  old  husband.    {Scuffle  without). 

Stffiv,  They  make  resistance — See — (Whittle 
heard).  Bear  a  hand — that's  the  boatswain's 
whistle.  -  [Exit  Swivel. 

Nip.  I  know  it— I  wish  'twas  his  last  whistle 
with  all  my  soul !  .That  fellow  frightens  me  more 
than  Mrs.  Nipcheese.  Oh,  that  I  was  safe  under 
her  command  again  1  Any  torment  would  be  bet- 
ter than  suoh  a  life  of  jeopardy. 

H^ind.  {without).  Does  the  rascal  skulk  !  Jump 
upon  deck  here.  (Another  whistle). 

Nip.  I'm  coming !  BulUdog !  Oh  ! 

[Exit  Nipcheese. 

Cru.  Does  my  sight  mock  me !  These  tears 
perhaps— No  1  'tis  real— my  faithful  heart  at  once 
acknowledges  a  kindred  soul !  It  is — it  is  my  wife! 
What's  to  De  done  ?  To  attack  them  singly  woirid 
bfe  madness!  I'll  regain  my  habitation  by  the 
short  path  through  the  wood — watck  in  secret 
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the  departure  of  these  ruffiftns,  th«n  spring  inta 
her  arms,  and  seek  no  hooie  beyond  them. 

[Exit  to  thf(  ffo^d. 

Music— (Diego*^  voice  imtantly  heard  without), 

Diego.  Traitor,  unhand  me! 

PFind.  (without).  No  words— bear  them  along! 

(Ines  and  Diego  in  chains^  are  forced  on  with  vio* 
lence  by  a  party  of  tke  Mutineers^  Swivel  arnl 
Nipcheese  following  —  Windlass,  the  Boat^ 
swaiHj  acting  at  Commander)., 

Diego.  Infamoua,  abandoned  Wretches!  Will 
not  one  victim  serve  ?  Lost  as  you  are  to  every 
aeQ$e  of  honour  and  of  duty,  do  not  add  cruelty 
to  insult,  do  not  forget  thai  you  are  men] 

IVind.  *Tis  too  late  to  parley,  Captain ;  we 
have  taken  our  course  and  must  stick  tp  it, — if 
its  a  bad  one,  thafs  our  look  out*  Ypu  shan't  be 
left  destitute,  but  we  are  too  &r  on  our  way  naw^ 
to  ware  ship. 

Diego.  'Tis  not  for  myself  I  ask.— I  know  too 
well  your  guilty  project  makes  compassion  for 
the  man  you  thus  have  injured,  hopeless.— Be- 
hold that  female,  defenceless  and  forlorn  !  If  you 
are  not  dead  to  every  feeling  of  humanity --if  the 
prayers  of  the  unfortunate  can  reach  your  hearts, 
ere  it  be  too  late,  shew  mercy  to  a  woman,  and 
spare,  oh,  spare  and  save  my  mother  ! 

Music— (Ines  expresses  her  determination  not  to 

be  separated  from  her  Son,  by  appropriate  ac* 

tion). 

Wind.  No  more  piping,  weVe  had  enough  for 
one  spell.    Where's  the  steward  ? 

Mp.  Here  I 

Wind.  Lead  them  up  the  hill^  and  take  off 
their  irons. 

Mp.  Mel 
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^nd.  Tes,  its  al)  you  are  lit  for,  that  1  sde. 
We'll  bring  along  the  stores.  Swivel,  you  bear 
him  company,  and  mind  the  milk-sop  doesn't 
let  'em  slip. 

Mp.  What!  do  you  doubt  my  firmness  in  the 
cause? 

Wind.  No  growling—out  with  your  cheese- 
toaster,  if  you  are  not  afraid  of  the  sight  on't. 

Nip.  Afraid !— there  (drawing  his  Cutlass), 
stony-hearted  rascal!  how  I  should  like  to  run 
him  thro*  the  paunch!     (Aside), 

Wind.  Now  then,  off  with  you,  while  I  coU 
kct  the  stragglers^ 

Nip.  I  must  put  a  good  face  on  it.  Come,  wt 
can't  wait  here  all  day— (u^iVA  assumed  conse^ 
quence).  ' 

Diego.  Must  I  submit  without  a  struggle? 
Wretch !  these  chains  that  bind  my  hands^  bavo 
not  subdued  my  spirit. 

(Nipcheese  alarmed). 

Nip.  Come,  come,  Captain,  i)o  swaggering-^ 
It  won't  do  with  me. 

("Ines  entreats  Diego  to  be  patient), 

Diego.  Let  me  not  fall  without  a  blow— I  have 
strength  to  make  these  fetters  instruments  of 
vengeance,  and  thus— 

{He  swings  up  the  Chains  to  make  a  blow  at  Nip* 
cheese,  who  starts  6ac^— Windlass  and  the 
rest  spring  forward^  and  arrest  the  arm  of 
Diego). 

Ines.  (Likewise  interposing).  Not  so,  not  so,— 
'till  heaven  itself  deserts  us,  why  should  we  de- 
spair I 

Diego.  Well,  I  submit ;  but  think  not,  guilty 
and  obdurate  men,  such  crimes  will  pass  unpunish* 
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ed.    T\}e  prayers  of  the  unfortunate  witi  be  heard 
even  in  a  desert. 

Wind.  Away  with  them. 

[MusicJ] 

[E.rewn^  Diego,  Ines,  Swivel,  anrf  Nipcheese. 
—Now,  my  lads,  as  I  am  Captain,  it  behoves 
me  to  make  a  bit  of  an  oration,  just  that  we 
may  understand  each  other.— I'm  told  there  are 
tome  aboard,  that  would  rather  stick  to  their  old 
commander,  than  sail  under  Jack  Windlass  and 
a  free  flag ;  but  the  first  that  mutinies  shall  be 
run  up  to  the  yard*arm  without  mercy,  by  way 
of  example  like  to  the  rest, — You  that  are  jolly 
boys,  shall  share  alike  in  all  we  have,  and  all 
we  may  have !  We'll  sink  the  Banian  days — 
rfeep  eight  hours  instead  of  four,  work  little,  eat 
a  great  deal,  and  drink  a  double  allowance  of 
grog  every  Saturday  night. 

Mut.  Hurra! 

fVind.  What,  you  like  that,  do  you  ?  I  thought 
I  should  make  you  shew  your  grinders  at  last — 
heave  along  the  lumber  1  With  the  next  tide  we-11 
aail,  turn  our  freight  to  cash,,  and  then  hurra  for 
plunder,  and  the  bold  Bucaniers  ! 

{At  the  close  of  the  follotving  Glee^  the  Mutineers 
assist  each  other  with  the  Stores  intended  for 
the  Captives,  and  bear  them  off). 

GLEE  AND  CHORUS. 

When  tl^e  ancbpr's  a-peak^ 

And  the  ship  under  weigh, 
The  wide  ocean  we'll  seek, 

Like  a  shark  for  its  prey. 
We'll  take  what  we  can,  boys. 

Wherever  we  steer ; 
Friend  or  foe,  'tis  all  one 

To  a  bold  Bucanier. 
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Let  the  ftigaal  be  iieard 

That  a  sail  is  in  sight; 
Sword  and  hand  we  must  Jboard, 

If  they  dare  us  to  fight. 
No  danger  shall  daunt  us. 

No  odds  make  us  fear, 
We  must  conquer  or  die 

Like  a  bold  Bucanier. 

Music  continues. — (As  they  depart^  Pariboo  ap- 
pears  expressing  rage  at  the  cowardice  of  his 
Tribe,  who  have  paddled .  off  in  their  Canoes, 
and  left  him  alone  on  the  Island^He  suddenly 
marks  the  retreat  of  the  Mutineers,  and  follows 
them^  with  a  determination  to  regain  posesssion 
of /lis  lost  victim^  Iglou), 


SCENE  IIL 

Represents  that  part  of  the  Island  which  Robinson 
Crusoe  calls  his  Farm.  A  steep  hill  occupies  a 
portion  of  the  bqck  of  tfie  Scene,  in  the  side  of 
which  is  the  mouth  of  the  Cave,  defended  in  front 
by  an  enclosure  of  Stakes,  which  having  taken  root, 
forms  an  impenetrable  Hedge.  On  the  opposite 
side,  a  gentle  declivity  intersected  with  trees, 
at  the  roots  of  which,  lies  the  trunk  of  a  Cedar, 
partly  formed  into  a  Carioet  but  almost  con* 
cealed  by  plants  peculiar  to  the  soil.  The  hori^ 
zon  e^/Ubits  the  open  Sea,  and  part  of  the  Shore. 
Near  the  front,  a  hollow  T^ee. 

RoBiMSON  Cbdsob,    Iglou,    and  Fbidat    dis^ 
covered. 

Cru.  YeSt  grateful  Indian,  gladly  I  accept 
your  offer ;  but  let  me  understand  it  thoroughly; 
the  slightest  misconception  might  be  fatal  You 
Jell  me  {addressing  Friday)  that  in  a  few  hours 
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your  father  may  return  with  some  peojrfe  of  whom 
he  is  the  Chief. 

jfPriday  assents — Iglou  expresses  impatience  at  not 
understanding  them). 

— ^The  small  canoe  in  which  I  surveyM  the  island, 
though  insufficient  for  my  escape,  will  serve  his 
purpose  in  crossing  to  the  main. 

(Friday  again  assents — Iglou  more  impatient).  > 

-^Good,  should  the  wind  hold,  he  and  his 
friends  promise  to  regain  this  shore  by  day- 
break* 

[Aftwfc] 

(Friday  describes  to  Iglou  the  Dawn-^paddiing  of 
a  Canoe^  and  the  march  of  their  Tribe^^to 
which  Igloii  assents  with  vehemence^  enforcing 
his  anxious  wishes  to  serve  Crusoe,  by  appro^ 
priate  action). 

('Friday  starts  at  seeing  a  strange  objects  and 
Iglou  at  the  ^ame  time  grasps  his  Tomahawk,-^ 
Crusoe  directs  his  attention  towards  the  point 
to  which  Friday  signs,  who  at  the  some  instant 
exclaims  '^  Massa,  se  da).*' 

Cru.  Sji^nce  !  'tis  one  of  those  strangers 
whom  I  told  you  of-— unless  he  should  perceive 
tts,  let  him  pass — they  may  not  all  be  guilty  1 

Music— f'TJie  group  retire-^Blvtff  is  heard  sing^ 
ing  without^  and  enters ;  a  Cudgel  umkr  his 
arm,  and  a  Tobacco-box  in  his  hand). 

Bluff.  <<  Billy  Tailor  was  a  brisk  fcUer,  fiiU  of  with 
and  full  of  glee^ 
And  his  true  love  he  did  diskiver  to  a  lady 
fair  and  free." 

— Ah,  it  won't  do— I  may  sing  for  my  allowance 
long  enough  now,  before  the  boatswain  pipes  to 
dinner.    My  heart  is  sunk  five  fathom*— many  a 
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losing  voyage  have  I  naade  in  my  time,  and  wea- 
tberecl  many  a  rough  gale ;  but  its  datnn'd  hard 
to  be  taken  aback  at  last  by  a  set  of  &waba--*it9 
all  along  with  Jack  Windlass  the  boatswain^-^-*-! 
was  the  man  that  taught  hicn  to  hand,  reef^  and 
9teer»~and  now  the  dog  leaves  me  like  a  wreck  on 
a  lee-8hore»  eX  the  mercy  of  wind  and  weather,— 
Well,  (taking  a  quid) — it 's  all  one~^^  a  light  heart 
and  a  thin  pair  of  bree—'*  ey!  /i^eesn^  Crusoe^. 
Cru,  ril  venture.  (Advances). 

(Trlday  and  Iglou  appear). 

Blttf.  Who  the  devil!— What  cheer,  hoI~ 
Wher^  are  you  boundi-^from  whence  came  you  ? 

Cru.  Do  not  shun  me,  we  are  fellow  suffer- 
ers, and  should  assist  each  other. 

J^luffl  Indeed  1  well,  I  have  seen  strange  sights 
afore  nowy  but  smite  my  timbers — such  a  cruiser 
as  you ! 

Cru.  I  am  a  seaman  like  yourself,  cast  on  an 
unknown  coast. 

Blujf.  Like  enough— your  rigging  has  seen 
some  service*- but,  mayhap  you  take  me  fbr  a 
Bucanier  —  no  such  thing,  my  name's  Harry 
Bluff,  as  true  a  heart  as  ever  broke  biscuit.  Vm 
a  true  friend  to  the  Service,  and  an  enemy  to  all 
mutinea^  ; — so,  if  you  are  in  the  plcaroooing  line^ 
you*d  best  put  about^  d*ye  eeie,and  let  me  ahoot 
a4iead  clear  of  you. 

Cm.    I    was    not    mistaken^we    must    be 
friends — 

Blitfil  Ay,  ay!  there's  two  words  go  to  that 
bargain  tho' — sheer  off,  or  I'll  be  foul  o'your  top- 
lights. 

M.vsic,^(Tlie  Indians  f  at  the  appearance  of  con* 
tention,  start  forward)^ 
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Cm.  Hold  I  touch  him  not ! 
Bluff^.  Whew !  am  I  to  be  run  down  by  a  fleet 
o*  small  craft  ?  Hark'ee  brother,  three  to  one  are 
long  odds,  but  if  you,  or  any  of  your  squadron, 
ofier  to  board  me  without  provocation^  damn  me 
if  I  don't  scuttle  some  of  your  nobs  before  I  strike. 

Cm.  Do  not  mistalce !  tho'  you  have  not 
aeen,  you  surely  must  have  heard  of  Crusoe. 

Bhiff.  What,  Robin! 
*Crtt.  The  same. 

Bluff.  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say— you,  ey  ! 

Cm.  Yes,  Robinson  Crusoe,  the  father  of 
Diego,  the  husband  of  Ines,  those  unfortunate 
beings  whom  an  abandoned  set  of  miscreants  now 
drag  in  chains. 

Bluff.  I  know !  say  no  more.  Ods-heart !  I 
havn't  been  better  pleased— here  lend  us  a  cut- 
lass ;  if  your  shipmates  are  jolly  boys,  weMi  be  too 
strong  for  'em  yet. 

Cm.  That  must  depend  on  circumstances: 
we  must  run  no  risks ;  if  they  are  necessary,  I 
have  arms  and  ammunition  in  abundance. 

Bluff.  Why,  have  you  tho'?  Well,  an*  how. 
are  you  ? 

Cm.  Friday'.  {He  gives  Erections  io  fetch 
Arms). 

Bluff.  Ecod,  I  shall  sing  to  some  tune  yet ! 
**  A  light  heart  and  a  thin  pair  of — /•  Here,* 
take  a  bit  o'  baccy  (Crusoe  declines  the  offer). 
Oh,  well,  as  you  like. 

Cm.  Be  careful,  they  are  all  charged ! 
(Iglou  and  Friday  are  taking  Arms  over  the  Pal^ 

lisade). 

Bluff.  Henceforth  we'll  cruise  in  the  same  lati- 
tudes. Hang  me  if  I  don't  stick  by  you  as  long 
as  I  can  carry  a  rag  of  canvass. 
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Cru.  Quick  !  these  ruffians  turned  towards 
the  hill,  and  will  soon  appear. 

(Friday  anef  Iglou  run  forward  tvithArms). 

Bluff.  Never  you  mind,  Til  soon  clear  for  ac-r 
tioii.  We'll  play  'em  a  salt-water  trick  yet,  may- 
hap.—I  say,  Robin,  this  loblolly  boy  of  yours 
seefns  a  hearty  sort  o*  chap  !  give  us  your  fist, 
blacky — there's  the  hand  of  a  seaman  for  you, 
you  dog  I 

^Shakes  hands  with  Friday,  wlio  is  greatly  pleased 
with  his  new  alliance^  till  BlufT^  hearty  gripe 
changes    his   countenance^^^his   grimace  fully 

'  evinces  the  Seqman^s  strength— l^oa  angry). 

Cru.  Now  listen  to  my  purpose, 

Blicffl  Heave  away  i 

Cru.  My  first  object  is  to  ensure  the  safety 
of  Ines  and  her  son— if  they  attempt  to  injure 
them,  we  fire  ! 

Bluff*  Ay,  a  broadside  ! 

Cru.  If  they  leave  their  captives  unmolest- 
ed, we  must  create  no  alarm^  but  let  them  de« 
part; 

Bluff.  What!  with  ship  and  cargo  !  and  leave 
ns  to  drive  under  bare  poles,  without  a  mess  o* 
provision  aboard  ?  ' 

Cru.  Their  numbers  must  eventually  over- 
power us. 

Bluff.  Well,  well,  you  are  commanding  officer; 
but  if  I  come  athwart  Master  Windlass  in  a  snug 
corner,  he'd  better  be  in  Greenland^  that's  alll 

;  \^Music,  piano.^ 

Cm.  They  come! 
Bluff.  All  hands  to  quarters  then ! 

{They  conceal  themselves). 
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Inbs  and  Diego  enter,  in  deep  dejection,  attended 
by  Swivel  and  Nipchesse, 

Nip.  Ah|  this  appears  to  rne  a  very  pleasant 
ferired  sort  of  a  spot^  where  a  man  may  reflect 
on  the  vicissitudes  of  huiqibn  life  without  much 
fear  of  interruption.  What  do  you  think,  Mas- 
ter  Gunner,  ey  ? 

Swiv.  Ay,  ay,  this  will  do ;  they'll  have  no- 
body to  overhaul  *em  here.  % 
;  Nip.  (-^«(fc).  Except  the  savages.  Well  then, 
take  off  their  bracelets.  I  could  find  in  my  heart 
now  to  do  the  poor  creatures  a  kindness.  I  cer- 
tainly possess  a  great  deal  of  compassion,  but 
somehow  I  require  so  much  pity  for  myself,  that 
I  never  have  any  to  spare  for  other  people. 

Swiv. .  {wlio   has  been  employed  in  taking  off 
their  Chains).  Now  then,    let's  join  our  mess- 
>,mates. 
.     Nip.  Pho !  you  know  theyMl  join  us  presently. 

Diego.  A  last  effort!  {to  his  Mother ^  who  by 
action  expresses  the  uselessness  of  the  atiempt).^^ 
One  moment. 

Nip.  Ey ! 

Diego.  Hear  me ;  on  the  score  of  humanity  I 
perceive  you  are  inexorable ; — not  so  to  your  inte- 
rest, or  your  personal  safety.  Think  what  must 
be  your  fate,  should  justice  overtake  you. 

Nip.  Excuse  me,  Td  rather  not. 

Diego.  There  are  some  in  the  ship  who  con* 
template  this  crime  with  detestation  and  abhor- 
rence ;  aid  them  to  quell  the  mutiny,  succeed  in 
accomplishing  our  rescuei  I  not  only  guarantee 
your  pardon,  but  promise,  on  my  oam,  to  re- 
compense your  fidelity,  .with  a  sum  far  greater 
than  you  can  ever  hope  to  gain  ,by  persevering  in 
an  act  of  guilt. 
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Nip.  Indeed!  will  you!  well,  I — 

Swiv.  What! 

Nip.  Oh  no — it ^  it's  impossible ! 

Swiv.  Would  you  bribe  us  ? 

Nip.  Ay,  would  you  bribe  us  ? — I'll  get  the 
gunner  out  of  the  way,  and  then  sneak  back — 
pardon  and  reward  !— Must  have  an  eye  to  busi- 
ness.   (Aside). 

Diego.  Speak ! 

{fphile  Diego  directs  his  attention  to  Swivel,  Nip- 
cheese  steals  off^  and  conceals  himself  in  the 
hollow  tree). 

Swiv.  Not  I;  a  man  can't  serve  below  and 
aloft  at  the  same  time,  Captain.  I  wish  you  no 
ill,  for  my  part,  but  we  have  hoisted  the  red 
flag,  and  I  must  stick  to  it^  sink  or  swim.  [^Exit. 

Diego.  'Tis  done,  and  not  a  hope  remains! 
Oh,  mother!  we  are  lost  for  ever!  {Sinking  into 
the  arms  of  Ines). 

(Crusoe  advances ,  restrained  by  Bluff). 

Cru.  I  can  resist  no  longer. 

Blyff.  Mind  what  youVe  at  tho'— drop  gently 
along-side,  or  you'll  frighten  her  out  of  her 
seven  senses. — You  may  ha'  been  a  good-looking 
chap  once,  but  I'll  be  shot  if  you're  so  now. 

Cru.  Ines  I 

("Ines  clasps  her  hands  in  mingled  surprize  and 

alarm — Diego  starts  from  his  abstraction  at 

the  exclamation). 

Diego.  Ah  !  what  prodigy  is  this  ?  (pause). 

Off.  Has  the  unrelenting  hand  of  time  so 
transformed  me,  that  I  live  not  in  the  memory 
of  her  who  knew  and  loved  me  best  ? — In  absence 
still  have  I  blessed  thee,  Ines  ! 

Ines.  Crusoe! 

D  2 
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Cm.  She  knows  roe  I 
Music. — (Ines  rushes  forward  to  his  embrace). 

Diego.  Merciful  heaven!  *ti8  he!  it  is  my 
father.     Oh  father!  to  meet  you  thus— 

Nip.  What's  that? — an  Ourang  Outang  ! 

Cm.  I  know — 1  have  heard  it  all— our  present 
security  must  he  effected — hereafter  our  escape. 

Biuf.  Captain  I 

Diego.  Bluff! 

Bluff.  Ay»  Captain,  here  am  I,  all  my  timhers 
repaired,  new  rigged,  and  ready  for  another 
cruise,  as  you  see.  Come,  Mistress,  don*t  be  down^ 
hearted ;  swab  the  spray  froni  your  bows,  and 
coil  up  your  spirits^  Our  enemies  have  more 
hands,  *tis  true,  and  superior  weight  o'  metal ; 
what  then,  fortune  is  not  always  with  the  strong- 
est,  you  know* 

Diego.  Worthy  fellow  I  as  bold  a  seaman,  and 
as  true  as  ever  set  face  to  weather.  (To  Crusoe)* 

Bltiffl  Belay,  belay.  Captain !  Fm  no  such 
wonder ;  bless  you,  there's  many  as  good  a  man 
as  I,  and  amongst  these  raggamuflins  too^  if  they 
dared  bat  shew  themsehres. 

Cm.  Indeed  I  are  you  assured  of  that  ? 

Bluff.  I  know  it.  Windlass  and  the  guoner 
carry  it  with  a  high  hand  to  be  sare--4>ut  as  to 
that  thief,  Nipcheese,  heM  sooner  steal  eggs  out 
of  the  hen-coops,  than  run  his  thick  skull  against 
a  brace  o*  bullets  at  any  time.  But  only  let  me 
get  sight  of  him !  Pll  make  his  head  sing  and 
simmer  like  a  pot  of  chowder. 

Nip.  Curse  my  curiosity  !    (R-om  the  Tree). 

Bluff.  Ey !       • 

Diego.  What  now  ? 

Bh^.  I  thought  I  heard  somebody  speak, 
didn^t  you  ? 

Diego.  Where?  Which  way  ? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Or,  the  bold  BUCANIERS-  21 

Bluff.  Here,  close  at  hand  ! 

Cru.  We  must  be  sudden  then,   Diego,  take 
this— (GzVm^  a  Cutlass).  Gome^  prepare!  Fri* 
day ! 
(" Friday  and  Iglou,  who  have  hitherta  remamcd 

without^  runjbrward'-^lues  starts). 

Bluff.  Nay,  don't  be  scared !  thafs  Robin's 
loblolly-boy,  and  t'otber's  his  powder-monkey,  I 
take  it — both  rated  on  his  books  as  able-bodied 
men. 

Cru,  Now,  mark  me;  unless  we  can  secure 
their  party  without  alarm,  it  must  not  be  attempt- 
ed. An  unsuccessful  effort  would  destroy  us — if 
you  hear  my  signal,  spring  upon  them  at  the 
mstant,  but  even  then  reserve  your  fire  'till  I  give 
the  word. 

Diego,  Enough  !  we'll  obey  precisely. 

Cru.  Friday,  may  I  crust  you  ? 

Fri,  (Nodding  assent).  Me  no  afraid  now, 
massa. 

Cru.  You  comprehend.  (Friday  assents).  Let 
all  dispose  themselves  to  advantage. 

Bluff.  I  think  that  hollow  tree  would  be  no  bad 
place.   (Nipcheese  terrified)* 

Cru.  'Tia  too  confined  ;  Friday  ^all  ascend 
it,  imd  give  us  notice  of  their  movements — ^Ines 
what  would  you  do  ?  {Seeing  her  armed  with  an 
Axe). 

Ines.  I  hope  nothing  ;  yet  if  a  woman's  feeble 
aid  is  needful,  doubt  not  my  resolution. 

Nip.  Why,  they'i-e  quite  an  army,  I  declare. 

Music. — (Nipcheese /^ee/nng*  aut^  sees  the  Blacky 
and  pops  dotvn  in  dismay. ^Friday  mounts  the 
tree. — j4s  he  looks  off^  the  whistle  is  heard^^ 
jUl  the  Parties  are  still  in  t;2ez£f.-— Iglou  has 
crossed  the  Stage  with  all  the  circumspection  of  a 
Savage y  to  the  foot  of  the  tree^  and  is  anxiousbf 
waiting  the  report  o/* Friday). 
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Bluff.  The  whistle  I  d'ye  hear  ? 
Cru.  Hush! 

(Friday,  the  instant  the  whistle  is  heardj  claps  his 
hands f  makes  a  sign  to  his  Mooter ^  and  rapidly 
descends). 

\Music']. 

Cru.  Close!  close!    {They  all  disappear). 

Wind,  {without).  Swivel !  Nipcheese !  Hil- 
lioh!  {Whisile). 

Block,  {without).  HilHoh,  master  steward! 
gunner !  plague  on  you,  where  are  you  ? 

Enter  Windlass,  followed  by  the  rest. 

Wind.  Where  the  devil  have  they  stowed 
themselves  ?  set  down  the  grub ! 

{The  Seamen  place  the  Chest  and  the  Bags  at  the 
foot  of  the  tree). 

Block.  Look!  (Seeing  the  Fetters).  They've 
been  safe  moored,  however ;  but  theyVe  left 
their  silk  stockings  behind  them. 

Wind.  Slipped  their  cables  !  I  don't  like  this— 
who's  with  the  boat  ? 

Block.  Gunwale,  and  the  coxswain. 

Wind.  All's  well  then  ;  Swivel's  a  true  man — 
he  must  have  lost  his  reckoning  in  this  outlandish 
navigation ;  but,  if  that  land-shark,  Nipcheese, 
has  played  false,  he  shall  smart  for  it — Hillioh  ! 

Block.  It's  no  use  to  hail  them  here,  we  should 
have  brought  speaking  trumpets ;  our  voices  are 
lost  among  these  woods. 

Wind.  We  must  make  ourselves  heard,  or 
leave  'em  to  make  the  best  on't ;  Nipcheese  would 
be  no  loss,  but  we  can't  spare  Swivel — the  tide 
ebbs  fast  too,  and  it  looks  squally. — I  have  it, — 
iire  a  volley— 'twill  be  answered  from  the  ship— 
and  if  that  signal  doesn't  bring  'em  too,  nothing 
will. 
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Block.  Right! 

fFmd.  All  ready  ?  present  I 

(Without  placing  themselves  immediately  in  rank, 
they  are  so  disposed  as  not  to  injure  each  other, 
by  pointing  to  different  directions  ;  consequently 
to  the  imminent  peril  of  the  concealed  party) 4 
Steady !  don't  level  so  low,  'twill  deaden  the  re- 
port,— In  the  air,  lads  !  fire  1 
Cru.  Upon  'em  1 — 

(Music). 

(The  instant  the  discharge  takes  place,  the  con^ 
cealed  party  rush  forward.  Windlass  encounters 
Crusoe,  and  the  rest  are  variously  engaged — 
Nipcheese  escapes  in  the  confusion -^Ines  rescues 
her  Husband,  who  has  been  disarmed,  while 
Pluff,  having  disabled  his  antagonist,  rushes 
forward,  and  with  his  Cudgel  fells  the  Seaman, 
pjho  instantly  encounters  Crusoe  wlien  he  recovers 
his  Sword— Fndsty  at  the  same  moment  over^ 
powering  Windlass.— Diego  and  Iglou  likewise 
subdue  their  antagonists,  and  the  Curtain  falls 
on  the  Tableau. 

^l^D  OB  AC7  I. 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

Tfie  Stage    represents   the  Interior  tf  Cnisoe*^ 
Cave. 

Opposite  the  Spectator  is  the  Entrance.  To  the 
right  J  near  the  front,  is  a  Door  which  leads  to  a 
Subterraneous  Passage^  made  of  aflat  stone^  and 
adapted  to  the  Cavity,  so  as  to  escape  notice 
until  it  is  opened.  'There  are  various  shelves, 
upon  which  arp  goods  and  utensils  taken  from 
the  Wreck;  likewise  other  articles  which  the 
irtdvstry  of  Crusoe  has  fabricated  for  his  use  and 
convenience.  An  open  Chest  stands  to  the  right* 
Two  Chairs,  covered  with  skirts,  aiid  a  rude 
Table  covered  with  the  same-^the  whole  practi' 
cable-^a  Lamp  hangs  at  the  side-^Diego 
eagerly  examining  the  different  obfectS'^^rmot 
and  Ines  in  conversation. 

Cm.  Yes,  Ines,-  such  were  the  reverses  which 
befel  a  man,  once  possessed  of  every  luxury ,<  every 
comfort  that  domestic  happiness  could  give — ^'tis 
past,  forgotten ! — this  joyful  meeting  has  repaid 
me  all.     I  was  the  only  being  that  escaped  with 
life ;  and  the  desire  to  preserve  it,  aiding  the  re- 
sources of  my  mind,  with  time  and  patience,  I 
constructed  this  dwelling. 
Diego.  But,  your  arms,  your  stwes  I 
Cru.  They  were  taken  from  the  wreck  of  the 
vessel,   which  for  three  months  held  together. 
Puring   that  period,  I  recovered  those  articles^ 
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Taluable  beyond  all  calculation  1 — ^beneath  that 
table  is  a  cell,  where  I  coooealed  my  powder,  and 
matters  of  equal  importance. 

Diego.  Where  do  you  repose  ? 

Cm.  There !  (Throws  open  the  secret  Door  J. 

Diego.  In  that  dungeon,  so  dark  and  daflip  ? 

Xjru.  It  possessed  a  quality  to  me  more  ser- 
Ticeable  than  light  or  warmth-* safety  !  it  has  two 
separate  outlets-^one  in  the  wood  close  without 
the  cave,  the  other  among  the  rocks  upon  the 
beach.  I  trembled  lest  the  Caribs  should  in  time 
discover  my  abode,  and  resolved^  in  case  of  a 
surprize,  to  make  retreat  certain.  Accident  com- 
pleted what  the  united  efibrts  of  Friday  and  my- 
self scarcely  could  accomplish.  We  discovered  an 
excavation  leading  to  the  spot  where  I  was  first 
washed  on  shore.  But,  come,  we  must  prepare 
for  our  departure.  While  we  have  time,  let  us 
secure  those  things  that  now  may  be  of  service. 

Music— fGoiej  into  the  Dormitoi-ii — Ines  follow^ 
ing^  stops  at  the  entrance  -Retreats  in  alarm, 
and  falls  on  the  neck  q/*  Diego). 

Diego.  So  fearless  in  danger,— -yet  so  appre* 
hensive  in  safety.— Dismiss  these  idle  terrors^ 
they  will  unnerve  my  father.  The  villains  wt 
confined  in  the  outer  cave,  and  guarded  by  the 
Isithful  FHday. 

Cm.  Now  then,  we  have  nothing  to  detain  os. 
(Returning  from  the  Cell,  and  giving  m  Casket  to 
Diego). 

Diego.  A  casket  I  (Ines  reccagmiMs  it). 

Cm.  You  well  remember  it,  Ines— *t  is  the 
\  I  took  frotti  San  Salvador  when  last  we  parted. 

(Diego  places  tJie  Casket  on  the  Table  J. 

Diego.  Whftt  have  you  there? 
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Cru.  Tl:»  journid  of  my  exile  !  a  treasure  far 
more  useful  to  my  fellow  creatures  than  that 
splendid  dross, — it  tells  them  never  to  despair, — 
it  teaches  them  to  place  their  trust  in  that  Power, 
who  can  befriend  the  wretched  outcast,  when 
the  whoU  world  abandons  him.  (Ines  places 
the  Booh  in  the  Chest). 

Diego,  By  this  pass  we  shall  avoid  all  chance 
of  observation  from  the  stragglers.— Bluff  has 
doubtless  secured  the  boat,  and  must  be  waiting 
for  us  with  impatience.  But  Friday — your  faithfid 
Friday ! 

Cru.  He  shall  not  be  forgotten.  (Surveying  the 
Cave).  Farewell,  scenes  of  my  sorrows  and  my 
sufFerings»  sl  long,  a  last  farewell!  (Pressing 
away  a  tear). 

Bluff,  (without).  Hillioh! 

Diego.  Hark  1  some  one  calls ! 

Bluf.  (without).  Hillioh,  Captain! 
.   Cru.  'Tis  the  seaman. 

Diego.  Bluff!  what  can  have  happened!  Hol- 
loa !  here  !  {Runs  to  the  back). 

Music. — (Ines  shews  alarm). 

Cru.  Be  patient,  all  may  be  well.  (Bluff  ad* 
tf€mces). 

Bluff.  Well,  this  is  the  queerest  navigation  I 
ever  sailed. — I  were  obliged  to  throw  out  signal 
for  a  pilot.  Captain,  or  I  should  never  have  found 
my  way  into  such  a  blind  port  as  this. 

Diego.  Your  news  ? 

BliLff.  Bad  enough — might  ha' been  worse.— 
I*ve  fallen  in  with  the  enemy's  cruisers,  and  was 
obliged  to  scud. 

(Ines  expresses  anxiety). 

Cru.  But  the  boat! 
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Diego.  Is  it  in  our  possession  ? . 

Bltiff'.  No,  it  was  sunk  in  action. 

Diego.  Sunk!  destroyed  !  (Ines  clasps Aer  hands 
in  despair). 

Bluff.  Nay,  don't  strike  your  colours  yet,  it 
isn't  so  bad  as  all  that  comes  to.  (7b  Ines). 

Diego.  Explain! 

Cru.  Speak! 

Bluff.  It's  soon  said :  according  to  orders,  I 
made  the  best  of  my  way  along  shore,  and  got 
a- board  the  boat  snug  enough,  when,  who  should 
heave  in  sight  but  Gunwale  and  the  coxswain. — 
Come,  thinks  I,  I  can  manage  a  couple  of  you, 
and  prepared  my  small  arms  accordingly. 

Diego.  Quick  !  the  event ! 

Bli^.  All  on  a  sudden,  in  the  wake  o'them  I 
saw  two  more  ;  what's  to  be  done  now,  says  I ! 
(A  man  is  but  a  man,  you  know),  down  I  lay — 
howsomever,  they  soon  spied  me,  and  began 
cracking  away — ^being  pretty  dark,  I  didn't  value 
their  shot  a  pinch  of  oakum,  but  knowing  it  was  all 
up  with  us  if  they  got  possession  of  the  boat,  with 
one  blow  I  stove  a  plank  in  her  bottom— she  filled 
— I  jumped  ashore~^dash'd  through  their  squa- 
dron,  kept  up  a  running  fight,  and  here  I  am. 

Cru.  Twas  well  done  1 . 
'  .Diego.  May  they  not  recover  the  boat  ? 

Bb^.  No— but  we  can,  and  repair  it  too— - 
there's  comfort  for  you— at  low-water  she'll  be 
high  and  dry  again. 

Cru.  Did  they  pursue  you  far  ? 

Bli^.  Yes,  close  under  the  land  here. 

Cru.  Sd  tiear  1  (Ines  alarmed). 

Diego.  Who  were  the  two  last  ? 

Bb^.  The  gunner.  Swivel,  and  that  old  bum- 
boat-woman,  Nipcheese;   he  was  upset  in  the 
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scuffle  directly,  and  there  I  left  bim  sprawling 
like  a  frog  in  a  fit. 

Cru.  £tt  the  worst  happen  then,  we  can  match 
theni* 

Bhiffi  Match  'em  I  Why,  bless  you,  Nipcheese 
has  no  more  heart  in  him  than  a  rotten  ratline, 
and  as  to  the  coxswain,  Tve  strong  notion  my 
last  fire  carried  away  some  of  his  rigging.  I  ^w 
him  make  an  awkward  sort  of  a  bow,  like,  at 
parting,  as  much  as  to  say,  thank  you,  that  will 
do,  I*ve  got  quite  enough. 

Music— •fTAei)^^  barks— the  Groupe  in  canster* 
n«f ion— Friday  rushes  in  terror-struchj. 

Cru.  What  now ! 

Fri.  Oh,  Massa,  Mftssa,  white  man  free  1 

Cm.  Escaped! 

Bltif.  What,  broke  from  their  lashings?  This 
looks  bad. 

Cm.  Those  who  pursued  yooy  have  discovered 
and  released  tiierest 

Dieg/.  Then  all  is  lost! 

j8/i^  No  such  thing !  (To  Inesj.  We  may 
surmount  the  futtock  shrouds  of  despair  yet; 
you  shall  never  founder  till  old  BluflT^  a  sheer 
hulk.  (During  this,  FMky  e^lains  iheaccidetiio 
Crusoe).  *^^ 

Chi^JSepapuM!  in  searehV^WbtJIti^itt^ 
Then  we  may  stifl  avotd  fh^MBhotild  we  be 
driven  to  extremity,  remember  the  secret  pass. 
(Dic^  throws  it  ^nm).  CMmkmoousmmuamkm, 
qvAk  I  {To  Friday).  Yon,  Hi^tov  testni  to  the 
shore  and  kindle  a  fire  on  the  iaek^**<tys  wilt  af^ 
ford  the  means.  (Giving  him  a  trnde^-AQx).  TtM 
direct  the  friendly  Cari^  to  the  spot  fre  lE^  tfny 
need  them.  .^^^ 

Diego.  It  shall  be  dooe,*— but,  my  BiouitP-^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Ob,  the  bold  BUCilNICRS.  99 

Cru.  Must  remain  here  under. tfo^nshai^^ 
Friday^  while  myself  and  B]ufFend6av^9nii)tadii«>^ 
coy  our  enemies  further  from  the  catml  M  we 
can  elude  their  vigilance  *till  Iglou  and  his  ftMy 
landy  all  danger  ceases.  Away^  Diego !  atmSAe- 
member  my  instructions. 

Music. — (During  this,  Friday  has  drawn  the  Ta^ 
hie  aside  J  and  opens  a  Trap  beneath  ity  from 
whence  he  brings  Cartridges,  and  distributes 
them  rapidlt/.'^nes  clings  to  her  Son,  who  with 
difficulty  quits  her  embrace,  and  enters  the  secret 
pass. — Crusoe,  greatly  distrest  at  her  situation^ 
directs  Friday  to  protect  her,  and  beckoning  to 
the  Seaman,  leaves  the  Cave* — Friday  has  closed 
the  Trap^  replaced  the  Table^  and  extinguished 
the  Lamp — Ines  sinks  on  a  part  of  the  Rock^^ 
the  Moon,  sinking  over  the  Trees  without^  gives 
a  sombre  light. — Nipcheese  appears  at  the  en* 
trance). 

Hip.  So  I  have  got  out  of  harm's  way  lat  last-^ 
sneaked  out  o'the  battle  gloriously-^yes,  I  sliall 
be  snug  here — ^Wbat  a  night  have  I  passed  [  buf- 
fetted  Dy^one  party »  and  abused 'by  the  other  I 
They  set  nQiuore  value  on  my  precious  lifi;,  than 
th^y  would  on  a  mbutdy  bispuit.  -^ 

(Friday  perceives  Nipcheese  the  instant  he  fpeaks^ 
and  ^attfiealt  hmie(fas  the  other  advances,  by 
.j^^7i|MwV!,(Ae  7We«* Nipcheese  take^,out  his 
-?Spttl4r/  ^      ^.     .     . 

•^'^iliis^tBtfKtJMty  fritnd  I  hnve  in  the^i^  hot 
i>rft  draam  apoB  bifto  for  comfort  so  oflen,  Ifcar 
Uie  woB*tlilBoiir  my  drafts  much  longer. 

(jyrtnks.-^totn  has  revived,  and  observes  Nlp- 
*.^feh«fe».-^Sfefoo*j  round  the  Cave  for  Friday, 
but  does  not  perceive  him). 

— 1  sn^^ufd  never  keep  my  spirits  up,  without 
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pouring  spirits  down. — What's  here?  a  table, 
and  a  box — ey !  why,  this  must  be  the  very  place 
the  boatswain  ordered  us  to  seek  !  It  is,  the 
cave  of  Crusoe  !  Lord  !  I  hope  he's  not  at  home  I 
I  suppose  the  firing,  just  now,  alarmed  the  whole 
family  !  It  did  me,  I  know. — I  wonder  what's  in 
this  box,  it's  monstrous  heavy— as  I*m  an  honest 
man,  here's  the  key  fastened  to  it,  with  a  bit 
of  rope-yarn.  (Opening  the  box)  Money  I  yes, 
by  my  curiosity,  gold  !  and^ — ^a  case  of  jewels ! 
precious  stones  ! — Now,  if  I  don't  take  care  of 
it.  Windlass  and  the  rest  will  commit  a  robbery, 
and  call  it  lawful  spoil!— they  shan't  say  I'm 
greedy. — I'll  manage  it  as  most  prize-agents  do 
— pocket  the  best  part,  for  the  trouble  of  divid- 
ing tbe  rest. 

(During  this  speech  Ines  directs  her  attention  to  the 
treasure,  and  prepares  to  address  Nipcheese, 
when  the  exclamation  of  Friday  arrests  her, ) 

■   Fri.  (unable  to  contain  his  rag-e^).— He  dam 
rogue  1 

[^Music,'] 

Nip.  Ey  !  (Slapping  down  the  lid  of  the  Box  in 
terror).  Who's  there?  Who's, that  spoke ? 

Swiv.  (without).  'Twas  I,  Swivel !  MThere  are 
you  ?  {Music  ceases). 

Nip.  I'm  just  in  time  (Secures  the  Case).  Its 
the  gunner — he  always  calls  me  rogue — so  I'm 
satisfied.  {Tkirns  and  sees  Ines,  who  is  seeking  can-- 
cealment).  Ines !  Fire  and  faggots  I  If  she  tells 
those  fellows,  I'm  a  dead  man ! 

Swivel  and  Gunwalb  enter. 

Swiv.  Well,  have  you  found  oat  where  he 
swings  his  hammock  ? 
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Nip.  Yes,  in  this  cave,  and  there  stands  the 
mistress. 

Stuiv.  His  wife! 

Nip.  Vm  glad  they're  come,  I  should  never 
have  managed  that  she  dragon  by  myself. 

Swiv.  Where  is  the  Captain  i 

Ines.  Safe  !  safe  on  board  the  vessel. 

Swiv.  Escaped  to  the  ship  I  impossible!  And 
Crusoe— is  he  with  him  ? 

Ines.  No— he  ..vowed  never' to  quit  this  spot, 
and  insisted  on  my  remaining  with  hini.-*-Swear 
to  restore  me  to  Diego's  arms,  at  once  you  gain 
his  favour  and  a  mine  of  wealth.  If  I  can  de- 
ceive them,  we  may  yet  be  saved!   (Aside). 

Nip.  Convey  you  to  your  son !  I  thought 
'twas  your  only  wish  to  recover  your  old  hus- 
band. (She  dissents,  and  shews  the  Casket). 

Swi.  Money! 

Gun.  Gold ! 

Nip.  (Aside).  Vm  glad  she  says  nothing  aboat 
the  jewels. 
{The  Seamen^  who  have  stood  in  amaze^  are  addi* 

tionally  astonished  when  they  open  the  Box). 

Ines.  {Looking  round).  More!  All— all  shall 
be  yours. 

Nip.  {Aside).  2j0unds  I  is  there  more  ? 

Gunw.  Swivel? 

Swiv.  What's  the  Boatswain  to  us  ? 

Nip.  Every  man  for  himself,  say  I— (Taking: 
the  Casket).  What  say  you  ? 

Gunw.  But  how  to  get  her  off?  The  boat's 
sunk. 

Nip^  Wait  in  the  wood  'till  day -break. 

Swiv.  And  then  hail  the  vessel— so  we  can. 

Ines.  Are  you  resolved  ? 

Swiv.  We'll  do  it. 
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Nip.  Never  fear  u$^  we'll  do  any  thing  for 
money. 

(Friday  by  accident  lets  fall  the  lid  oft/ie  Chest— 
Ines  screams). 

Nip.  What  the  deuce  was  that  ?  Why  dp 
you  look  so  terrified  ? 

Swiv.  Be  quick,  our  comrades  will  cone  aloqg^ 
aide  else, 
^nes  points  to  the  Table,  &c.«-«Friday,  fok0  hm 

attended  to  the  foregoing^  is  kehindtke  Chest). 

Nip.  A  cell,  an  excavation  !  I  amlentancl. 
(Ines  has  put  back  the  Table^  and  mm  raised  the 
Trap— Gunwale  descends^  and  Swivel  stands  a 
step  dawn). 

Stoiv.  I  say,  messmates,  what  a  caigo  of  riches! 

Nip.  Fair  play,  my  lads,  below!  We  share 
alike,  remember. 

Stviv.  Look  you  there's  no  foul  play  aloft ;  you 
remain  and  keep  guard,  here^-* 

Nip.  I  will. 

^Ines,  greatly  distressed,  looks  again  for  aid,  smd 
catches  the  eye  ofJPrx^y). 

-—How  devilish  dark  it  is.  (Looking  doton).  Is  it 
very  deep  ?  1*11  not  trust  the  rascais*-they'll  be 
helping  themselves  <- holloa ! 

(Nipcheese  having  descended  a  step  or  two,  Friday 
strings  saddenly  forward,  and  drives  him  down 
the  Trap.— Ines  drops  on  her  knee  in  thankfid" 
ness,  and  turning,  catches  the  hand  of  Friday, 
who  is  now  greatly  deUghted.^—At  this  moment, 
Bluff  rushes  in  pale  and  disordered). 
[Music  during  the  foregoing^* 

Bluffl  All's  lost !  you  must  not  remain  here  an 
instant! 
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^  Jnes.  My  husband !  speak  ! 

Bluffl  I  can't — rm  choaked !— *he  is  taken  by 
that  devily  Windlass. 

^Friday  in  an  agony  qfgrief^lnts  in  despair)^ 

Btuffi  (Dragging  her  off).  Come!  come! 

Ines.  Never! — for  Crusoe  I  have  lived — with 
him  ni  die! 

ff^nd.  (Without).  This  way!  Force  him 
alof^g! 

Cru.  (Without).  Oh,  Ines !  oh  my  wife ! 

lAvsic.'^^fjit  the  voice  pf.ker  Husband^  Ines 
breaks  temiy  from  BlufF  (who  ^ters  the 
secret  pass)  and  rushes  into  the  arms  of  Crusoe^ 
whoj  secured  by  Windlass  and  another,  has 
forced  his  way  to  the  Cave :  they  are  dragged 
of  together^  Nipcheese  ascends  from  the  Cell. 
Friday  seizes  him  by  the  collar^  and  encounters 
Gunwale— rfwrwg:  the  combat  Swivel  ascends--^ 
Nipcheese  is  tumbled  into  the  Chest  by  Friday  ; 
he  disables  Swivel,  whoflies-^the  combat  con-^ 
tinues.  Nipcheese  watches  his  advantage,  and 
escapes. — Friday  is  disarmed^  and  contrives  to 
avoid  the  blows  aimed  at  him  till  he  gains  a 
pistol,  with  which  he  shoots  the  Mutineer,  and 
jumping  on  the  Chest,  looks  down  on  the  body  in 
a  mingled  emotion  of  alarm  and  joy). 


SCENE  II. 

Part  of  the  Cedat  fVood^  and  one  of  the  Outlets 
from  the  Subterraneous  Pass  ^  the  Cannibal 
Chief,  Fariboo,  who  has  been  left  on  tlte  Island, 
here  app^mrs  shilking  about  on  the  watch  for 
Crusoe.  Hearing  a  st/sp  within  tfie  Cave,  he 
retires,  with  expressions  of  ven^fonce. — Bluff 
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comes  forth  hastily^  having  missed  the  Avenue 
that  leads  to  ifie  shore,  pauses,  and  listens^ 

Bluff.  All's  quiet,  there's  no  pursuit ! — O,  that 
I  had  but  saved  her  1 — that  I  had  but  died  with  her, 
rather  than  bear  such  heavy  tidings  to  her  sonl 
it  will  be  his  turn  next — Poor  souls !  they've  had 
a  stormy  passage  thro'  the  voyage  of  life ! — 
— Ey!  how's  this? — {Looking  round)  I  see  no 
rock,  no  shore — ^yet  'twas  by  that  passage  that 
the  Captain — hark!  I  hear  them  I — (voices  with- 
out). They  are  quarrelling  amongst  themselves! 
there's  hope  in  that ! ~ ( iVbwe  repeated).  Yes! 
they  are  divided  one  against  the  other. — I  must 
find  the  Captain  any  how, — Under  Providence, 
there  may  be  a  chance  yet !  [Exit  Bluff. 

Music. — {The  Mutineers  ehter^   in  cabal  with 
Windlass.) 

fVind.  I  say,  yes,  nothing  else  will  keep  him 
quiet  ;  but  if  you  will  save  their  lives,  don't  blame 
me  if  you  should  chance  to  lose  your  own, 

Swiv.  It's  the  only  way  to  preserve  them.  If 
we  hurt  a  hair  of  their  heads,  the  Captain  will  not 
spare  a  man  of  us. 

Block.  What  signifies  the  Captain,  or  Bluff 
either,  now  we  can  muster  a  dozen  hands !  But 
why  han't  the  crev/  sent  off  another  boat? 

iVind.  Ey!  I  never  thought  o'that — our  peo- 
ple must  ha'  been  overpowered,  and  if  these  dogs 
suspect  \t— {Apart). 

Block.  What  say  you  ? 

Wind.  How  were  they  to  know  we  had  lost 
our  own  boat  ?  let  the  worst  come  to  pass,  we 
have  a  snug  birth  herei  well  stored  and  victualled, 
and  with  hi$  tools  we  could  build  a  lugger  in  a 
month* 
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Swiv.  Belike  we  could !  but  it's  a  bad  look  out 
to  lose  the  freight  tho'  (Mutineers  murmur). 

IVind.  No  !  there's  a  way  to  save  it ;  the  day 
breaks— in  half  an  hour,  we  may  see  a  grey  horse 
a  mile^  as  the  Saying  is. 

Mut.  What  then  ? 

Whid.  While  I  and  Swivel  make  a  signal  from 
the  rock,  do  you  follow  with  Crusoe  and  his 
wife.— Diego,  if  he  should  be  on  board,  will  then 
see  them  at  our  mercy,  and  will  not  dare  set  sail 
to  leave  us. 

Mut.  That's  right! 

ff^nd.  Away,  lads!  be  lively! 

Mut.  Huzza !  bear  a  hand ! 

H^ind.  Heugh  !  you  grumbling  scoundrels ! 

[Music.'] 

[Exeunt  Windlass  anct  Swivel,  on  one  side  — 
Mutineers  in  confusion  and  haste,  on  the 
other. 

SCENE  III. 

Represents  that  part  oj  the  Coast  on  which  Crusoe 
was  wrecked — To  the  left ^  in  the  fronts  is  a 
Polef  on  which  is  (iffixed  this  Inscription^  **  I 
was  east  on  this  Island^  September  ZOth^  iQ6g, 
Robinson  Crusoe'* — On  this  Pole  are  perceived 
the  notches f  by  which  means  he  counted  the  time 
^•^To  the  leftf  in  the  distance,  a  steep  Rock, 
with  an  ascent  to  it^  overlooking  the  Sea— the 
whole  of  the  right  occupied  with  a  IVood  of  Ce-^ 
dar  Trees  f  wluch  is  in  the  form  ofanampjii^ 
theatre --On  the  right,  Rocks  under  llie  fVood, 
and  a  chasm  distinguishes  the  opening  to  the 
Secret  Pass^^In  the  centre^  the  Sea^^The  whole 
sombre,  extensive y  and  wildly  picturesque^ It  is 
early  dawn,  which  gradually  increases. 
p2 
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Music. — (Diego  discovered  increasing  the  Fire, 
which  pontes  on  the  summit  of  the  Rock). 

Diego.  I  watch  in  vain !  in  vain  I  feed  the  bea* 
con's  fires  ;  no  sound,  no  signal,  is  returned  that 
speaks  approaching  aid,  or  cheers  expiring  hope. 
These  Indians,  on  whom  we  have  relied,  dread* 
ing  a  conflict  so  unequal,  have  possibly  detained 
their  more  courageous  chief,  and  all  agaiQ  is 
doubt,  suspense,  and  agony  1  (Music— he  de^ 
scends).  What  can  have  happened  ?  The  early 
dawn  already  shews  the  dark  grey  line  of  the  ho- 
rizon,  yet  my  father  comes  not,  or  my  friend ; 
they  surely  must  be  saffs — had  the  secret  passage 
been  discovered,  ere  now  these  wretches  had 
explored  it.  At  intervals,  confused  and  distant 
sounds  have  broke  upon  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
and  thro'  this  vaulted  chasm,  accents  of  suppli- 
cation and  complaint  have  seemM  to  float  upon 
the  wailing  blast— Again  !  hark !  it  is  not  fancy! 
Oh,  mother!  mother! 

Bluff.  (Entering  in  the  distance  to  the  right). 
$0^  Vm  right  at  last. 

(Diego  starts  and  listens). 

—Diego  {  Captain  1 

Diego.  Bluff!  my  friend !  then  all  is  well.  I 
must  have  been  deceived. 

Bluff.  Hush  !  not  so  loud  1  Have  the  Indians 
appeared — have  they  arrived  ? 

Diego.  No !  since  midnight  I  have  watched  in- 
-cessantly  ;  but  tell  me — 
'  Bluff.  We  must  extinguish  that  fire; 

Diego.  Why  so?  You  know  its  purpose? 

BluJ.  I  do,  but — ^it— it  may  be  a  guide  for 
foes,  as  well  as  friends. 

Diego.  Foes!  my  heart  misgives  me,  I  dread 
p  ask — 
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.  Mlvff'.  Youahall  know  all,  but  first— 
Diego.  Silenoe! 

(IViday  has  appeared  at  the  mouth  of  the  Cave). 

'    FrL  Massa  Diego ! 
Bhiff.  Tifi  Friday ! 

JHusic— -XOlego  has  run  eagerly  to  Friday,  who 
meets  him  with  great  delight^  till  enquiries  are 
made,  when  his  expression  instantly  varies^  and 
he  describes  in  action  the  situation  of  Ines  and 
Crusoe). 

hlyff.  (Observing  them).  I  say,  Blackee!  what 
do  you  turn  up  the  white  of  your  eyes,  and  keep' 
bailing  out  bad  luck  there  for  ?  Be  alive,  my  lad, 
and  smother  the  flame,  quick  ! 

Diego.  They  are  lost,  inevitably  lost  I  nothing 
now  can  save  them. 

Bluff,  Nothing !  you  forget,  you  forget  — 
courage.  Captain  !  do  not  shame  your  mother ! 
she  has  a  heart  as  feeling  as  your  own,  but  as 
fearless  as  j^our  father's  !  remember  how  he  was 
saved,  how  wonderfully  found.  Never  believe 
the  hand  that  preserved  him  then,  means  to 
desert  him  now — perhaps  at  this  very  moment — 

(The  low  and  lengthened  note  of  a  Conch  is  heard. 
'—The  groupe  become Jlxed— at  the  second  sound 
the  Canoes  appear). 

Fri.  (With  the  most  extravagant  gestures,  cr- 
claims)  *Tis  Iglou  !  *tis  de  Carib  ! .  (he  runs  up  the 
Rock  and  extinguishes  the  Fire). 

Bluff.  I  said  it,  I  was  sure  onH  ! 

Diego.  Yes,  I  see— I  acknowledge  the  inno- 
cent are  never  friendless. 

Music. —  (The  davm  has  so  far  advanced,  as  to 

,    make  4UI  the  objects  distinct.    The  March  of  the 

friendly  Indians  is  heprd.    Iglou  lands,  gives 
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a  signal  of  command  to  the  rest,  and  is  welcomed 
by  Friday  and  Diego.  Iglou  pmnts  to  his  War^ 
riors,  and  intimates  their  intention  to  stand  by 
him  and  Crusoe  to  the  last). 

The  Indians  Enter  in  March — BlufF  looking  at 

them  with  surprize  and  satisfaction. 

» 

Bluf.  Ecod  !  they  are  a  set  of  clean  made 
fellows.  I  say,  Captain,  what  a  pity  'tis  they 
can't  abide  the  smell  of  gunpowder — if  they  could 
but  stand  fire,  we  should  be  a  match  for  a  score 
of  such  fellows  as  Windlass. 

(Diego  has  received  the  explanation  of  Iglou'j 
plan  from  Friday). 

Diego.  Friday  informs  me,  that  Iglou  has  se- 
lected from  his  tribe,  those  who,  by  a  slight  inter- 
course with  Europeans,  have  become  acquainted 
with  our  arms,  and  the  manner  of  using  them. 

Bluf.  Ay,  ay ! 

Die^Os  Our  method  of  attack  and  defence,  they 
meet  by  stratagems  peculiar  to  themselves,  as 
snares,  ambush,  and  sudden  assault. 

Bluff.  Why,  they  are  at  it  now. 

Diego.  Observe ! 

Music— (Friday  has  been  explaining  to  the  Sa^ 
vagrs  the  use  of  his  Pistols,  persuading  them 
not  to  be  alarmed,  &c. — Iglou  has  ordered  his 
people  to  the  Wood,  arid  they  are  seen  lopping 
down  branches  with  tlieir  Tomahawks,  each  man 
returning  with  a  bough — Igloo,  by  a  signal^ 
causes  the  Indians  to  crouch  behind  their 
branches,  and  not  one  appears  in  sight. — Tglou 
in  front,  with  his  ear  to  the  ground). 

Diego.  Some  one  approaches  !  'tis  a  single  step 
— we  must  act  as  occasion  justifies. 
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Mvsic-^(B\uf[  retires  to  the  Ckasm^  from  which 
lie  observes  what  passes;  Diego,  Friday,  and 
Iglou  retire  to  the  upper  end). 

Enter  Nipcheesb,  tipsy. 

Nip*  Oh  dear,  oh  dear  1  when  will  all  my 
troubles  end?  Every  thing  I  do,  makes  bad, 
worse.  I  thought  to  dispel  fear  by  drinking,  in- 
stead of  that,  it  makes  me  see  danger  double. 

(The  Indians  move  slowly,  and  form  a  line  behind 
Nipcheese,  still  concealed  by  the  branches). 

— I  can't  move  an  inch  without  meeting  some 
accommodating  body,  ready  and  willing^  to  blow 
out  my  brains— it*s  really  very  unpleasant.  First, 
I  was  beset  with  savages,  then  nearly  buried 
alive,  and  presently  I  suppose,  I  shall — ey !  Now 
whether  my  head  runs  round,  or  those  trees  have 
run  round,  rot  me  if  I  can  tell.  I  have  it— this 
Island  is  enchanted  !  I  shouldn't  be  surprized  if  I 
am  transformed  as  Crusoe  is,  and  look  for  all  the 
world  like  an  old  Ae-goat  on  his  hinder  legs 
— Lord!  what  will  Mrs.  Nipcheese  say  then! 
However,  Til  liide  my  jewels  in  the  crannies  of 
that  rock,  till  its  time  to  embark,  and  then — 

{He  approaches  the  Chasm,  BlufF  starts  forward 
with  a  Pistol  presented)* 

Another  pistol!  don't!  don't  fire,  you'll  oblige 
me  exceedingly. 

Bliiff*.  Another  word,  and  'tis  your  last  I 

(Nipcheese  makes  an  effort  to  get  away — the  In- 
dians shout  and  drop  their  irancAe^— Nipcheese 
falls  on  his  knees --Diegp  a7id  Friday  starting 
forward  at   the  same  instant,    to  prevent  an 
attack  from  Iglou). 
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Diego.  Tell  me  instantly  the  plans  of  your  ac«i 
complices. 

.  Nip*  VW  tell  you  every  thing,  givcj.  you  every 
thing>  only  save  me  from  being  roasted,  and  made 
a  meal  of!  {holding  oiU  the  Case  of  Jewels,  which 
Friday  snatches) . 

Diego.  Where  is  my  mother  ?  Where  is  Ines 
and  Crusoe  ? 

Mp.  In  the  cave*- they *11  be  here  presently. 

Diego.  And  Windlass  ? 

Nip.  He*U  be  here  too-^you  may  kill  him  (knd 
ivelcome ! 

.Diego.  What's  his  intent  I 

Nip.  To  make  somebody  swim  to  the  ship, 
and  tell  a  parcel  of  lies  to  the  crew — I  was  afraid 
he*d  pitch  upon  me,  and  having  no  stomach  for 
water,  got  out  of  his  way,  and  tuibbled  into 
yours. 

Bluff.  The  ship!  well  thought  on— ril  be  be* 
fore  hand  with  them.  They  have  warped  her 
close  in  shore,  and  I  can  paddle  one  of  the  canoe* 
there  in  the  turning  of  a  capstan. 

Diego.  Right  I 

Blt^.  Give  us  a  shove  off,  Friday. 

(He  gets  imo  Iglou's  Canoe,  and  Friday  pushes 
it  off). 

Diego.  Now  aid  us  to  protect  my  father,  assist 
in  preserving  my  mother,  and  you  will  save  your- 
self. 

Nip.  I  will,  I  will,  as  Vm  a  sinner,  and  hope 
to  be  saved. 

Diego.  Do  not  think  we  shall  lose  sight  of  you ; 
pot  a  word  you  utter  will  escape  us.    If  I  obaerye 
ihe  least  attempt  at  treachery,  tho'  I  perish  in 
jthe  act,  that  moment  is  your  last ! 
«.  Nip.  You  needn't  doubt  me;  I  always  bane  an 
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tve  td  bosifa^te;  and' make  it  a  rute  to  Midk  by 
the  strongest. 

Ditgo.  Wbtt)  ihey  have  brougHt  hither,  and 
secured  their  prisoners,  decoy  thetn  from  Xht 
spot,  as  you  may  best  be  aUe  (reiiresj. 

0g\ou  forms  tlie  Indians  into  separate  concealed 
clusters,  resembling  clumps  of  Bushes  ^H'tego 
laies  a  station  near  the  side), 

FrL  See  da !  poor  Massa  Crasoe  come ! 

The  Party  enter ^  with  Cbusoe  andlnns  bound. 

fHnd.  Now  then^  belay  them  to  thdsk  f rees, 
^hile  the  gt^nner  hails  the  vessiel  from  the  rock. 
{He  sees  Nip^heese).  So^  you  land-lobber,  where 
have  you  bwn  skofking  ? 

Nip.  Skulking !  Fve  been  waking  for  you : 
*twas  no  use  to  hail  the  ship  before  it  was  light, 
so  I  amused  myself  by  reading  an  almanack. 

ff^ind.  What,  read  in  the  dark>  you  drunken 
scoundrel!  , 

Nip.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Tve  been  sober  this 
fhre  minutes,  and  the  book  that  I  wais  eiamining 
is  in  large  text  hand  -^  only  look !  {Pointing  to  the 
irmcripiims). 

ffind.  It*s  a  rum  sort  olog  book,  aure  enough  I 
Messmates  1  What'athat  writing  at  the  top  i 

Nip,  Thafs  what  I.can*t  make  out. 

(The  Seamen  Am»  secured  Crusoe,  and  lues— ^ 
Swivel  ascends  the  R^ck^  and  makes  signal  to 
the  Skip^^^  the  call  o/*  Windlass  the  Mutineers 
€&m§  farward^j^iOQ  appears^  and  attempts  to 
mt  the  cords  that  ooti/ine  the  CtLptiv^-^at  this 
mmnent   the  ParrQt  perches  09  thi  stump  to 
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ti^iifih  Cruwei^  hounds und  orter^  '^'dBoor  iRc)IKn» 

poor  Robin  Cru«oe)  /'  .  u  m  * 

.  fP'ind.  £y;!  wUaX  are  you  tt«MiwJ  (^uriiSng 
on  Nipcheese).  .i'.»t 

M/>.  Me  !  I  nev^r  opened  my  lips— ,thia  Islm^d 
is  haunted— and — 

fHrid.  Haunted !  pshaw  !— rnone  of  jou,r  ppn- 
sense. 

■  r 

(Diego  shews  himself ^  and  makes  Crasfle  and 
Ines  understand  his  intention).  ' 

Block.  This  is  the  way  he  kept  his  reckoning, 
I  suppose ! 

'  frind.  We  know  that  well  enough  ;  but  look 
aloft,  tpU  us  what's  on  the  cross-trees, 
'  Block.  "  I  came,  tothiSy  i— s — land-- 

fflnd.  Island,  you  dunce  ! — **  I  came  to  this 
Island,"  isn't  that  it?  (To  Nipcheese). 

Nip.  Yes,  that's  plain  enough.  I  donH  think 
you'll  leave  it  though  in  a  hurry* 

{Here  the  Parrotries  off^  and  in  passing  Friday, 
iL'ho  is  on  the  watch  near  Ines,  cries^  **  Friday, 
poor  Friday)." 

IVind..  Again  I  you  blackguard— 

Nip.  Zounds,  don't  be  so  savage-~yots  won't 
believe  me  —  but  if  this  place  isn't  bewitohedy  I'm 
a  Dutchman. 

(The  Mutineers  take  a  survey  of  the  place,  and 
examine  their  Captives). 

Wwd.  All  right!  air«  safe!— Go  on.  (jfd- 
vancing  again  to  the  Inscription).  What  do  all 
these  pot* hooks  and  hangers  stand  for  ? 

N^.  Let  me  try  again — I  can  see  much  clearer 
than  I  could  just  now* — "  I  came  to  this  Island 
September  SOtb,  1659^  Robinson  Crasoe.** 
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«V1)i£{i^Hfe'hM  beeiT  OD  t}m  stafitMi  fi'p%uy 
long  time  then. 

JNip*  Ye8,^b«it  I  think  be  has  quitted  his  sb- 
tion  by  this  time* 

(^During  this]'  the  Indians  have  encompassed  the 
Captives — and  slowly  moved  off  with  tfiem- still 
tmceolsd  by  the  houghs). 

Swiv.  {From  the  Rock).  They  return  the  sig- 
nal,—^i  see  the  kunch  and  jolly-boat  putting  off. 

fVind.  That's  well— be  ready.— Ey  I  'sdeath 
and  fire!  where 'are  the  prisoners  ? 

jill.  The  prisoners  1 

Nip.  The  prisoners !  bless  my  soc^i^  they  are 
gone,  sure  enough  !  And  the  trees  are  gone  too  I 

fVind.  Pursue  instantly  I 

Swiv.  Keep  your  ground !  I  see  them>  they  are 
protected  by  a  ^warm  of  Indians ! 

^Win^.  Indians!  pshaw!  a  single  shot  will  dis- 
perse a  thousand—  follow  me  J 

Nip.  Follow!  Hurra,  my  boys  — hurra  I 

Mus re. ^(Windlass,  and  the  whole  of  the  Muti* 
neers  rush  out  J. 

— ril  remain  here  as  a  corps  de  reserve.  (Shouts 
ing  without) .  There's  work !  there*s  chopping  and 
lopping !  If  they  fire  at  random,  they'll  be  ?;ure 
to  hit  me !  By  the  lord,  they're  coming  back 
again!  (He  runs  off). 

Musrc— (^yAe'  Indians   are    seen  flying   before 

the  Mutineers^  and  pass  o^-^Robinson  Crusoe 

and  Ines  enter^  folloived  by   Windlass^M^ 

.  combai-^Crixsoei  eschuusted,  is  disarmed  r-Itiei 

^  arrests  the  b^m^.  qf  Windlass,  and  a  struggle 

ensues — Friday  enters,  and  encounters  the  Boat- 

.  swain  at  ihe  instant  Pariboo  starts*  forward  to 

revenge  himself  on  Cru^oe^^Pariboa  is  met.  by 

g2 
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Igltsu-^dby.  enguge  each  oAer  with  Ikigg^^^ 

while  Friday  drives  o/f  Windlass,  (f^.     Iluripg 

ihis^  Crusoe  and  Lies  have  deen  secured  bi/  M^ 

tineers^  and  borne  offi^-^Varihoo  overcomes  fglois 

*^Friday  runs  on  at  the  f^ofnen/,  and  throws 

himself  be/ore  his  FatIier.—lg\o\x  recovers  the 

Dagger  which  has  been  wrested  froin  him^  and 

the  combat  is  renewed  with  ferocity. -^Pdrihoo- 

•     is  disarmed^  but  instantly  snatches  a  Tomahawk 

'  from  Iglou,  and  is  at  the  point  qf  dispatching 

himy  when  Friday  returns  with  ifie  Dog^  who 

rushes  upon  the  hostile  Chief  and  carries  off'  the 

fVeqpon.-^VdLnhooflies^  is  pursued^  and  (Liven 

from  the  Rock  into  the  Sea  by  Iglou. 

l^iego,  Ines,  and  Crusoe,  brought  in  sekuredr^ 
Windlass  and  the  Mutineers  fronting  them). 

Diego.  Perfidious  villain  ! 

Wind.  You  sought  our  li\res!  prepare  nove  to 
lose  your  own.   Comrades^  preseut**-fire  ! 

Mut.  No,  nO|  no. 

Swiv.  Leave  them  to  their  fkUy  but  spare  their 
liv^s. 

.  fVind.  What!    refuse!   then  my  own    band 
shall  —  (Levelling  a  Pistol). 

MusiC.-^(TA«  Indians  rwh  on,  headed  by  I^u^ 
ai%d  make  a  dtfe^ce,  with  their  Shields  before 
the  Captives — Friday  at  the  same  moment  dash^ 
ing  tlie  Pistol  from  the  hand  q^  Windlass).    . 

Windn  Now  will  you  assists 
Mut.  Ay»  «y.  (The  Indians  ehout). 
{T%e  Mutineers  attack^  and  at  the  same  instant  the 
Crew  of  the  Vessel^  headed  by  Blaff,  rushfpr* 
ward^  cheering). 

Bluff.  Now,  voo  damned  doj^s,  #e  have^yau. 
.  (JSb  tttikesf  dmn  the  B^tswain,  dmd  tit  mtti- 
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imrr>dStli  tkeir  arms).  Joyi  CSaptaiOv  joy<l^  I 
told  ydu  how  'twould  be— the  crew  are  trcie  to  a 
Tpfan,  ^xid  the  ebip's  your  own  agaifB. 

Di^gi^.  Secure  those  mispreants  till  thieir  fete 
^hatl  be  determined^ 

^vsic.— {They  form  a  Procession^  and  depart-- 
"Igl^il,  Friday,  and  the  Indians  marching  in  ihi 
Jfront  and  rear). 


K\ 


SCENE  IV. 


j^  fHciw^squ^^  View  of  the  sea  share  from  beneath 
a  shed  hi^ilt  by  Crusoe.— 7%e  Music  still  con^ 
itf^u^*— 'Iglpu  and  his  Troop  march  in,  and 
Jmh  ai  the  hack  of  the  Scene^ 

.  Enter,  Diego  and  Ines,  in  great  joy^  followed  by 
Robinson  Causos  between  Iglou  and  FaiDAT, 

Cfu.  Cgnrageous  Chief!  and  you,  my  ever 
faithful  Friday!— well  have  you  repaid  my  ser- 
yjce;  amply  have  you  proved  your  gratitude  I— 
In  saving  you,  I  have  preserved  the  lives  of  those, 
fdx  ^dearer  than  my  own*  (Embracing  loea).  Now 
then,  collect  those  memorials  I  selected^  and  pre- 

i)are  for  my  departure  $  your  fcUt  act  of  duty  ta  at 
ength  arrived. 

Music.-^/T*riday  starts^  trembles^  and  shews 
Tigris  of  grief).    '   '     ,  '     ••. 

1  understand— but,  ,rememberj  I  have  foiin^  a 
wife  and  sbn^  yoii  a  father! 

Music—  (Friday  intimates  his  t^ecthn  to  his  JPa«. 
tier 9  bttf  his  msh  tofQllow  Crusoe).  . 

wHs  heart  is  wifih  his  pareot>-*-hi8  seil^ice  witll^^ 
his  master!-* 
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(Friday  turns  from  one  to  the  other,  and  at  length 

drops  at  the  feet  of  Crusoe). 
—Be  happy   then,  we  will  nevef  part!— Igloo^ 
you  lose  him  but  for  a  time,— 1  shall  again  re- 
visit and  reward  my  benefactors ! 

Enter  Bluff,  and  the  Mutineers,  guarded  by  the 
Crew. 

Bluff.  Come,  my  lads,  don't  look  so  blank. — 
After  all,  it  is  but  hanging,  you  know,  and  that 
can't  happen  twice  in  your  lives !  — They're  as  mute 
as  stockfish!  pretty  fellows  for  Mutineers,  an't 
you  ?— I  say,  Captain^  speak  a  word  to  'em. 

Cru.  Let  me  pronounce  (To  Diego^.  Wretched 
and  misguided  men,  live!— and  if  you  can,  live 
peaceably,  learn  to  appreciate  that  first  of  bless- 
ings— Liberty!— by  enduring  in  this  Island,  the 
fate  to  which  you  haH  devoted  others— I  leave 
it  you,  far  different  than  I  found  it— you  will 
possess  every  means  of  shelter,  comfort,  and  pro- 
tection!—Endeavour  to  deserve  them,  and  yoo 
may  yet  be  happy  I 

Enter  Njpchebsb^  as  the  Mutineers  go  off. 

Bltff.  Ab^  Master  Nipcheese^  are  you  above 
board  yet  ? 

,  Nip.  Yes  I  am,  to  my  very  great  astonish- 
ment. O,  Captain  I  I  hope  you'll  not  leave  me 
in  this  horrible  island.  Those  rascals  forced  me 
into  the  plot,  and  if  you'll  take  me  once  more 
into  favour,  you  shall  find  me  as  honest  a  steward 
as  ever  hadcharge  of  a  bread-room. 

Bluff.  He's  chip  in  porridge.  Captain,  neither 
good  nor  harm :  I'll  answer  for  him,  he'll  never 
get  into  this  scrape  wiUingly. 
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.   Diego,  Well,  I  forgive  him. 

Nip.  Do  you  ?  Bless  you  !  I  shall  be  a  man 
of  business  again.  O,  Mr.  Fri(iay,  there  are  all 
your  brothers  and  sisters  arrived,  come,  I  sup- 
pose, in  search  of  your  honoured  papa.  iSiever 
saw  so  large  a  family  in  my  life ! 

Cm.  Away,  Friday,  and  receive  them.  Collect 
the  memorialB  I  wish  to  preserve,  and,  lhei>, 
all  hands  aboard. 

(The  vdrimis  articles  belonging  to  Crusoe,  affixed 
to  branches^  are  borne  by  the  Indians^  still  under 
the  direction  of  Iglou.  His  Quadrant ^  Com^ 
passj  Telescope^  Journal^  &c.  Friday  car- 
ries  the  Umbrella^  with  the  Parrot  perched  on 
it—  a  hind  of  Car  formed  by  the  Indians^  with  a 
canopy  of  leaves^  is  mounted  by  Crusoe  tvith 
his  hog;  Diego  and  Ines  at  each  side,  and  the 
whole  pass  off  in  Procession)^ 

The  following  Round  sung  during  the  Procession : 

tiive  the  word, 
Let*s  ttboard ! 
V    Every  heatt  be  jolly  f 
Danger  o'er, 
Sigh  no  more, 
Banish  melancholy ! 

Man  the  boat, 

Once  afloat, 
Ijpt  the  can  go  round,  boys  ; 

Toddy  si»lg, 

Dance  a  jig, 
We  are  homeward  boniKl^  boys !      ^ 

Give  the  word, 
&c.  &c. 
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r  SCfcNE  THE  last; 

The  Ship  lying  at  anchor  near  the  Shore,  .sur* 
^  rovftd^d  with  Canoes  —  On  the  left  the  exterior  of 
\  the  Sh£d,  overhung  by  2?ocAj.— -Crusoe,  Di^^, 
Ines,  and  Friday,  discovered  seated  near  the 
side  ^  the  Stage  filled  by  the  Friendly  Indians-^ 
Iglou  prostrates  himsejf  to  Crusoe,  and  presents 
a  branch  of  the  Palm,  intimating  his  desire  that 
Crusoe  shdidd  witness  u  Festival  in  ianaur  |/* 
their  friendly  compact. 

A  Ballet  is  then  performed  hij  three  Quadroon 
Gitls  decorated  with  Feathers,  Vc.'^Jg\ati.and 
the  rest  occasionally  beaHng  part~Ax\tikoo 
next  appears,  and  performs  various  feats  of 
aciiviiy  peculiar  to  the  Caribs ;  at  the  con^^ 
•  elusion^  n  Gun  is  fired  frbm  the  'jressel-^the 
Party  rise,  take  leave  of  Iglou,  and  depart. 
—  True  Grpupe  prostrate  themselves  towards  the 
Vessel  at  the  report  of  the  Oun—the  Boat  is 
seen  rowing  to  the  Ship — the  ^ails  are  set^  and 
the  distant  voices  of  the  Crew  singing  the  Rounds 
are  heard  as  on  board  the  Fisssel^.and  sinking 
on  the  ear,  as  the  receding  Fessel  diminishes  to 
the  sight. — Tableau. 


THE  ENP. 


Londca  I  MotMl  by  H.  M^Milltf, ) 
lloir  Street,  Corent  Gvloi.     | 
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IN  TWO  ACTS. 

FOUNDED  ON  THE  STORY 
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DON  JUAN; 

BY  I.  POCOCK,  ESa 
THE  MUSICK  FBOM  MOZABTS  CELEBRATED  OPERA  OF 

DON  GIOVANNI, 

ADAPTED  TO  THE  ENGLISH  STAGE  BY  ME.  BISHOP. 
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SECOND  EDITION. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Don  PedrOf    •••••m»*«m««»m««m*««*«««^*«  Mr.  ChapniaD. 

Don  Juan,  •••—•— •.••m.«..m.».-......—  Mr.  C.  Kemble. 

Don  OctaviOf   •••••••—•—••«••.••••••••.•  Mr.  Sinclair* 

LeporellOf   ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••  Mr.  Liston* 

lA)peZf  •••••—..••  .KM..— •••...•.•.•.••••.••.     Mr.  Comer. 
Peasant,   m............ ..•.••.•••..    Mr.  Norris. 

Donna  Elvira,    •••••••..•.••••m..m.......  Mrs.  Faucit. 

Donna  Leonora,  •.••.•••..•m..m....w.  Miss  Matthews. 

Maria,  ..•.•••••.•...•....•,•.••.•• Miss  Carew. 

Jul er una,  •*••••••••*. ....tMCMtt.**... •...«•••.  iuiss  Micpneiis* 

Peasants,  Masqueraders,  Dancers,  Demons,  8fc.  Spc. 
ScENB-^In  and  near  Seville.  . 


\^  The  lines  with  inverted  commas,  are  omitted 
in  representation,  in  consequence  of  the  length  of  the 
Piece. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

The  Garden  of  Don  Pedro'^  House  at  Seville 
^^Part  of  the  Mansion  on  the  left,  with 
Door,  Balcony,  and  Window ;  at  the  back, ' 
Mailing,  and  open  Iron  Gates — I%e  Wall, 
in  an  angular  direction  to  the  right,  is  inter^ 
sected  by  Trees  and  Flowers. — Music,  as  the 
Scene  opens — Leporello  descends  a  Ladder, 
placed  at  the  angle,  followed  by  Don  Juan. 

Don  J.  NoWj  Spirit  of  Intriguoj  befriend 
tb J  votary  i 

Lep.  Guardians  of  Innocence^  on  you  I  call ! 
protect  me^  I  beseech  you^  from  spring-guns^ 
and  man-traps ! 

Don  J.  Gome  on!  thelanthorn!   {Music). 

(  Leporello  gives  the  Lanthorn — Don  Juan 
reconnoitres). 

Lep.  Now^  must  I  stand  sentinel  without, 
while  he  plays  the  lover  within.  Night  after 
night,  the  same  game,  and  every  week  a  fresh 
object!  My  constitution  will  ne?er  hold-«-it 
will  kill  me ! 
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Don  J.  'Tis  well;  they  slcqi, — Leporello! 
the  key! r the  key! 

Lep.  There  it  is ; — that  cursed  key  can  open 
half  the  doors  in  Sevilie. 

Don  J.  INow,  haughty  Don,  spite  of  thy 
mandate^  Leonora,  the  beauteous  Leonora^  shall 
be  mine ! 

Lep.  Leonora!  the  daughter  of  Don  Pedro, 
the  first  Grandee  in  the  city } 

Don  J.  The  same  ! 

Lep.  Are  you  ni^d  ? 

Don  J.  I*minloTe. 

Lep.  That's  worse.  (Light  appears  at  the 
wifidowj.  Sir!  Sir! 

Don  J. ;  What  now  ? 

Lep.  Look!  {Points  to  the  window). 

Don  J.  Ha!  not  yet  retired :  I  am  too  early. 

Lep.  You  are  never  too  late  on  such  occa« 
sions.  Oh!  that  I  dare  tejl  you  a  piece  of  my 
mind ! 

Don  J.  Say  on  :-^thy  folly  will  divert  my 
impatience. 

Lep.  Have  you  forgotten  one  Donna  Elvira  ? 

Don  J.  Elvira!  who's  she  ? 

Lep.  Who's  she! — his  own  wife!  and  asks — 
Can't  your  Lordship  call  to  mind  a  slight  mishap 
you  met  with  about  three  weeks  ago  i 

Don.  J.  What  was  it  ? 

Lep.  You  got  married. 

Don  J.  Ha!  ha!  true*— that  was  the  most 
serious  accident  that  ever  happened  to  me — but 
I'm  quite  recovered. 

Lep.  Recovered!  that's  very  well  for  you; 
but  with  reverence  to  your  Worship^  I  have  a 
conscience. 

Don  J.  Ha!  ha! — a  what? 

Lep.  A  conscience.  And,  sooth  to  say,  I  am 
something  scandalized  at  the  life  you  lead. 
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Don  J,  'Tis  wondrous  pleasant! 

Lep.  Pleasant !  under  favour,  I  have  seen 
handsomer  gentlemen  than  you,  hanged  for  such 
pranks. 

Don  J.  How,  rascal! 

Lep.  How?  wh  J,  with  a  cord,— vulgar  hemp, 
I  beg  pardon. 

Don  J.  Proceed,  pro<ieedf 

Lep.  I  should  never  finish,  were  I  to  enu- 
merate the  catalogue  of  your  vagaries  —  the 
head-roll  would  last  till  doomsday. 

Don  J.  An^  I  not  right?  I  have  a  heart  to 
be  in  love  with  all  the  world, — and,  like  Alex- 
der,  could  wish  me  other  worlds,  that  I  might 
still  love,  still  conquer. 

Lep.  I  find  your  Lordship  is  no  more  afraid 
of  perdition,  than  many  other  gay  cavaliers ; 
but  I  have  scruples.  People  will  be  apt  to  say/ 
*'  like  master,  like  man,"  and  I  may  be  hanged 
in  your  Lordship's  company. 

Don  J.  Be  tranquil,  Leporello;  that's  an 
honour  you'll  ne'er  have  courage  to  deserve. 

Lep.  I  am  not  ambitious.  (  The  window  is 
opefied — Leonora  appears). 

Leon.  'St,  'st— 

Don  J.  Hush !  we  have  been  discovered — 

Lep.  Discovered!  I'm  a  dead  man!  {Drops 
on  his  knees). 

Leon.  Octavio!   Octavio! 

Don  J.  Leonora!   {In  a  subdued  tone). 

Leon.  Dear  Octavio,  I  dare  not  meet  you  yet. 
Depart,  and  read  that  note.  (She  throws  down 
a  Letter,  and  closes  the  window j. 

Don  J.  Good.    She  takes  me  for  that  favour 'd 
upstdrt,  young  Octavio, — the  light — quick! — 
(  Leporello  discloses  the  Lanthorn,  and  holds  it 
while  Don  Juan  Jinds  and  reads  the  Note). 
^'  When  'tis  time,  oly  attendant  shall  apprise 
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you.     You  know  the  signal/'--^ The  signal! 
s'death!  I  know  it  not. 

.  Lep.  For  the  love  of  life^  let  us  leave  the 
garden-^sheil  raise  the  house^  and  I  shall  be 
murder'd. 

(Prelude  without). 

Don  J.  Ha !  who  have  we  here  ? 
Lep.  It's  all  over! 

Don  J.   Some  serenading  coxcomb.     Curse 
:on  his  intrusion. 

(Octavio  and  Serenaders  enter ,  and  place 
themselves  under  the  Window — Leporello 
creeps  to  the  side  amongst  the  ireessfol* 
lowed  hyiyovkiuviw). 

SOIJG—Serenade,  Octavio, 

Come  shining  forth,  my  dearest, 

With  looks  of  warm  delight, 
Shed  joy  as  thoa  appearest. 

Like  morning's  beam  of  light ! 
Like  morning's  beam  of  light,  Lovei 

Mild  shines  thine  azure  eye, 
Thine  absence  is  a  night,  Lore^ 

In  which  I  droop  and  die. 

Oh !  let  me  hear  that  tongue,  Love, 

Whose  music  thrills  my  heart, 
Like  notes  by  Angels  sung,  Love, 

When  souls  in  bliss  depart. 
And,  at  thy  casement  rising, 

lUome  my  ravish'd  sight. 
Like  day,  the  vioild  snrpriziag, 

With  motning's  beam  of  light. 

{At  the  close,  the  window  is  slowly  opened. 
Don  Juan  appears  listening,  and  Lepo- 
rello crouching  close  behind  him — Leo- 
nora appears  on  the  Balcony). 
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-Oct.  The  window  opens.     Begone!  begone! 
Dan  J.  'Tis  himself, — Octavio! 
JLeofL.  This  roust  be  some  mistake.    I  have  not 
heard  the  whistle. 
Don  J.  The  whistle  1  enough.     [Afusfc] 
(  Don  Juan  rushes  after  Oetavio^  uoho  has 
sent  off  his  Companions). 

Don  J.  (Without).  Villain^  have  I  caught 
thee  ? 

Oct.  Ah  !  betrayed ! 

Leon.  Ah!  (Closing  the  window,  suddenly 
the  light  disappears). 

JLep.  Here's  goodly  work  !  Heaven  bless  all 
serying-men  from  such  a  master  as  mine !  Turn 
him  loose  with  Belzebub^  and  he'll  beat  him 
at  his  own  weapons — Ey! 

(  Don  Juan  enters  hastily,  with  a  Ribbon, 
to  which  is  attached  a  Whistle). 

Lep.  Which  of  yon  is  kill'd — you,  or  the 
other } 

Don  J.  I  have  obtained  my  object,  but  he 
escaped. 

Lep.  I  wish  I  could  escape. 

^Don  Juan  draws  near  the  window,  and 
whistles). 

Lep.  This  will  end  in  something  unpleasant 
—the  gallows,  as  like  as  not. 

(  The  door  opens— Maria  appears ) , 

Mar.  'St!  'si!  DonOctavio! 
Don  J.  Here. 

Mar.  My  lady  feared  you  had  been  beset  by 
ruffians. 

Don  J.  Soft — ^lead  me  to  her. 

( Goes  in--^door  closed). 
Lep.  Oh,  that  OctaTio's  sword  had  released 
me  from  this  precious  night-bird  !     While  he 
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lives^  I  must  be  faithful,  in  spite  of  my  iaclimt* 
tion.  If  I  quit  him  without  leave,  he's  so  re- 
vengeful, he'd  search  all  Spain  to  find  me  out, 
for  the  sole  satisfaction  of  cutting  my  throat. 
(Scuffle  in  the  House,  and  voices — Leo- 
nora screams) » 

Hey  !  I  thought  so.     I  knew  it !  Oh  !  this  is 
no  time  for  ceremony  !  I'm  off. 

( Leporello  runs  off  by  the  gates  ) . 

Don  P.  Traitor,  think  not  to  escape. 
Leon.  Help,  help  !  I'll  die  sooner  than  quit 
my  hold. 

Don  J.  Foolish  wom^n  !  be  advised! — 

(JEnter  struggling,  followed  by  Don  Pedro). 

Don  P.  Turn,  turn,  abandoned  villain,  and 
meet  a  father's  wrath, — a  father's  chastisement. 

Leon.  Oh,  father!  father! 

Don  P.  You  fly  not  hence  unpunished. 

{Many  voices  without).  This  way!  this! — 
follow!  follow! 

Don  J.  If  thou  wilt  perish,  take  thy  destiny, 

Leon.  Oh!  shield,  protect  him! 

(Short  and  rapid  combat. — Don  Juan, 
hearing  the  alarm,  throws  Leonora/rom 
him,  and  draws.  Don  Pedro  falls. — 
Leporello  rushes  in,  as  pursued. — The 
voices  again  heard  close  without). 

Lep.  Flyt  fly!  we  are  beset  on  all  sides. 

(They  scale  the  Wall — At  the  instant, 
Octavio  and  Party  rush  in  with  torches. 
—Maria  and  Servants  ent^r  from  the 
Hou^e.— Leonora  sees  the  body  of  her 
Father,  utters  a  shriek,  and  falls). 

Tableau. 
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SCENE  IL 


A  Hall  in  the  Mansion  of  DoTi  Pedro. 

[Mtt«fc,] 

Servants  enter  in  confusion;  Maria  followed 
by  others,  giving  directions. 

Mar,  Are  the  messengers  dispatched^  as  Don 
Octavio  directed  ? 

Serv.  They  are,  they  are  ! 

Mar.  Away  then,  quickly,  and  remove  all 
traces  of  this  horrible  event. — My  mistres0 
comes, — away^  away  '  [^MusicJ\ 

[^Exeunt  Maria  and  Servants. 

Enter  Octavio  and  Leonora. 

Oct.  Be  comforted— yon  have  yet  the  fond* 
est  lover,  and  the  truest  friend. 

Leon.  Never,  never  again  shall  Leonora 
taste  of  comfort.  O  !  Octavio,  our  fatal  pas- 
sion has  destroyed  him  :  but  for  our  imprudent 
assignation,  he  had  still  lived  !  be  that  gave 
me  life  !  my  dear,  dear  father  ! 

Oct.  Tears  are  no  sacrifice  for  blood,  calm 
this  tumultuous  grief,  and  think  but  of  re- 
venge. 

JLeqn.  Revenge  can  ne'er  give  back  the 
dead.  Juan,  ungrateful,  and  perfidious  Juan^ 
soon  receives  a  punishment^  terrible  and  just; 
but  never,  never  can  restore  my  father. 

Oct.  Juan!  was  he  the  wretch? 

JLeon.  Tqo  surely ;— I  knew  his  voice. 

Oct.  You  are  deceived — under  the  guise  of 
friendship,  to  perpetrate  so  foul  a  crime ! — 
impossible! 

Leon.  Nay,    he  came  not  so,  but,    like  a 
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fiend  of  darkness^  marring  the  bliss  he  was  de- 
nied to  share  !  Muffled  in  his  cloaks  with  everj 
feature  shrouded  like  his  form^  he  stole  into 
m J  presence^ — ^my  cries  were  heard^ — ^assistance 
was  at  hand — he  fled^  and  dragged  me  with 
him.  To  confirm  my  doubtj  this  glove^  which 
in  the  struggle^  I  retained^  bears  his  detested 
name. 

Oct.  Oy  eternal  stain  on  fair  nobility  I  inde* 
lible  disgrace  to  the  proud  name  of  Spaniard  ! 
Thy  life^  I  swear^  shall  be  the  forfeit  of  thy 
crime,  or  mine  be  lost  in  the  attempt  to  pu- 
nish it. 


DUET — Leonora  and  Octavio, 

Leon.        Leave  me,  for  ever  leave  me  I 
.  Heaven,  of  life  bereave  me! 
'With  him,  viho  being  gave  me. 
Oh,  let  me  perish  too ! 

Oct.  Forbear  this  wild  appealing, 

Oh|  calm  your  frantic  feeling ! 
And  hear  yoor  lover,  kneeling, 
Vow  life  and  death  with  you  i 

Leon.        My  Love, — alas! — forgive  me. 

My  madd'ning  mind. will  leave  me! 
My  father,  thee  I  call! 

Oct\  Console  thee,  soothe  thy  mind,  Love ! 

Ever  in  me  thou'lt  find.  Love, 
A  father,  lover,  all! 

Leon.        Swear,  for  my  bleeding  sire, 
Thou'lt  stern  avenger  prove. 

Oct.  I  swear,  by  thine  eyes'  soft  fire, 

I  swear  by  all  our  love! 

Both.        Our  bosoms,  Ob!  just  heaven! 
Till  vengeance  shall  be  given^ 
By  rage  and  sorrow  riven. 
Tortures  on  tortures  prove! 

[^Exeunt, 
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SCENE   III. 

Distant  View  of  Seville :  Morning. 

Enter  Don  Jitan,  folloxved  hy  Leporello. 

Don  J.  Come  on^  and^  prithee,  let  me  hear 
no  more  reproofs,  or  I  ^lall  crop  jour  ears^ 
sirrah. 

Lep.  A  word  to  the  wise — that's  quite  suffi-. 
cient. 

Don  J.  What  though  we  failed,  success  was 
well  deserved. 

**  *MoDgst  all  llie  joys,  whidh  in  the  world  are  sought, 
**  None  are  so  great  as  those  bj  dangers  bought.** 

— Ey! 

Lep.  I've  done,  I've  done!  He  thinks  no 
more  of  running  a  gentleman  through  the  body, 
than  I  do  of  splitting  a  lark  ! 

Zerli^a  and  Masetto,  with  Male  and  Female 
J^tasantry^j  enteVj  as  to  celebrate  a  Wedding 
— Don  Juan  and  Leporello  retire. 

DUET  AND  CHORUS— Zcr/mfl,  Masetto, 
and  Peasants. 

Zer*        Pretty  Insses,  love's  sununcr,  rciDember, 
Kver  flics  upon  gossamer  wing ; 
SuITer  not  then,  life's  chilly  December, 
To  destroy  Cupid's  bow  and  his  string! 
Lira  la,  lira  la! 
But  make  haste,  and  be  bappy,  like  nic  i 

Chorus.  iiira  la,  lira  la! 

Zer.  ^  >  Oh  !  haste,  and  be  happy,  like  me ! 
Chorus.  $  Oh  !  haste,  and  be  happy,  like  thee  I 
Lira  la,  lira  la! 
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Mas.       And,  ye  lads^  who  are  constantly  clianging. 
For  a  time,  tho^  Ms  pleasant  io  run 
From  this  beauty,  to  that,  ever  ranging. 
Yet,  at  last,  pray,  be  constant  to  one! 
Lira  lira  la! 
AwA  be  happy^  be  happy,  like  me, 

Mas.  ^7  Lira  la,  lira  la! 

Chorits.  3    And  be  happy,  be  happy  like  thee. 
Oh!  be  happy,  be  happy,  like  me! 

Zer.  ^>  Oh,  what  rapture!  the  marriage  bells  ringkig, 
Mas.  3  To  be  dancing,  and  playing,  and  singing. 
Who  so  happy,  so  happy  as  we  2 

Chorus*  Lira  la,  lira  la, 

Who  so  happy,  so  happy  as  we  ? 

( At  the  close  of  the  Music,  Don  Juzn  joins 
the  throng,  and  singles  ZerVins,  from  the 
Groupe — ^Leporello  entering  at  the  same 
time,  observing  hitn). 

Lcp.  Oli^  this  love!  this  love!  Why,  he's  at 
it  again. 

Don  J.  (Advancing  with  ZerlinaJ.  Lively, 
merry  souls!  Leporello,  didst  ever  see  a  crea- 
ture half  so  fa!»cinating? 

Lep*  Ob,  charming!  Another  mistress! — 
(Aside  J. 

Don  J.  Such  a  form !  such  a  complexion ! 

Lcp.  He's  on  the  high  road  to  the  devil,  and 
not  content  with  travelling  alone,  claps  me  up 
behind  him,  and  rides  post! 

Don  J.  A  wedding  i 

Zer.  Yes,  kind  Sir,  and  I  am  the  bride. 
(  Don  Juan  kisses  her  hand). 

Lep.  Oh  yes,  he's  very  kind  !  Zooks !  amongst 
fo  many,  one  may  fall  to  my  share,  in  aa  honest 
¥ray.  {Retires  to  the  groupe). 
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Don  J.  Joj!  joy!  I  give  you  joy! — But 
iB'here's  the  bridegroom? 

Mas.'  Here,  my  Lord,  at  your  service.  ( -Bow- 
ing' between  them ) . 

Don  J.  Your  name? 

Mas.  Masetto,  Sir. 

Don  J.  And  yours,  sweet  maid  ? 

Zer.  Zerlina,  an  it  please  you.  Sir. 

Don  J.  It  doesj  it  does  please  me !  Ah !  Ma- 
setto^  thou  art  a  favoured  mortal !  lil  be  the 
founder  of  your  wedding  feast,  and  every  plea- 
sure that — Leporello!  rascal! 

Lep.  Ey!  that's  me!  (Starting  from  half  a 
dozen  girls,  whom  he  has  enticed  round  him). 

Don  J.  What  .do  you  there? 

Lep.  A  good  example  is  never  losj;  on  an 
attentive  servant. 

Don  J.  Conduct  these  worthy  people  to  my 
palace;  order  an  entertainment ;  bid  masks  and 
music ;  and  till  all's  prepared,  pay  particular 
attention  to  my  friend  Masetto— d'ye  hear? 

Lep.  Yes,  and  understand  too — Come  along^ 
(to  Masetto ) . 

Mas.  Nay,  your  pardon  there;  I  share  no 
i^orts  or  feast  either,  without  Zerlina. 

Don  J.  Be  content — Zerlina  shall  come  on 
with  me — she  will  be  safe  in  my  care. 

Mas.  I  doubt  it  not,  Senoi; ;  but  ber  mother 
told  me,  she'd  be  safer  now  in  mine. 

Lep.  That  chap  is  up  fopl^  tho'  he  looks  like 
one. 

Zer.  Fye,  Masetto  !  you'll  offend  our  bene- 
factor. He  seems  a  noble,  and  I'm  sure^  a 
handsome  gentleman. 

Mas.  X  es,  by'r  lady,  and  may  be  more 
baodsome  than  honest. 

(  Don  Juan  takes  the  opportunity  of  giv-^ 
c2 
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ing  instructions  to  Leporello,  ivho  ex* 
postulates,  till  threat  en' d  hy  his  master). 

Zer\  I  see  now  you  are  jealous.  Ah,  Ma- 
setto  !  I  thought  you  had  raore  confidence. 

Mas.  But  that  gentleman  has  a  little  too 
much ;  didn't  I  see  him  kiss  your  hand — you 
ne'er  withdrew  it;  he  clasped  you  round  the 
waist  too — still  you  bore  it  patientlj. 

Don  J.  What,  quarrelling  before  marriage! 
nay  do  not  anticipate  your  joys. 

Mas.  Well,  stay,  stay,  if  you  please — I  shall 
not  lack  company. 

Lep.  Stay !  why,  the  fellow's  an  ass !  I 
tliought — 

Mas.  What? 

Don  J.   Leporello  !  (  With  an  angry  glance.) 

Lep.  I  was  only  going  to  say,  I  thought  he 
had  more  sense,  than  to  suppose  a  great  Donj 
like  your  worship,  would  demean  himself  with, 
a  clodhopper's  wife.  Come,  come,  let  us  join 
the  lasses — I'll  shew  you  the  way — our  palace 
is  close  by. 

Mas.  {Aside )  Imprudent  girl  \  but  I'll  have 
an  eye  upon  thera-^I  might  trust  her,  but  not 
Don  Juan — I  know  him. 

Lep.  Come,  come  along — 

(Hefollo-ws  liCporello,  who  beckons  him; 
but  as  the  Peasants  depart,  slips  back, 
and  watches  at  the  side). 

Don  J.  Now,  sweet,  we  are  alone,  and-*- 
Zer.  Sure  you  mean  no  harm !  Masetto  is 

my  lover. 

Don  J.  I  am  thy  lovcf .    Think  you,  I  could 

suffer  such  bewitching  beauty  to  be  squandere4 

on  a  clown? 
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Zer.  But  he  is  my  husband  now. 

Don  J.  Absurd  !  those  lovely  eyes,  and  ruby 
lips,  were  never  formed  to  bless  a  lovir-bom 
peasant^  I-— I  will  be  thy  husband. 

Zer.  You,  ray  Lord  !  you  mock  me. 

Don  J.  Nay  then,  hear  me  swear !  (On  hi9 
knee). 

Zer.  Oh  no  \  I  am  but  a  poor  country  girl, 
and  have  not  the  wit  to  answer  all  your  fine 
sayings ;  but,  tho'  humble  in  my  station,  1  have 
learnt  to  prize  the  heart  of  an  honest  youlh^ 
beyond  all  the  splendour  of  exalted  infamy. 

{  Masetto  expresses  joy^^latipoT^Woy  on  the 
opposite  side,  enters^  and  looks  round). 

Lep.  Not  here,  either  I 

Zer.  Pray,  let  me  go,  ulas !  'tis  true,  that  I 
have  heard,^ — young  and  gallant  cavaliers  are. 
dangerous  society  for  simple  maids. 

Don  J.  A  vile  calumny  of  the -vulgar.  No- 
bility and  honour  always  dwell  together. 

( Leporello  approaches  unseen). 

Lep.  There  is  no  rule  without  an  exception. 

Don  J.  S 'death  !  rascal^  what  brought  you 
here? 

Lep.  I  have  lost  one  of  my  flock — I  came 
back  to  find  him.  All  the  rest  are  in  fold  safe 
enough — but  Masetto's  missing. 

Zer.  Masetto !  ( Alarmed^  hut,  looking 
rpuncf,  perceives  him). 

Don  J.  He  pan  be  sps^ed,  ( Apart  to  Lepo- 
rello). 

Lep.  Ah !  but  there  is  somebody  to  supply 
his  place,  that  you  may  think  still  more  dis- 
agreeable. 

Don  J.  Who's  that? 


Digitized  by 


Gbogle 


J4  THfi  LIBBI^TINB. 

Lep.  Your  ^ife^  {In  a  tone  not  to  he  heard 
1^  Zerlina).. 

Xhn  J.  Elvira !  at  auch  a  moment ! 

Xep.  That's  a  sickeoer !   ( Apart ) . 

J)on  J.  When — ^here  have  jou  seen  her  f 

Lep.  In  th^  palace ;  and  having  sought  for 
you  in  vain  there^  she's  coming  here. 

Don  J.  Here !  torments  and  furies !  I  shall 
be  torn  to  pieces.    FoIIovf  me  to  the  pavilion. 

lExit. 

hep.  The  pavilion !  he'll  run  into  her  very 
arms.  Nothing  but  his  wife^  or  a  thunderbolt> 
could  have  made  him  quit  his  prey ;  bujt  the 
poor  girl  is  safe  now^  if  she  will  but;  keep  so. 

( Sees  Masetto^  ^oaho  Ju$s  come  from  his 
concealment,  and  joined  Zerlina.). 

Oh !  you  are  there^  are  you  ?  A  word  with  you. 

£hu  J.  (  Without).  Leporello  ! 

Lep.  Coming! — Anon  I'll  speak.  Now  am  I 
called  away  to  be  beaten !  Whenever  he  is  out 
of  3orts>  this  master  of  mine  prefera  cudgelling 
me  to  all  other  cure. 

Don  J.  (Without)  L^>orello! 

Lep.  I  come!  Oh!  would  I  were  a  dog. 

lEsit. 

Mas.  Yes,  I  witnessed  all  that  passed^  and 
love  thee  now  far  better  than  before. 

Zerl.  Ah^  Masetto!  I  would  not  have  deserted 
you  for  the  proudest  Lord  in  Spain.  I'd  die 
iooner  than  wrong  you. 

Mas.  Dear  Zerlma ! 
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DUET— ZerKna  and  Masetto. 

Mas*       Now  place  your  hand  in  mine,  dcar^ 
And  gently  whisper,  Yes ; 
Each  vain  desire  resign,  dear. 
And  pooF  Masetto  bless  t 
ZerU      I  would — but  yet  I  would  not  ;«-^ 
This  wavVing,  fickle  heart, 
"  It  beats  for  what  it  should  not, 
Yet  from  thee  cannot  part. 
Mas.      And  could  yon  think  to  leave  me? 
ZerL       You  wish  but  to  deceive  me. 
Mas.      I'll  ever  happy  make  thee. 
Zerl.      Haste  then,  while  willing,  take  me. 
Mas,       Come  then — come  then,  ' 

Come  place  your  hand  in  mine,  dear,  &c* 
Both.      Fond  truth  our  hearts  uniting, 
And  love,  to  bliss  inviting, 
A  thousand  joys  impart. 

SCENE   IV. 

The  Grounds  close  "without  Don  Jdan's 
Palace. 

Enter  Don  Juan  and  LepOrelIo. 

Don  J.  Ha!  ha!  What  maggot's  in  thy  brain, 
now,  Leporello? 

Xep.  If  I  might,  without  offeiifcc-=- 

Don  J.  Speak,  and  fear  not.  My  humour's 
'mended  since  I  ^scaped  my  wife. 

Lep.  Speak  then  I  v^ill ;  tliink  of  your  la:rt 
night's  exploit — first,  to  break  into  Iie<mora)i 
apartment^  and^  then,  murder  her  father  ! 

Don  J.  Self*preiervation4requ)red  it ;  -the  old 
lean  was  bent  upon  his  ruin. 

Lep.  And  was  the  young  Lady  lient  u{Mli 
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Don  J.  No,  but  I  was — as  to  Pedro,  wc  were 
Iiand  to  hand,  and  I  killed  him  fairly. 

Lep.  Oh!  certainly,  he'd  be  in  the  wrong  to 
complain;  but,  if  your  Worship  has  no  scruples, 
I  have  r  hanging  is  a  position  I  can't  endure, 
I've  an  unconquerable  antipathy  to  hemp,  and 
never  look  at  a  bell-rope  without  trembling. 
s  Don  J,  Ha!  ha!  poor  Leporello! 

Lep.  In  short,  your  service  is  a  matter  of  life 
and  death  ;  and,  as  I  am  by  no  means  a  man  to 
set  danger  at  defiunce,  I  humbly  crave  to  be 
discharged. 

Don  J.  Why,  no  one  witnessed  the  affair  but 
thee ;  and  should  it  come  to  light,  I  have  power 
with  the  State  for  pardon. 

Lep.  Then  we  shake  hands,  and  part, 

Don  J.  No,  'faith ;  thou'rt  too  useful  to  be 
spared. 

Lep*  Do,  9pare  me,  do — I'll  not  stand  for 
wages. 

Don  J.  Another  word,  I'll  slit  your  windpipe. 

Lep.  That's  sufficient — I'm  dumb! 

Don  J.  Ey!  (Looking  off).  What's  there? 
—a  woman? 

Lep.  Another !  Nothing  female  comes  amiss 
to  him. 
I  Don  J.  See,  see,  how  like  a  sylph  she  glides, 

I  and  this  way  bends. 

I  Enter  Elvira. 

I  •—Elvira !— Dog !    you  have  betrayed  me!— 

I  \ Aside  to  Leporello). 

i  Lep.  Here'li  be  a  tempest! 

j  Elv.  So,  Sir,  have  I  found  you  ?    Thou  hy- 
pocrite! thou  monster  of  deceit!  by  oaths  and 

f  i^attery  to  win  me  to  thy  arms,  and  ere  our 

j  union  was  acknowledged  to  the  worlds  leafe  b6 
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a  yrey  to  anguish  and  remorae.     Cniel  man ! 
\diat  nave  I  done^  that  you  should  fly  me  thus? 

Don  J.  Dearest  jBWiraj  you  mistake — ^your 
anger  is  unjust. 

Elv.  Oh,  Juan !  are  all  thy  oaths  and  vowsi 
forgotten  ?  Why  feign  affection  to  betray  me  ? 

Don  J.  On  my  soul^  my  love  was  real. 

Elv.  Was  real !  and  is  it  not  so  now  ?  Ah^ 
thou'rt  abash'd.  Come,  impostor,  arm  thy 
front  with  a  noble  impudence;  swear  again 
that  you  still  love  me  with  unparallelled  affec- 
tion ;  that,  when  away  from  me,  you  suffer  all 
the  pangs  that  men  endure,  when  soul  and  body 
separate!  Thus  should  thy  guilt  defend  itself^ 
and  not  stand  thunderstruck. 

Don  J.  Silence  these  reproaches^  and  I  will 
speak  the  truth. 

Lcp.  For  the  first  time.   (Jside). 

Don  J.  Nay,  smooth  that  angry  brow,  and 
hear  how  long  I've  loved  you. 

Lep.  Just  three  weeks ! 

Don  J.  How  fervently  I  still  do  love ! 

Elv.  Thine  oaths  are  false,  and  barren  as 
thine  hononr.  Abandoned,  base  deceiver !  now 
do  I  know  thee  thoroughly,  and,  to  my  shame 
and  torture,  know  thee,  when  certainty  can 
only  make  me  desperate.  Why  hast  thou  not  de* 
clared  our  marriage  ? 

Don  /.  Youil  pardon  me.  When  thou  art 
tame,  I'll  answer: 'at  present,  I've  a  little  bu- 
siness.    Leporello,  reply  for  me. 

Lep.  I — I  reply! 

Don  J.  Of  all  the  torments  borne  by  old  or 
young. 
None  can  exceed  that  plague — a  wo- 
man's tongue.  [  Exit. 

J/€f.  He  has  the  heart  of  a  tyger.. 
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Elv.  Am  L  indeed^  the  Tictim  ^f  perfidj? 
Oh!  how  assiduous  wai  his  passion!  hyw  m^y 
thousand  sighs  he  breathed^  how  many  tears  he 
wept>  seeming  to  suffer  all  the  pangs  tj^at  lovers 
e'er  have  felt! — Gone! 

Lep»  Even  let  him  go ;  he's  not  worth  the 
keeping.  I  have  a  greater  respect  for  jou^  than 
anj  he  has  jet  deceived. 

Elv.  Deceived!  has  he  no  conscience^  faith, 
or  honour  left  ? 

Lep.  Left!  bless  you^  he  never  had  any. 

Elv.  None! 

J^ep.  Not  a  morsel  of  either ;  there's  no  man 
,  has  the  misfortune  to  know  him  better  than  I ; 
and^  without  scandal,  its  a  mercy  I  am  not  cor- 
rupted !  Why,  he's  the  most  perfidious,  atro- 
cious wretch  alive ! 

( Leporello  perceives  Don  Juan^  who  has 
entered  at  the  ^ide,  as  if  to  avoid  sgm^ 
person,  and  at  this  instant  fixes  hie  eye 
fvpon  Leporello). 

— That  is,  in  people's  report;  biit  you,— you 
know  what  report  is,  a  common  liar — ^he'll  cut 
my  throat.  {Aside).  He's  eccentric,  its  true, 
verj^  eccentric ;  but  a  good  master,  and  awor* 
thy  man — Heaven  forgive  me  for  lying.  {Aside). 
Elv.  May  I  believe  you?  ,       , 

Lep.  You  may ;  I  never  deceived  a  woman 
in  my  life.  The  fact  is,  he's  a  little — a  little 
too  gallant,  but  where  shall  we  find  perfection?, 
where  {looking  round)  no  where  ! 

(  Don  Juan  has  passed  out  on  the  opposite 
side,  stealing  behind  Leporello  and  El- 
vira). 

— He  has  used  you  better  than  all  the  rest.  I 
never  knew  him  constant  a  whole  fortnight  be- 
fore. 
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JSli;. -Hoiw!  is  my  grief  a  subjeit  for  thy 
mockery^  fellow!  Am  I  made  their  sport!  but 
^tis  pastj  let  love  for  ever  sleep  within  ray 
breast^  and  nothing  wtfke^  but  hatred  and  re-- 
venge! 

Lep*  On  my  life^  I  pity>  and  would  relieve 
you ;  but,  what  can't  be  cured^  must  be  en- 
dured«  Look  here!  {Taking  out  his  Book) 
-—you  are  not  the  firsts  or  last. 

Elv.  O  Tillain!  Tillain! 


SONG— Z^porf/to. 

Pray,  behold,  Ma'am  I  In  thb  lone  list  IVe  made,  h 
An  account  afmy  master's  finir  Ladies : 
Not  JoTei  80  renown'd  at  Love's  tiade  is ; 

Pray,  observe  it,  and  read  it  with  me  I 
First,  in  Italy,  Ma'am,  seven  hundred ; 
Then,  in  Germany,  eight  yon  may  see ; 
Then,  in  Turkey  andTrance,  one-and*ninety ; 
But,  in  Spain,  Ma'am,  one  thousand  and  three  t 
Here  are  chambermaids  by  dozetis, 
City  dames,  and  country  consins, 
Countesses,  and  baronesses. 
Marchionesses,  and  princesses, 
All  descriptions,  ages,  classes— 

Not  a  woman  could  go  free ! 
First,  the  Fair  Ones  he  bewitches 
Bv  the  softness  of  his  speeches ; 
Makes  the  Brown  Ones  burn  like  fever. 
Warmly  vowing  love  for  ever! 
With  the  Pale  Ones  he  will  languish, 
Melt  and  sigh  in  tender  anguish ; 
The  Grand  and  Tall  Ones  sometimes  warmhim. 
But  the  Little  Ones  always  charm  him  I 
High  and  low,  Ma'am,  old  and  young.  Ma'am, 
Own  the  music  of  his  tongue.  Ma'am ; 
Ugly,  pretty,  short,  and  tall. 
He,  'pon  honour,  lov'd  them  all! 

fExit. 
d3 
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Elv.  What  witchcraft  do  I  suffer?  tbdt^ 
while  I  abhor  his  vices,  I  still  love  his  person. 

Enter  Leonora  and  Octavio  inDominoSj  Sft. 
attended  hy  Lopez  and  Maria. 

Oct.  Are  all  readj? 

Jjop.  All. 

Oct.  Masked^  and  armed^  as  I  directed? 

Lop.  They  are,  my  Lord^  and  fulfy  warned 
of  your  intention. 

Leon.  Elvira,  you  have  seen  him,  spoken 
with  him? 

Elv.  I  have. 

Leon.  And  he,— r- 

Elv.  Is,  I  fear^  the  basest  wretch  that  ever 
marr'd  the  peace  of  innocence. 

Leon.  But,  how  did, he  receive  ytfu? 

Elv.  O,  ask  me  not !  if  my  surmise  be  veri- 
fied, no  misery  can  sink  me  lower.  f-Exjf. 

Leon.  And,  can  this  man  be  happy?  Oh,  Oc- 
tavio !  my  father's  spirit  cries  aloud  for  retri^ 
bution  ;  but  thou,  perhaps,  may  fall,  and  Leo- 
nora lose  her  last,  her  only  friend. 

Oct.  Banish  these  painful  recollections  :  by 
our  mutual  love,  this  arm,  and  this  true  sword 
shall  yield  a  sacrifice^  to  give  thy  bosom  peaee* 

( Band  heard  ^within  the  Gardens  of  the 
Palace  ) . 

Enter  Leporello. 

QVARtETTO—Leporello,  Octavio,  Leonora^ 
Maria. 

Lffp  Strangers,  pray,  hither  bend  ye. 

Where  song  and  dance  attend  ye, 
Master,  by  me  doth  send  ye, 
A  welcome  to  bis  fete! 
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Odp  Leon.  *)  HeuTen,  our  woe  relieving, 
4r  Mar.     3  Shall  punish  his  deceiving. 
Lep.  Pray>  Sir,  your  answer  send  him ! 

Pray,  Ma'am— 

^^flr  *      }  ~^^^  ^^  "^"^""^  ^*°*  ^ 

Oc^.  Thanks  for  your  friendly  greeting^ 

WeMl  come,  nor  fear  the  meetingi     . 
Lep.  The  tamborine  is  beating, 

You  may, — but  X  canH  wait ! 
Oct.  Leon. )  Kind  heaven,  out  woe  relieving, 
4*  Mar.     3  Shall  punish  his  deceiving, 
And  ev'rjr  wrong  retrieving, 

The  wretch  shall  meet  his  fate  I 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE   V. 

Luxuriant  Gardens,  and  distant  View — Sooth* 
on  one  side,  for  Refreshments — on  the  other, 
at  the  upper  end  a  Summer- House. 

*'  Enter  Masetto,  followed  hy  Zerlina^  at-' 
tempting  to  soothe  him. 

**  Zer.  Masetto!  dear  Masetto! 

''  Mas.  Don't  touch  ine^  Zerlina — I'll  not  be 
fooled  twice — your  falsehood's  plain. 

'^ Zer. What,  distrust  me  still!— If  hewill  but 
bear  me.  Til  soon  coax  bim. — Now,  Masetto! 

''Mas.  Nonsense!  folly! 

"  Zer.  Do  not  use  me  thus,  indeed  I  have  not 
deserved  it. — 

"  Mas.  Not!  why  persist  in  coming  here,  after 
what  has  passed  ? 

''  Zer.  Where's  the  harm, — would  you  deny 
me  this  fine  entertainment, — the  music,— ^the 
dancing? — it  was  all  on  our  account,  and  if 
the  Signor  will  pay  me  so  much  attention^  how 
can  I  prevent  him  ?  Now^  Masetto*-'*. 
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SOUG^Zerlina. 

<<  Chide  me,  chide  me,  dear  Masetto! 

^*  Chide  Zerlina  at  yodr  ivill ; 
^<  Like  the  patient  lamb,  Til  suffer, 

<*  Meek  and  mate,  and  loving  still* 

'*  Rend  these  locks  yon've  prais'd  so  highly, 

^<  From  thine  arms,  Zerlina  cast ; 
*<  These  fond  eves  in  rage  extingnish, 
<<  Fondly  still  they'll  look  their  last. 

<^  Ahl  I  see,  Love,  yonVe  relenting, 

^^  Pardon,  kneeling,  [  implore, 
<<  Night  and  day  to  thee  devoted, 

**  Here  I  vow.  io  err  bo  more/' 

^'  Mm.  (Subdued,  and  kissing  her  hand). 
^here's  no  resisting  her!  Ah!  we  swains  have 
stout  hearts^  but  aiaryellous  weak  heads!  (  7%ey 
turn  up  the  Stage).'* 

Enter  Lbporello  at  the  side,  in  subdued 
alarm. 

Lep.  All's  not  right — we  have  suspicious  com- 
pany! yet^  he  sees  them  not^  nor  will  he  hear. — 
Folks  are  not  wont  to  wear  Toledo  blades  a 
yard  and  a  half  long^  at  a  Masquerade! — I 
don't  like  it. 

[^Music.2 

(  Don  Juan  and  Masks  enter  at  the  upper 
end — as  they  advance  to  occupy  the  Stage, 
Octavto^  Leonora^  and  Elvira^  enter  ai 
the  side — they  are  noticed  by  Leporello 
— Zerlina  and  Masetto  again  join  thf 
throng). 
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Don  J.  Novr  theoj  our  dance — the  soft  Bolero 
and  the  gaj  Fandango! — when  Pleasure  fills 
the  cup,  ana  Beauty  proffers  it^  who  would  not 
taste?~I'll  quaff  it  to  the  dregs!— Well,  what 
now? 

Lep.  Sir,  Sir!  there  are  certain  strangers — 

Don  J.  They  are  welcome!  welcome  all. 
(  To  the  Party,  who  boiv  slightly).  Refresh- 
ments quick!  the  motto  here,  is  **  Liberty  and 
LoTe!''  you  are  entirely  welcome f  (bowing  to 
them,  and  turning  to  the  rest). — But,  we  lose 
time — ^provide  Masetto  with  a  partner.  (  Aside 
to  Leporello,  as  he  turns  towards  Zerlina). 

Elv.  That's  the  young  girl,  I  told  you  of— 
we  must  save  her  from  this  dettroyer!  Oh, 
shame  upon. my  tenderness!  even  now,  I  would 
preserye  \k\v[k-^{Aside). 

Oct.  (To  Lopez).  Be  cautious!  the  stag  at 
bay  is  a  dangerous  foe!  and  surrounded  bytiis 
dissolute  and  desperate  companions — the  time  ill 
suits.  (Leporello,  in  pairing  the  Dancers, 
comes  close  to  Octavio,  and  starts). 

Lep.  As  I  li?e,  Don  Octavio! — he's  here  for 
no  good,  I'll  watch  him. 

Don  J.  Charming  Zerlina!  you  are  my  part- 
ner in  the  dance.  (Kissing  her  hand)- 

Mas.  Do — again!  your  head  shall  acbe  for 't! 

Lep.  There's  a  storm  rising — but  I'll  be  un« 
der  shelter — (Apart). 

Don  J.  Come,  the  music,  strike. 

iBallet.'] 

( During  which,   Masetto  keeps  an  eye  on 
Juan—rOctairio  is  seen  speaking  occa- 
sionally   to    Lopez-^Elvira  and   Leo- 
.  nora,  the  same — Don  Juan  exerts  Mm« 
self  to  overcome  the  scruples  of  XevhmL: 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SI  THE  LIBERTINR 

'^she  at  length  consents,  and  they  join 
the  Dance  —  Leporello  seeing  Octavio 
and  Lopez,  eyes  them  with  suspicion, 
makes  his  way  to  the  upper  etid,  and 
enters  the  Summer-house,  As  the  figure 
of  the  Dance  brings  Juan  and  Zerlina 
near  it,  he  forces  her  off.  —  Zterlina 
screams,  and  the  Dance  ends  in  confu^ 
sion). 

Mas.  Ah!  'tis  Zerlina's  voice! 

[^Music.'] 

Zer.  Help!  help!  Masetto!  Masetto!  {Rush- 
ing forward).  Oh!  save  me!  save  me!     , 

( She  runs  into  the  arms  of  Masetto— Juan 
instantly  following  from  the  Sumn\er^ 
house,  his  sword  drawn,  and  drag- 
ging forward  Leporello. ) 

Don  J.  Wretch!  rascal! 

Lep.  Ah!  murder! — what  are  you  doing  ? 

Don  J.  This  is  the  reptile  who  has  dared  to 
insult  that  innocent — but  mj  own  hand  shall 
bestow  his  punishment. 

Lep.  Ah! 

Mas.  Noj  Don  Jnan^  'twas  thyself — this  sub- 
terfuge shall  not  save  you. 

Oct.  Villain!   (Unmasks). 

(  Elvira  and  Leonora  do  the  same). 

Don  J.  'Sdeatb  !  Octavio  !  ^  Leonora^  and 
Elvira  too! 

Oct.  \y,  each  minute  is  an  age,  till  thou  hast 
answered  for  Don  Pedro's  death  ! 

(A  roll  of  Thunder). 

Don  J.  Is  it  so?  Well,  I  shrink  not — ^let 
heaven  and  earth  combine,  nothing  can  or  shall 
appal  me  1 
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SEPTETTO. 

Tremble,  traitor !  Wrath  is  waking. 
Terror  deep  thy  conscience  sbaking^ 
Sudden  vengeance  guilt  o'ertaking, 

Thou,  unheard,  for  aid  shall  cry ; 
Dead  to  hope,  unpitied  falling. 
Wild  remorse  thy  heart  appalling^ 
Thou  for  mercy  vainly  calling, 

In  despairing  guilt  shall  die  I 

^Juan  stands  in  the  midst;  laughing  at  their 
rage^  and  braving  their  threats^OctSLVio, 
towards  the  close,  breaks  from  Leonora  and 
Elvira,  and  attacking  Dcm  Juan,  is  dis^ 
armed'^EWirB,  rushes  between  them,  and 
arrests  the  blow  ofJnan^-'TableauJ. 

BlID  OF  ACT    f . 


ACT    II. 


SCENE   L 

SJlvira's  Houscr^Viranda  Window,  and  En- 
trance. —  Evening  twilight  —  [^Music.'] — 
Peasants  discovered. 

Masetto  enters  from  the  House,  as  the 
Curtain  rises. 

Mas.  So^  if  she  can  be  safe  any  virhere  from 
tbe  pursuit  of  this  Don  Devil^  it  must  be  with 
the  Lady  Clvira ;  but,  do  not  be  far  off,  my 
friends ;  I  may  need  your  seryice  yet. 
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1st  Peas.  Never  fear  us,  Masetto. 

Mas.  Even  the  dwelling  of  his  wife  may  not 
be  sufficient  to  protect  Zerlina  from  his  snares. 
When  once  his  mind  is  bent  on  mischief,  there's 
nothing  bars  his  course. 

IstPeas.  I'll  warrant  jou,  he's  flesh  and  blood, 
tho'  he  be  a  Lord :  his  head  can  feel  the  weight 
of  a  cudgel,  as  well  as  another's. 

[^Exeunt  Peasants. 

Mas.  This  foolish  girl  has  vexed  me  to  the 
heart;  but  woman  is  a  riddle,  that  has  puzzled 
wiser  heads  than  mine — they  sometimes  seem  to 
love  the  man  they  hate,  and  hate  the  man  they 
love. 

SO^G^Masetto. 

When  women  warm  tts» 
Oh,  how  they  charm  us^ 
Never  alarm  us, 

TiU  they  are  wont 

Wedded,  how  changing, 
Fickle  and  ranging, 
Fancy  estranging, 

From  us  they  run  I 

Rivals  invite  them, 
Pleasures  delight  them, 
Nothing  can  night  them. 
Under  the  son  t 

Anger  resenting,. 
Never  repenting, 
Teadng,  tormenting, 
Still  they  go  on  I 

Nothing  can  move  them, 
Riddles  we  prove  them, 
Yet  still  we  love  them, 
All  said  and  done  t 

When  women,  &c. 
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Enter  Don  Juan  and  Lbp«rello. 

Don  J.  You  are  rights  Leporello;  it  was^ 
indeed^  a  fortunate  escape. 

Lep.  Yes,  for  me^  inpartictilar!  When  your 
purpose  serves^  you  don't  stand  for  trifles — 
friend  or  foe^  its  all  one  to  you — Ey!  there  goes 
Masetto. 

Don  J.  Masetto!  where?  Ah!  then,  Zerlina 
cannot  be  far  off.     I  have  it!  She  is  here,  here, 
in  this  very  house. 
"  Lep.  Why,  who's  is  it  ? 

Don  J.  Elvira's. 

Lep.  Your  wife's!  What  the  pestilence 
brought  you  here  ? 

Don  J.  Fool!  my  wife's  house  is  the  last 
place  in  which  they'll  expect  to  find  me. 

Lep,  Gome^  there's  some  truth  in  that. 

Don  J.  But.how!  how  to  attract  her  atten- 
tion! Leporello^  have  you  courage  to  assist  in 
a  project? 

Lep.  Not  a  morsel!  that  last  affair  extin- 
guished every  spark  on't.  If  you'll  only  stick 
to  wine,  and  give  up  women,  I'll  not  flinch. 

Don  J.  Give  up  women,  sot!  give  up  women! 
give  up  the  dearest  blessing  of  my  life.  I  am 
confident  Zerlina's  in  the  house^ — Listen!  You 
shall  take  my  cloak  and  hat ;  I'll  wear  thine  ; 
and  while  you  engage  the  attention  of  Elvira, 
as  Don  Juan,  I,  as  Leporello,  may  discover 
the  concealment  of  Zerlina. 

Lep.  Ah!  while  I  get  run  thro'  the  body— I 
demur — it's  a  bad  plan. 

Don  J.  Sneaking  scoundrel! — can  you  fear 
your  rascally  carcass,  when  I  venture  mine? 

Lep.  Oh!  I  don't  value  my  life!  but  con- 
e3 
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sider  my  reputation — Only  reflect  on  the  dis- 
grace of  being  killed  in  your  character. 

Don  J.  No  matter^  1  insist — so — ah^  Lepo- 
rello!  happy  is  the  servant  that  can  arrive  at 
the  glory  of  dying  for  his  master — that's  well! 

{During  this,  they  ha/ve  changed  Cloaks  and 
Hats — The  Window  opens,  and  Elvira  a/H 
pears)  * 

Elv.  Hish!  is  that  MasettoPr— Masetto!  I 
wo'uld  speak  with  you. 

Don  J.  Elvira!  deare3t  Elvira!  ( Turning 
Leporello  towards  her ) . 

Elv.  Ah!  Heaven!  do  my  senses  poock  me? 
Juan! 

Don  J.  Yes,  dear  Elvira,  your  own  repent- 
ant Juan! 

Elv.  Can  it  be  possible?  that  voice,  cpn- 
jpined  with  those  kind  accents  ! 

Don  J.  Keep  stilly  you  dog,  or  I  shall  save 
the  hangman's  labour  {In  a  whisper  to  he-^ 
porello^  who  fidgets).  Ah!  best  beloved  El- 
vira! 'tis  your  husband  asks  forgiveness,  and 
a  shelter  from  the  dangers  that  surround  him. 

(During  this,  Don  Juan,  provoked  at  the 
sluggishness  q/'Leporello,  and  the  awkward-^ 
ness  of  his  motions,  makes  him  accom- 
pany the  expression  of  the  words  himself  J, 

Don  J.,  Admit  me,  I  entreat. 

Elv.  That  must  not  be;  beneath  this  roof 
you'll  but  increase  your  peril. 

Don  J.  Ah!  then  she  is  here — Villain,  if  yov 
stir,  I'll  stab  you— (To  Leporello^.  Oh!  do 
not  keep  me  on  the  rack. 

Elv.  What  a  situation's  mine! 
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Don  J.  Come  down^  my  dearest  love^  come 
down, 

Elv.  To  be  again  imposed  on!  Oh^  Juan, 
Juan! 

Don  J.  She  yields!  sbe  yields!  (  The  Window 
closes ) . 

Ltp.  If  this  lying  devil  hasn't  wheedled  her 
again. 

Don  J,  Now,  observe— when  she  comes  out, 
I  may  get  admittance — occupy  her  attention — 
speak  little,  and  caress  much. 

Lep.  Lord,  I  never  made  love  in  my  life! , 

Don  J-  You  know  my  way — 

Lep.  But  I  never  practised. 

Don  J.  Pho!  easy  as  lying. 

Lcp.  But,  Sir — ^your  worship — 

Don  J.  No  reply — Peace  !  the  door  <^n8— « 

(Elvira  enters — ^Don  Juan  retreats^  and  as 
she  advances  to  Leporello  passes  behind  her, 
and  enters  the  house). 

Lep.  If  she  should  find  me  out ! 

Elv.  Could  I  have  believed  my  sorrows 
would  have  melted  that  obdurate  breast? — (  Le- 
porello makes  action  of  assent,  imitating  J  uhn). 
— Ah!  if  you  knew  what  sighs,  what  tears 
your  cruelty  has  caused  me  !  the  anguish  I  have 
endured ! 

Lep.  Oh  !  (  Attempts  tenderness,  but  groans 
as  he  kisses  her  hand).    Angel ! 

Elv,  And  will  you  be  for  ever  mine — will 
you,  indeed  ?  ( She  reclines  qfflecttonately  on 
his  shoulder). 

Lep.  Ah,  goddess  of  love  !  (Embracing  her). 
-—This  is  not  unpleasant — I  like  the  joke. 

Elv.  Nay,  fear  not  the  approach  of  enemies. 
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no  ill  shall  e'er  befal  thee^  sheltered  in  my  fond 
arms. 
Lep,  I'm  all  on  fire ! 

(  Masetto  appears  on  the  watch^-^the  Pea* 
sants  stealing  cautiously  after  him), 

Elv.  My  heart's  dearest  treasure  ! 
Lep.  My  soul's  delight ! 
Elv.  Swear  then, — 
Lep.  By  this  kiss — 

(At  the  moment  Leporello  is  kissing  Elvira^ 
Masetto  strikes  him  down — Leporello  roars 
—Elvira  screams,  and  runs  into  the  house  J. 

Mas.  Now  traitor,  I'll  repay  your  kindness. 

Elv.  Ah  !   fly,  Juan^  fly! 

[^Exit  to  the  House. 

Mas.  Spare  him  not — ^lay  on !  lay  on !  (  To 
the  Peasants ) . 

Lep.  Ah!  oh!  s'heart!  a  man  may  as  well 
fight  as  be  killed  ! — have  at  you,  rogues  !t— 
( Leporello  draws,  and  lays  about  him — Ma- 
setto starts ) . 

Mas.  Hold  !  hold !  'tis  Leporello ! 

Lep.  Flesh  and  fire !  is  this  the  war  you 
treat  the  best  friend  you  have  in  the  world  ? 

Mas.  We  took  you  for  Don  Juan — Where 
is  he? 

[^Music.^ 

( Don  Juan  runs  across  the  Stage,  from 
the  House,  Zerlina  in  his  arms,  scream* 

ing). 

Ah  !    'tis  he ! — follow — he  shall  not  escape  us 
now.  [^Exeunt  Masetto  and  Peasants. 

Lep.  Plague  take  the  booby,  I  say,  and  the 
devil  take  my  roaster  !  I  havVt  a  whole  bone 
in  my  body — Ey ! 
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(Scvffie  and  confusion  without). 

Mas.  Down  with  him  !  villain ! — Zerlina  i 
{Without). 

Don  J.  Caitiff!  rascals!  {Without). 

Lep.  Oh^  brave  master!  he  fights  like  an 
imprisoned  rat — heil  score  you-— >he'll  pay  you^ 
dogs! 

Mas.  Pusue!  pursue!  (Don  Juan  returns 
alone  J  running  across). 

Don  J.  Fly,  fly,  Leporello !  they  are  at  my 
heels — fly,  fly !  [^Exeunt. 

Lep.  Fly  !-~egad !  its  no  time  for  me  to 
standi  when  he  runs.  [^Exit. 

Enter  Maset.to  and  -Zerlina. 

Zer.  Oh,  Masetto !  guard  me  from  that 
wicked  man ! 

Mas.  From  which?  he  that  fled,  or  he 
with  whom  I  found  you  ? — Oh,  Zerlina ! 

Zer.  What  is't  you  mean  ?  Of  whom  do  you 
speak  ? 

Mas.  I  scarcely  know— Leporello,  Juan, 
both,  or  the  devil  in  their  likeness — this  girl  will 
drive  me  mad— did  I  not  see  him  kiss  thee  i 
and  when  I  struck  him  down,  did  you  not  bid 
him  fly  ? 

Zer.  No!  no  indeed — ^when  I  heard  your 
voice,  terrified,  I  flew  from  my  concealment, 
and  Juan  then  surprized  me— but  are  you  hurt, 
Masetto  ? 

Mas.  More  by  your  unkindness,  than  his 
blows. 

Zer.  Why  will  you  let  this  foolish  jealousy 
betray  you  into  trouble  ?  But  all  will  be  well, 
soon;  only  cherish  the  heart  that  loves  you, 
Masetto,  and  you  will  find  in  it,  an  unfailing 
balm  for  distrust  and  suspicion. 
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SONG—ZerKna. 

List !  and  FU  find,  Love, 
If  you  are  kind)  Love, 
Balm  for  yotir  mind,  Love, 
Patient  but  be; 

This  balm  so  pure^  Love^ 
Simple  and  sure,  Lore, 
Sweet  to  endure^  Love, 
None  know  but  me. 

Thrilling  and  healing, 
Over  thee  paling) 
Exquisite  feeling. 

Meant  but  for  thee ! 

To  thy  entreating 

I'll  yield  it^  dear  1 
Feel  how  *tis  beatkgi 

Beating  just  here  I 


SCENE  II. 


[^Exeunt. 


Moonlight— A  Cemetery— The  Tovfib  of  Don 
Pedro,  surmounted  hy  hia  Statue  on  Horse- 
back. 

Enter  Don  Juan  laughing,  followed  by 
Leporello. 

Don  J.  Hal  ha!  hk!  poor  Leporello !  thou 
art  still  aliye. 

Lep.  No  thanks  to  you^-were  I  beaten  to  a 
mummy,  you  care  not. 

Don  J.  Come,  come,  this  shall  make  all 
well — 'tis  a  sovereign  remedy  for  your  complaint 
— (holding  out  a  purse). 

Xep.  Ey !  no — I'm  not  to  be  bribed^  like  the 
weaker  sex — what  is  it  ? 
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Don  J.  A  plaister  for  bruised  bones. 

Lep.  How  much  ? 

Don  J.  Ten  pistoles. 

Lep.  Enough! 

Don  J.  Quite,  for  a  broken  coxcomb!  What 
a  lovely  night  is  here! — *'  The  air^  methinks, 
breathes  a  delicious  balm,  and  nature  noW, 
looks  soft  and  bright  as  the  relenting  glance 
of  some  cold  beauty,  warmed  and  won  to  love. 

''  Lep.  More  raptures!  more  ravings!  I  wish 
I*d  a  remedy  for  you."  ^ 

Don  J.  Why,  such  a  night  as  this,  was  mado 
for  amorous  enterprise!  yet  the  hue  and  cry 
without  might  make  it  troublesome  to  venture. 

Lep'.  The  what! — the  hue  and  cry! 

Don  J.  Hark  ye!  Leporello'  there  are  cer-< 
tain  envious  knaves  abroad  to-night,  that  seek 
to  mar  the  sports  they'd  fain  enjoy.  Your 
lynx-eyed  alguazil  keeps  watch.  We  must  not 
yet  move  hence. 

•  Lep.  Why,  where  are  we?/  {Looking  round) 
Oh!  worse  and  worse!  if  there's  one  place  I  dis- 
like more  than  another,  its  a  church-yard  by 
night,  and  in  such  company!     (Aside). 

Don  J.  What's  that  you  mutter  ? 

''Lep.  Oh!  if  you  would  but  take  warnings— 
if  you  would  but  mend  your  life. 

'^  Don.  J.  Mend  it!  don't  I  enjoy  it  to  the 
full  P  do  I  not  gather  every  blossom  that  the 
spring  of  youth  puts  forth  ? 

''  Lep.  Yes;  but  the  fruit  will  be  remorse— 
you'll  not  admire  the  flavour  of  it.  Now  if  I 
had  a  master — I  say,  if  I  had  a  master  without 
a  conscience,  I  should  tell  him  flatly  to  his 
face — Does  it  become  you, 'a  mere  atom,  a  rep* 
tile,  a  little  earth-worm — mind,  I  speak  to  the 
aforesaid  master — does  it  become  you^  to  make 
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a  jest  of  what  your  betters  revere  ?  think  you^ 
because  you  are  a  man  of  quality,  with  straight 
limbs,,  and  a  fair  presence,  a  feather  stuck  in 
your  cap,  and  a  sword  dangling  at  your  tail — 

Don  J.  How! 

Lep.  I  say,  do  you  suppose,  that  you  are  at 
liberty  to  go  it  as  you  do,  without  an  honest 
man  daring  to  give  you  your  own  ?  Then,  learn 
from  me^  who  am  only  your  lacquey, — Ah!  I 
speak  to  the  aforesaid — 

Don  J.  Hold,  Sir!  that  aforesaid  of  yours, 
seems  to  be  a  person  I  have  something  of  a  re- 
gard for,  something  of  a  friendship^  and 'twould 
be  the  heighth  of  baseness  in  me,  not  to  cut  a 
rascal's  throat  that  spoke  ill  of  him. 
»  Lep.  Ah!  that's  what  I  said — ^your  story  may 
be  very  true,  says  I— says  I  to  him ;  but  a41 
men  are  not  alike.  Now^  I  have  a  master,  sa^s 
I^  that  scorns  such  freaks ; — ^be  does  not  kiss 
other  men's  wives^  and  run  away  with  their 
daughters  ;-^he,  he  never  killed  amanin  abra.wl» 
or  beat  his  servant,  like  a  stock,  or  a  stone-— 
says  I. 

Do7i  J.  Ha!  ha!  I  underatand  thee^  knave — 

Stat.  Thy  mirth  shall  end»  'ere  glow-worms 
fade  in  morning. 

(Leporello  terrified,   and  Juan   listening 
with  surprize). 

Don  J.  Leporello!  what  voice? — 

Lep.  A  spirit!  a  spirit! — Oh!  I  freeze  with 
horror! 

Don  J.  This  is  strange! — Pshaw!  someone's 
concealed,  and  laughs  at  our  surprize~-what 
have  we  here  ? — the  tomb  of  Don  Pedro! 

Lep.  Don  Pedro! 

Don  J.  They  must  have  been  expeditious  f 
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Leif.  Expeditious!  mortal  mttn  nerer  could 
have  raised  it  in  so  short  a  time. 

Don  J.  'Tis  finely  sculptured!  and  very  like 
him  tool 

Xep.  Terribly^  terribly  like  him! 

Don  J.  Leporello^  approach-— read  jne  the 
inscription. 

Lep.  Excuse  me^  my  eyes  are  not  good  enough 
to  read  by  moonlight. 

Don  J.  Read^  I  say. 

Lep.  ( Advancing,  retreats  on  looking  up). — 
My  heart  fails  me  1  I  could  almost  fancy  him 
alire^  and  going  to  speak. 

Don  J.  Incorrigible  coward!  but^  come^  I'll 
send  thee  with  a  message. 

Lep.  Will  you  ?  I'll  go  with  all  the  pleasure 
in  life«— Here's  a  blessed  release ! — but  where— 
what  street — your  compliments^  and — 

Don  J.  To  Don  Pedro — there !— (Leporello 
starts). — Ask  him  to  supper  ! 

Lep.  Ask! — Ey!  Oh,  good  Sir,  you  jest,— he 
has  no  appetite. 

Don  J.  Do  as  I  bid  thee. 

Lep.  Certainly,  to  be  sure;  but,  under  fa- 
vour, with  all  submission,  wouldn't  it  be  rather 
more  respectful — more  polite,  as  you  are  so 
near  his  residence,  just  to  call  upon  him  your- 
self? 

(Don  Juan  threatens  Leporello,  who  bows 
to  him,  and  then  advances  towards  the 
Statue  with  trepidation). 

— Good  Mr.  Stiitue,  I — I — I'm  not  well. 
(  Turning  to  Don  Juan). 

Don  J.  ( Haif  drawing  his  Sword).  I'll  cure 
you. 

Lep.  I  go,  I  go— if  it  shall  please  yourWor- 
F  2 
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sjiip,  my  master-r-would  desire — ^your  company 
—to  supper.     Ah!  Oh!  O!  O! 

(Don  Juan  listens  to  the  delivery  of  his  Mes^ 
sage^  as  if  enjoying  LeporelloV  terror-^ 
At  the  word  "  Supper,'*  the  Statue  b\nvs  its 
head,  and  Leporello  runs  forward,  over^ 
whelmed  with  dismay). 

Don  J.  S'death!  what  does  the  fellow  roar 
at?  ^ 

Lep.  The — the — the  Statue!  (^  Nod^  his  head 
in  imitation ) . 
Don  J.  What! 

(lieporello  attempts  in  vain  to  speak,  but 
points  over  his.  shoulder,  and  again  imitates 
the  motion  of  the  Statue)^ 

Don  J.  Assents^  but  does  not  speak— then 
I'll  speak  to  him. 

[Music^ 

(lieporello  clasps  his  hands  in  alarm,  as  Juan 
walks  boldly  towards  the  Figure). 

Don  J.  If  thou  canst  be  animate^  smd  bend 
thy  marble  joints^  descend^  and  visit  me.  Thou 
9balt  have  a  noble  welcome! 

l^Music.'] 

{The  Statue  bows — Juan  ^fcr/^— Leporello, 
who  has  not  dared  to  turn  his  eyes,  entreats 
his  Master  to  depart — Juan  rejects  his  ad^ 
, '  vice,   and  taking  off'  his  glove,  throws  it 

daringly  at  the  Figure,  as  he  leaves  the  Ce- 
we/ery  —  Leporello,  spite  of  his  terrors, 
takes  a  parting  glance  at  the  Statue,  which 
again  fcow'*— Leporello  roars,  and  rushes 
ojfh 
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SCENE    III. 

Piazza  illuminated — Moonlight  gleaming  tJirq' 
the  Arches—^A  magnificent  Square  seen  be^ 
yondthem. 

Enter  Octavio,  with  Lopez^  and  two  Atten-: 
dants. 

Oct.  This  tf>  the  Corregidor — to  the  Gover- 
nor these.  {Giving  Papers). -^Be  yigilant^  and 
htiug  me  their  reply.  \_Exeunt  Lopez^  &c. 

' — ^'  Delay  shall  not  make  punishment  less  cer- 
};ain  ;  better  that  an  act  of  even-handed  justice 
should  expose  him  to  the  world  a  terrible  ex- 
ample^ than  that  he  should  fall  obscurely  the 
victim  of  intemperate  rage." 

Enter  Elvira. 

Elv.  Where  is  he?  Where  islOctavio?  Oh, 
cruel  man!  what  hast  thou  done?  Do  not 
avoid,  biit  answer  me — Who  are  those  dread* 
ful  men,  that  I  now  passed  ? 

Oct.  The  ministers  of  justice. 

Elv.  And  their  purpose? 

Oct.  To  bring  a  criminal  to  justice— Don 
Juan. 

Elv.  He  is  my  husband  !  Octavio!  he  is  my 
husband  ! 

Leon.  And  can  Elvira  pity  him? 

^^  Elv.  Ojil  who  would  not  pity  him ?  Who 
would  not  feel  compassion  for  a  wretch,  so  lost 
as  he  is?  stained  with  every  crime,  that  human 
natare  shudders  but  to  think  of;  accursed  by 
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man^  renounced  by  heaven^  no  sins  repented^ 
lost  to  all  comfort  here,  bereft  of  everj  hope 
hereafter — 

"  Leon.  What  would  you  ask  ? 

'^  Elv.  Do  not  mistake; — I  plead  not  f<w  his 
life^  but  for  bis  guilty  soul — Oh>  ffive  him  time 
for  penitence — spare  him  but  for  that! 

^*  Oct.  He  has  a  heart  that  penitence  can 
never  touch. — The  outraged  laws  of  justice  and 
humanity  roust  be  appeased^ — Doa  Pedro's 
death  revenged.'* 

Elv.  Vengeance  is  heaven's^  and  should  not 
be  usurped  by  man. 

Oct.  Elvira,  think  what  it  is  you  ask ;  reflect, 
how  impossible  for  me  to  grant. 

Elv.  Oh  Juan,  Juan  !  are  all  men's  hearts 
obdurate  as  thine  own !  Ah!  how  am  I  debased, 
how  is  Elvira  sunk,  when  she  would  save  the 
life,  that  has  rendered  her's  a  curse? — But 
there  is  a  way — yes,  once  agaia  I'll  see  him, 
see  him  for  the  last  time — then,  in  a  Convent's 
gloom,  bury  ray  disgrace  and  shame  for  ever. 

\^Exit. 

Oct.  Poor  Elvira !  bow  the  strong  passions 
of  affection  and  disgust  rend  her  distracted 
breast! 

Enter  Masetto  and  Zerlina. 

Mas.  Ah,  this  is  fortunate ;  'tis  Don  Oc* 
tavio! 

Oct.  Masetto! — Zerlina  too! 

Zer.     Pray,  pray.  Sir,  befriend  us ! 

Oct.  Most  willingly;  but  what  has  happened^ 
that  Elvira  should  so  suddenly  appear  in  Se- 
ville ?  Could  not  her  protection  screen  you  from 
the  arts  of  that  abandon'd  miscreant? 
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Zer.  Oh  no!  while  Juan  lives,  there  is  no 
safety  for  the  innocent,  no  refuge  for  Zerlina. 

Mas.  He  respects  no  tie  of  kindred  or  affec- 
tion ;  no  law  of  earth  or  heaven — The  pea- 
sant's cottage,  and  the  regal  palace,  are  alike 
indifferent,  when  his  base  passions  prompt  him  to 
assail  them.  Not  even  our  holy  church,  wherein 
he  never  trod,  except  fojr  sanctuary,  can  stop 
his  guilty  course. 

Oct.  Come,  then  with  me ;  the  arms  of  my 
Leonora  shall  be  henceforth  Zerlina's  safeguard 
— Octavio,  Masetto's  friend. 

Zer.  Oh,  unexpected  happiness ! 

Mas.  Signor,  our  hearts  must  thank  you — 
we  are  ill  schooled  in  words. 

\^Exit  Masetto. 

Oct.  I  know  your  worthy  andyalueit.  Hasten 
to  Leonora,  and  prepare  her  to  receive  us. 
Juan's  career  of  wickedncM  is  nearly  closed, 
and  ne'er  again  shall  wound  our  friendship  or 
affection. 

jyVWT— Zerlina  and  Octavio. 

Zerl.  The  purest  flarne  thb  bosom  warming. 

My  thrilling  heart,  with  love  shall  glow, 
Oct*    And  heav'nly  truth  each  doubt  disarmiog, 

The  sweetest  balm  of  life  bestow. 
Both.  Hail,  sacred  pow'r^  indulgent  prove ! 

We  bow  before  thine  altar,  Love  I 
2Lerl.  For  ever  now  our  fates  combining, 

With  blooming  flowers  thy  shrine  adorn, 
Oct.    And  while  the  wreath  of  Hope  we^re  twining, 

Oh!  grant  the  rose,  but  spare  the  thorn 
Both.  Vows  so  pure  let  none  destroy, 
We  all  earthly  bliss  enjoy. 
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SCENE  THE  LAST. 

t 

A  magnificent  Saloon,  illuminated  hy  Chan" 
deliers;  Tables  superbly  decorated  for  a 
Banquet,  Sgc.  Sgc. 

'Enter  Don  Juan  and  Leporello. 

Don  J.  Well,  Leporeljo^  what  think  you  of 
my  preparations  ?  Will  they  not  honor  the  oc- 
casion ? 

Lep.  Gradd^  very  grand!  but^  somehow^  I 
never  was  less  inclined  to  see  company.  I  have 
no  affection  for  the  guests  you  have  invited » 

Don  J.  Whfj  they  are  fair  and  courteous^ 
the  very  paragons  of.  womankind,  culled  from 
the  choicest  Dumes  in  Spain. — You  would  not 
have  me  set  Don  Pedro  down  aloiK  ? 

Lep.  Ah!  if  you  love  me^  do  not  talk  of  him! 
1*11  never  trouble  your  Worship  with  another 
request^  if  you'll  be  graciously  pleased  to  dis- 
pense with  my  service  this  evening. 

Don  J.  Sirrah,  if  you  demur,  I'll  make  jrou 
eat  at  the  same  table. 

V    Lep.  Thank  you,  all  the  same ;   but  this  is 
fast-day  with  me — I'm  not  hungry. 

Don  J.  ril  have  you  sing  to  entertain  him, 
too. 

-Lep.  Sing!  I'm  hoarse;  I  caught  cold  in  the 
church-yard — besides^  I  never  sing  in  company, 
never! 

Don  J.  I'll  warrant  you ;  but  'tis  past  the 
time — I  fear  me,  heMl  not  come. 

Lep.  I  hope  with  all  my  soul  he's  better  en- 
gaged! yet,  if  a  Statue  can  move  its  head,  I 
see  no  reason  upon  earth,  why  it  shouldn't  move 
its  legs. 
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Don  J.  Pboh  'twas  a  vile  deception. — Oh! 
he'll  not  come^  I  warrant. — 'Tis  past  twelve 
o'clock. 

Lep.  Past  twelve!  I'm  alive  again!  we  are 
safe! — your  Ghosts  never  go  abroad  after  mid- 
night— morning  air  doesn't  agree  with  them — 
^'  Shall  I  call  up  the  music  ?  {eagerly). 

'^  Don  J.  To  what  end  ? — jou  never  sing  in 
,  company  ? 

''  Lep.  My  hoarseness  is  better. — Let  me  or- 
der supper. 

'' JDon/.  Supper!  why,  this  is  your  fast-day. 

'*  JLep.  You  forget — past  twelve  o'clock  ! — 
breakfast  now. 

''  Don  J.  But  you  are  not  hungry. 

^'  Lep.  My  voice  and  appetite  are  wonderfully 
recovered — so''  have  in  the  Music^  admit  the 
Ladies,  serve  up  the  Feast,  call  for  what  you 
will — I'm  up  to  any  thing. — Past  twelve  o'clock! 
Oh! 

Don  J.  Why,  you  talk  now  like  a  Bon-vi- 
vant!  a  Bacchanalian!  and  you  talk, well,  Le- 
porello! 

**  Whate'er  the  joys  of  temperate  mortals  be, 
<<  Women  and  wine,  and  minstrelsy  for  me." 

-—Come,  the  music  and  the  banquet,  there! 

(Tlie  draperies  that  conceals  the  Band,  at 
this  instant  are  drawn  up,  and  a  hurst 
of  Music  introduce  the  Company,  who 
are  all  Ladies. — Leporello  ushers  theifi 
in,  and  Don  Juan  welcomes  them  joy- 
ously — they  raise  their  Veils,  one  after 
the  other,  and  3 muh  compliments  each  on 
her  appearance,  till  he  has  noticed  the 
whott  group  J. 
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— So  l-^my  happide^s    is  now  coinplete>   and 
tiot  a  wish  remains, 

Lep.  One  more-^ 

BotiJ.  What? 

Lep.  Woman. 
'     Don  </.  Is  she  handsome  ? 

Lep%  C&n't  say-^sbe's  modest. 

Don  J.  Ah !  That's  why  you  let  her  in. 

Lep.  Exactly. 

(  Elvira  has  entered  in  a  Religious  habits 
and  throiDs  up  her  Veil  as  she  advances). 

Don  J.  Elvira! 

Elv.  Do  not  be  surprized^  Don  Juan^  that 
you  see  me  here  at  such  an  hour,  and  in  such 
apparel««-*the  motive  that  has  brought  me  to  thy 
presence^  needs  no  excuse-^admits  of  no  delay. 
Listen^  then^  for  the  last  time!  Listen  to  that 
.  voice  you  never  will  hear  morel  I  come  not  to 
upbraid  you^  Juan;  I  am  no  longer  that  Elvira* 
whose  irritated  mind  breathed  nothing  but  re- 
proaches; 'tis  perfect,  pure  affection^  that  im- 
pels me  now  to  warn  you  of  the  precipice  on 
which  you  stand. 

Don  J.  How  that  dress  becomes  her!  {^Apart 
to  Leporello). 

Lep.  He  has  a  heart  of  stone   (Apart). 

[^Retires. 

Elv.  Mark  me!  the  same  power  that  has  pu- 
rified my  earthly  passions^  tells  you^  by  roe^ 
Ihat  your  offence  has  exhausted  all  its  mercy. 

Don  J.  Ha!  hat  ha! 

Elv.  Avoid  theii>  I  implore  you,  while  you 
taiay,  the  blow  that  threatens-^Ieave  this  pol- 
luted spot — abandon  these  liceotioua  scenes, 
and  spare,  oh,  spare  me  the  horror  of  knowing 
you  condemned  to  punishment  eternal. 
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DofiJ.  Pfibaw!  I  will  not  listen  M%  Elvira. 
If  it  please  joUi  6taj,  and  partake  iny  plea- 
sures; ifnot>  leave  me. 

Elv.  Oh!  do  not  speak  thus!  one  moment 
longer,  you  are  past  hope;  if  my  supplications 
and  my  prayers  can  move  you  to  repentance^ 
"^fiy,  flyi  from  the  dangers  that  encompass 
you  !  Oh,  let  me  save  you  from  yourself]  save 
you  from  the  wrath  of  heaven  !  E'en  now,  the 
fatal  holt  is  launched  at  thy  devoted  head — 
already  I  behold  the  dark  ahyss  opening  to 
swallow  thee  in  fires,  that  burn,  but  never  can 
consume! 

Don  J.  Oh,  absurd  !  I  cannot,  will  not  do  it. 

Elv.  Lost!  lost  for  ever!  [£xi7. 

(  Don  Juan  retires  to  the  TaMe).  v 

Don  J.  Some  wine  there!  Leporello!  wine, 
and  the  dance. 

[The  Music  &trikesJ\ 

(Don  Juan  and  the  Party  sit  at  the  Table-^ 
— the  Ladies  seated  round  him,  four  5er- 
vants  attending — During  the  Repast^  a 
Dance  by  Females  only — Leporello  comes 
forward  with  a  Plate,  and  stations  himself 
near  the  front,  enjoying  the  gaiety  of  the 
Scene  and  his  Supper,  till  three  tremendous 
knocks  are  heard  without^^His  Plate,  &c. 
instantly  drops  from  his  hafid,  and  he 
stands  paralyzedr^The  Dance  has  suddenly 
broke  off,  and  each  Performer  appears  ri- 
vetted  to  her  place  and  position  wi^  csto* 
niskment), 

Don  J.  {Carelessly).  Leporello!  the  door! 
see  who  knocks. 

(Leporello  takes  the  light,  and  goes  to  the 
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side  at  which  Elvira  went  ojff^.  Don  Juan 
attempts  to  quiet  the  alarm  of  his  Campa- 
nions). 

Lep.  (Returning).  Ah!  Oh!  Oh!— He's  come! 
he's  come!  he's  come! 

Don  J.  On  horseback  or  on  foot^  that  he 
makes  this  infernal  clamour  ? 

\^Knock  repeated.'] 
Lep.  There  again! 

Don  J.  Don't  be  impatient — I'll  soon  be  with 
you. 

[^Music.'] 

(Joan  comes  from  the  Table^  draws  his  Swordy 
and  takes  the  light  from  the  trembling 
hand  q/'Leporello). 

Lep.  Don't^  don't^ — tell  him  you  are  not  at 
home ! 

[AfM5/C.] 

(Don  Juan  pushes  Leporello  scornfully 
aside,  and  goes  Jo  the  entrance,  almost 
instantly  returning,  followed  by  the 
Statue,  which  is  surrounded  by  a  ghastly 
blue  glare — The  Women  and  Leporello 
utter  shrieks,  and  escape  in  all  direc- 
tions — the  lights  in  the  apartment  are 
suddenly  extinguished — Don  Juan  r€- 
treatSj  step  by  step,  as  the  Figure  ad- 
vances,  keeping  his  eye  fearlessly  upon 
it,  until  it  halts  ) . 

Don  J.  You  take  the  privilege  of  old  ac- 
quaintance-^you  are  full  half  an  hour  beyond 
your  time. — (Points  to  the  Table) — Pray  be 
seated. 

[^Music.'] 

( The  Statue  assents,  and  seats  itself  at 
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the  Table.  Juan  fronts  it,  and  offers 
Food,  which  is  r^ected — he  then  offers 
Wine,  which  is  likewise  refused) . 

Neither  eat  nor  drink  I — why  then,  here's  to 
jou  ! — maj  jou  live  a  thousand  jears  ! 

{Drinks,  and  throws  the  Cup  over  his  head). 

[Music.^ 

The  Statue  nm*-^uan  likewise-^  the  Figure 
points  forward^  as  desiring  him  to  fellow^ 
and  retreats  towards  the  eniranc^^pauses, 
turns,  and  holds  forth  its  hand — ^Don  Juan 
throws  away  his  Swordy  and  daringly  ad- 
vances — at  the  instant  his  hand  meets  the 
grasp  of  the  Statue,  he  shrinks  back  and 
groamj. 

^' Don  J.  Oh,  horror!  I  freeze!— I  freeze! 
•—the  life-blood  curdles  in  my  veins! — my 
heart  has  turn'd  to  ice*— and  weighs  me  to  the 
earth." 

{The  Statue  forces  him  hack  with  the  point 
of  his  Baton,  and  vanishes — Juan  reels, 
and  fallfi — Fiends  arise  from  various 
parts,  and  on  an  immense  rock  of  burn-- 
ing  matter,  with  Serpents  twining  amidst 
a  vivid  red  flame,  which  ascends  in  the 
centre). 


CHORUS  OF  DEMONS. 

Solo— Chief  Spirit. 

Spirits  of  Hell,  surround  him ! 
Furies,  with  shrieks  astound  him! 
Guilt  and  despair  confound  him! 
Prepare  his  fiery  doom! 
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Chorus. 

Demons,  trioraphant  yelling, 

Welcome  the  wicked  home ! 
Plunge  him  in  Horror's  dwelling. 

Where  Hope  can  never  come ! 

(  The  instant  the  whole  are  assembled,  they 
drag  Juan  from  the  ground  by  the  hair 
— he  rushes  from  side  to  side^  pursued 
with  scourges  of  fire,  and  is  at  length 
bound  to  the  rock). 

*'  Don  J.  Oh!  madness  and  horror — a  thou- 
sand serpents  tear  my  flesh — ^gulfs  of  eternal  fire! 
— Pedro !  Elvira! — tooJate!  too  late ! — I  burn ! 
I  sink !— Tortures !  Hell!  Despair  !--Oh!" 

(  The  whole  fabric  of  the  Palace  totters, 
— the  Pillars  which  support  the  Saloon^ 
divide,  and  fall  with  a  hideous  crash  ^ 
and  as  Juan  descends  in  a  blaze  of  red 
fiame,  the  Spirit  of  Don  Pedro  i^  seen  to 
ascend  beyond  the  ruins,  in  a  pale  ethe- 
real mist). 


THB  PND. 
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ACT    L 

SCENE  I. 

The  Interior  of  a  small  Public^house  in  Scotland  i 
Door  and  a  large  Window  in  fronty  through 
which  is  seen  Osbaldistone^Hall,  ixnd  Cwntry. 

Travellers  of  various  descriptions  preparing  to 
set  forward  on  their  journey:  Host  and  Hostess 
assisting  them. 

GLEE— Host  and  Travellbbs. 

Soon  Xhe  sun  will  ^ae  to  rest, 

Let's  awa*  together ; 
Company  b  aje  the  best 

Crossing  o*er  the  heather, 

Tak  each  lad  his  stirrup  cupf 

His  heart  will  be  the  Kghtef ; 
Tak  each  lass  a  wee  sup, 

Her  e'e  will  sparkle  brighter. 

Bold  Rob  Roy^  the  Southerns  say^ 

Is  now  upon  the  Border ; 
Sfaonld  he  meet  wi*  us  the  day, 
'T  wad  breed  a  satr  dnordfer. 
But  tak  eaeh  man  his  stirrup  cnp^ 
His  heart  will  feel  the  bolder ; 
Thetf  set  your  lip^ 
The  whisky  sip, 
Aftd  shoulder  keep  to  sfconlder. 

Soon  the  sun,  &c«  ' 
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Host,  Brawly  sung,  my  masters,  bniwly  sung ! 
I  wish  you  all  safe  home,  for  your  own  sakes, 
and  a  quick  return,  for  mine.  Here,  wife  1  give 
our  friends  their  stirrup-cup,  while  I  rub  dowa 
the  table.    I  wish  you  good  e'en,  friends.    - 

(The  Travellers  disperse). 

— ^dd  !  there  arc  two  more  travellers  just  alight- 
ing. Wha*d  a*  thought  of  more  company  at 
the  Thistle  and  Bagpipes  so  late  in  the  day? 
But  what  with  Whigs,  and  Tories,  and  Jaco- 
bites,  and  Rob  Roy — ^we  in  the  North  here 
drive  a  bonny  trade. 

Enter  Campbxli.,  plainly  dressed^  something  like 
a  Narth^amniry  Grazier,-  and  Owbk  in  a 
plain  brown  Suit,  BootSf  a  fFhip,  i£c.  sheum 
in  by  Willib. 

Willie.  Travellers  to  Glasgow,  Maister* 
Camp.  Landlord,  let  us  have  your  best,  and 
quickly. 

Host.  Troth  will  I,  Sir~Ye*ll  be  for  a  dram, 
na  doubt,  till  we  can  tass  ye  up  something  hot 
for  your  late  dinner*  {Exit. 

(Owen  has  placed  a  small  Saddle-bag  on  the 
Table,  and  sunk  into  a  Chair,  apparent^ 
greatly  fatigued). 

Owen.  Oh !  my  poor  bones !  the  firm  of  my 
constitution  has. been  worse  shaken  than  Um 
House  of  Osbaldistone  and  Co.  Crane-AllWy 
London.— (Willie  places  Liquor  and  Cups  an  the 
7ai/e).-^Young  man,  have  you  sent  my,mes« 
sage  to  the  Hall  hard  by  ? 

(Campbell  pours  out,  and  Owen  drinks). 

Willie.  Yes,  Sir ;  the  lassie  will  soon  be  back 
wi*  the  answer. 
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Camp.  Wed,  fellow-traveller,  how  does  ouf 
Scotch  whisky  agree  with  your  English  stomach? 

Owen.  Thank  you,  Sir,  it  cheers  the  body, 
but  cannot  raise  the  spirit — Vm  quite  below  par^ 
as  we^say  in  the  City. 

Camp.  Try  it  again,  man,  {Filling  his  Cup). 

Owen.  I  hope  Mr.  Frank  Osbaldistone  will 
make  haste— Yet  I  have  a  sad  tale  to  tell  to 
him.  {RUes). 

Camp.  Osbaldistone  !  I  know  something  of 
that  family.  Sir ;  and  if  there's  any  thing  I  can 
serve  you  in,  you  may  command  me. 

Owen.  You  are  very  kind,  Sir  j  but  it*s  far  be- 
yond your  help. 

Camp.  Perhaps  not;  will  you  trust  me  with  the 
matter  ? 

Owen.  Surely  I  will,  Sir :  the  affairs  of  the 
great  Commercial  and  Banking-house  of- Osbal- 
distone and  Co.  Crane-Alley,  London,  are  na 
secret  by  this  time-«all  public  as  the  Ga2ett^-r- 
that  I  should  live  to  see  it  and  say  it! — Oh  dear! 

Camp.  Come,  come,  nought's  so  bad  but 
what  it  may  be  mended.  Let's  hear  the  busi- 
ness that  brings  you  to  the  Hall. 

Owen.  It's  a  long  account.  Sir ;  but  V\\  sum  it 
up  by  the  shortest  rules.  You  must4Lnow  my 
Dame  is  Owen  :  I  am  Head  Cle^k  of  the  House 
of  Osbaldistone  and  Co.  Crane-.AHey,  London, 
and  now  on  my  way  to  Glasgow,  to  recover  cer- 
tain papers  which  have  been  taken — stolen  I'm 
afraid— in  the  absence  of  the  head  of  the  Firm. 

Camp.  Stolen  !  by  whom  ? 

Owen.  By  his  nephew,  Mr.  Rashleigh. 

Camp.  Rashleigh  !  I  know— I  remember— 
the  son  of  Sir  Hildebrand,  late  of  the  Hall  here. 

Owen.  The  same,  Sir.  Sir  Hildebrand  and 
the  rest  of  his  sons  were  taken  up  on  suspicion 
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•f  trttsonable  practieet^its  an  awful  belaaee  they 
bave  to  strike  I 

Camp,  But  how  happened  it— the  son— thi3 
Mr.  Frank  yon  talk  of,  was  not  left  in  charge  of 
his  father's  affairs,  rather  than  the  nephew^ 
Rasleigh  ? 

Owen.  Ah,  Sir  I  there  lies  all  the  mischief- 
Mr.  Frank  loathed  the  counting-house  worse 
than  I  loathe  a  bankruptcy.  While  his  father  waa 
making  money  he  was  making  poetry  ;  and  so, 
his  father.  Sir,  being  a  stern  man,  said  that  his 
nephew  Rashleigh  should  take  Mr.  Frank's  place  ; 
for  he  would  never  ask  his  only  child  a  second 
time,  to  be  the  partner  of  his  fortunes  and  afieci; 
tions— Oh  dear  ! 

Camp.  Well,  Sir,  but  what  motive  could  in- 
duce this  Rashleigh  to  betray  a  trust,  which,  for 
his  own  advantage,  one  would  naturally  suppose 
he  would  be  most  faithful  to  ? 

Owen.  I  suspect  to  aid  some  political  purpose, 
whereby,  at  the  expence  of  honour  and  con* 
science,  he  expects  to  make  a  larger  per  centage 
of  worldly  profit.  He  knew  that,  to  shake  the 
house  ot  Osbaldistone  and  Co.,  Crane-Alley, 
London,  was  to  alarm  the  Grovernment;— the 
cash  he  took  was  no  hurt,  but  the  assets — the 
assets,  Sir  I— however,  Til  not  give  *em  up— I 
know  Rashleigh  has  com^  north. 

Camp.  North  !  indeed  ! — Umph— he's  a  cun-* 
ning  chield  that ! — he'll  be  too  cunning  for  him- 
self at  last— a  false  friend  never  served  a  good 
cause. 

Owen.  You  say  true,  Sir,  such  people  are  as 
vnriable  as  the  course  of  exchange.  When  we 
reach  Glasgow,  Sir,  perhaps  you  can  assist  my 
enquiries. 

Camp.  I~rU  meet  you  there,  my  friend— I 
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Jart  recollect  a  stndll  matter  of  business  that  I 
have  to  do  in  this  neighbourhood.— (^«*cfe)  — I 
must  go  to  the  Hall— Rashleigh  has  been  there, 
no  doubt,  and  Sir  Frederick  Vernon  may  wish 
to  speak.     Til  meet  you  at  Glasgow,  Mr.  Owen.. 

Owen.  Heaven  help  me  I  I  shall  never  live  to 
balance  an  account  there,  without  a  companion 
or  a  guide.  I  was  never  ten  miles  from  Crane- 
Alley  before,  in  all  my  days. 

Camp.  Pho  !  man,  there  is  no  fear.— Where 
shall  I  hear  of  you  ? 

Owen.  At  Messre*  M*Vittie  and  M*Fin*s,  in 
the  Gallowgate,  Sir.  We  have  another  agent,  one 
Mr.  Nicol  Jarvie,  in  the  Salt-market;  but  I 
can't  depend  on  him. 

Camp.  Fare  ye  weel,  Mr.  Owen.^Rashleigl^ 
in  the  North !  then  the  heather  will  soon  be  oh 
fire. 

Enter  Willie. 

Willie.  Here*8  the  'Squire,  to  speak  with  one 
Maister  Owen. 

(^Campbell  retires  as  Frank  Osbaldistone 
enters,  and  retreats  hastily  xtnperceivedjp  - 

Frank.  Owen^  my  excellent  kind  friend  1 

Owen.  O,  Mr.  Frank  I  O,  Mr,  Osbaldistone^ 
such  news  1  {Wiping  kis  eyes).  But  why  did  you 
never  answer  our  letters*- mine,  and  your  good 
father's? 

Frank.  Letters  1  I  have  never  yet  received  oti^r 
I  have  written  repeatedly,  and  have  been  asto- 
nish'd  at  receiving  no  reply.  » 

Owen.  O  Lord!  no  letters!  O  my.  stats,  n« 
letters!  then  they  have  been  intercepted --how 
has  your  poor  fatlier  been  <ieceivedi  0,;Mr. 
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Frank,  what  have  you  not  to  answer  for  ?  hot 
that's  past  now— ifs  all  over  I 

jPVanA.  Good  heaven  1  is  my  &ther^i8  be  ill 
--dead? 

Owen.  No,  no,  not  so  bad  as  that ;  thank 
heaven  his  day-book  is  still  open — but  his  af* 
fairs  are  in  worse  confusion  than  my  poor  brain* 
--Oh  dear! 

Frank.  Explain  yourself,  I  beseech  you,  and 
in  terms  less  technical. 

Owen.  Well,  weil,  the  sum  total  is — that  your 
cousin,  Bashleigh,  taking  advantage  of  my  good 
roaster's  absence  in  HoUapd,  has  absconded 
with  papers  of  such  consequence  to  ourselves  and 
the  Government,  that  unless  we  can  recover  them, 
or  get  help  from  our  Agents  by  a  certain  day,  the 
house  of  Osbaldistone  and  Co,,  Crane-Alley, 
London,  is  in  the  bankrupt  list  as  sure  as  the 
Gazette  I 

Frank.  Gracious  Heaven,  my  folly  and  dis- 
obedience then,  have  ruined  my  father!  How 
shall  I  redeem  the  consequence  of  my  error  ? 

Owen.  O,  Mr.  Frank,  you  raise  my  heart  ten 
per  cent,  to  hear  you  talk  in  that  way.  Repair 
to  Glasgow,  and  assist  mv  poor  endeavours. 
Though  you  understand  little,  I  grieve  to  say  it, 
of  Debtor  and  Creditor,  you  thoroughly  under- 
stand, I  rejoice  to  tell  it,  the  great  ftndamental 
principle  of  all  moral  accounting— the  great 
Ethic  Rule  of  Three— let  A  do  to  B,  as  he 
would  have  B  do  to  him,  and  the  product  will 
gi?e  the  rule  of  conduct  required. 

Urank.  It  shall,  it  must  be  so ;— this  very  hour 
rU  Ud  adieu  to  the  Enchantress,  who  still  must 
rule  my  destiny,  and  seek  this  destroyer,  this 
traitor,  Rashleigh !  Set  forward,  Owen,  instantly : 
— 4>y  the  time  you  have  inade  the  necessary  en- 
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quiries  at  Glasgow,  I  shall  be  with  you.  Oh, 
Diana !  roust  we  then  part  ? 

Owen.  Diana  ! — ^Ah,  love--«love,  I  thought  so ; 
— never  knew  a  man  open  an  account  with  him, 
but  his  affairs  got  into  confusion.  I  never  had 
any  dealings  with  him  in  all  my  life.  It^s  more 
dangerous^  Mr.  Frank,  than  meddling  with  con- 
traband goods ;  but  Tve  heard  of  the  consign- 
ment !~to  Miss  Diana  Vernon,  best  affections  ! 
Item,  heart !— Item,  honour !«— Item~-Oh,  Mr. 
Frank,  look  at  the  per  Contra.«-Blank  I  ruin  ! 
—Oh  dear  !  [Earfl  Owen. 

Fyank.  Yes,  for  awhile  we  must  separate ;  yet, 
I  cannot  cease  to  love,  cannot  live  without  her. 


SONG— Fbank. 
(Words  bjf  B0RNs)» 

O  my  love*s  like  the  red  red  rose 

That's  newly  spning  in  Jane ; 
O  rov  love*8  like  the  melody 

Tbafs  sweetly  played  in  tune. 
As  iair  art  thou,  my  bonnie  lass, 

So  deep  in  love  am  I« 
.And  I  will  love  thee  still,  my  dear, 

Tho*  a*  the  seas  gang  dry* 

Till  a*  the  seas  gan^  dry,  my  dear, 

And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  the  sun ; 
And  I  will  love  thee  still,  ray  dear, 

While  the  sands  of  life  shall  ran* 
But  fare  thee  weicl,  my  only  love, 

And  fare  thee  weel  awhile  ; 
And  I  will  come  again,  my  love, 

Tho*  'twere  ten  thouiana  mile. 
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SCENE  II. 

The  Library  of  Osbaldisione^Hall-^'DtAVA  Vbs* 
KON  and  Sh  Fbepbri ck  Vbrnoh  seated  at  a 
Table— MhRTnA  aitenditig. 

As  the  Scene  is  disclosed^  Diana  and  Sir  Fjlb* 
SBaiCKme,  and  come  forward. -^jf  Portrait 
is  conspicuous^  full  lengthy  ^fter  the  fashion 
of  which  Sir  Fbbdbbick  is  dressed. 

Sir  Fred.  It  is  now  time  we  separate.  Remem- 
ber, Diana,  my  instructions— We  are  surrounded 
by  perils,  which  will  require  all  your  prudence  to 
avert— *tis  evident,  your  cousin  Francis  suspects 
the  visits  of  a  stranger  to  these  apartments,  and 
tho*  this  dress,  resembling  that  of  your  ancestor*s 
portrait,  has  hitherto  enabled  me  to  impose  on  the 
weak  minds  of  the  domestics,  his  penetration  may 
discover  who,  and  what  I  am,  before  the  plans  are 
matured,  on  which  my  hopes  of  future  happiness 
now  entirely  reftt. 

Diana.  Kely  on  my  discretion.  Sir — you  may 
with  safety. 

^Martha  takes  a  Cloak  from  the  back  of  a 
Chair,  resembling  that  of  a  Catholic 
Priestf  and  assists  Sir  Frederick  in  putting 
it  on). 

Martha.  Indeed,  Sir  Frederick— I  beg  pardon 
—Father  Vaughan,  your  reverence  has  nothing 
to  fear,  though  you  are  a  Catholic  and  a  Jaco- 
bite.. There  is  not  a  soul  in  the  place,  myself 
excepted,  that  dare  stir  a  foot  toward  this  part  of 
the  house  after  nightfall ! 

Sir  FVed.  I  repeat,  it  is  not  from  them  I  fear 
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discovery ;  the  character  I  openly  bear,  of  Con« 
fessor  to  Miss  Vernon,  is  a  sufficient  security ; 
but  remember^  Diana,  Francis  Osbaldistone  and 
his  father  are  firm  adherents  of  the  present 
Government,  and  should  he  discover  me,  or  the 
purpose  which  renders  my  ooncealment  in  this 
part  of  the  country  necessary,  it  might  be  fatal 
to  the  cause  of  ScoUand  and  to  ourselves. 

Diana.  But  my  cousin  is  a  man  of  honourable 
and  afFectionate  feelings : — he  would  never  be-* 
tray  you,  Sir. 

Sir  Fred.  You  mean,  he  would  never  sacrifice 
his  love  in  the  person  of  Diana  Vernon.  Subdue 
those  reflections^  for  the  sake  of  yt>ur  future 
peace  of  mind — annihilate  them,  while  it  yet  is 
in  your  power— think  that  you  are  devoted  to  a 
ckNSter,  or  the  betrothed  bride  of  Kasble^h  Os- 
baldistone. 

[Exit  Sir  Frederick  at  a  Tapestry  Door. 

Diana.  You  may  leave  me  now,  Martha. 
When  my  cousin  Frank  returns,  say  I  wish  to 
speak  with  him  here.  [Esnt  Martha. 

^-The  bride  of  Rashleigh  !  never,  never !  any 
lot  rather  than  that-^the  convent,  the  jail,  the 
grave!— I  must  act  as  becomes  the  descendant 
of  a  noble  ancestry  !  Yet,  how  preferable  is  the 
lot  of  those,  whose  birth  and  situation  neither 
renders  them  meanly  dependant,  or' raises  them 
to  the  difficulties  and  dangers  that  too  pfteti 
accompany  wealth  and  grandeur. 

SONG^-DiAiTA. 

RECITATIVE. 

V. 

I  dedicate  my  laj  to  thee. 
Endearing,  calm  Felicity  I 
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AIR. 

Ah  !  would  it  were  ray  humble  lot 
To  share  with  thee  some  lowly  cot^ 
Where  Fame  and  Fortune  ne-er  intrude 
To  lUMT  the  Loter's  soltlude. 
xnen  Vd  sing  nonnj,  01 
And  merry  be 
With  love  and  thee, 
From  mom  till  e'en  so  bonny,  O  t 

If  far  away  from  lordly  pride 
The  stream  of  life  would  calmlv  glide^ 
And  I  content,  if  thou  wert  nigh. 
In  joy  could  live,  in  peace  could  die. 

And  I'd  sing  nonny,  O !  &c.  &c. 

Enter  Martha^  kutoducing  Frank  Osbal- 

OISTONB. 

Frank.  Diana,  you  sent  for  me. 

Diana.  Yes^it  was  to  bid  you  farewell;  sup- 
press your  amazement,  while  I  tell  you  I  am 
acquainted  with  the  distresses  which  the  trea- 
(chery  of  JRashleigh  has  brought  upon  your  father* 
.  Frank.  How,  in  the  name  of  Heaven !  since  but 
..within  these  few  minutes  I  myself  was  informed  ? 

Diana.  Ask  me  no  questions*  I  have  it  not 
ittmy  power  to  reply  to  them.  Fate  has  involve 
ed  me  in  such  a  series  of  nets  and  entangle* 
ments,  that  I  dare  hardly  speak  a  word,  for  fear 
of  consequences.  You  must  meet,  and  obviate, 
the  difficulties  this  blow  has  occasioned* 

Frank.  And  how  is  that  possible? 

Diana.  Every  thing  is  possible  to  him  who 
possesses  courage  and  activity* 

Frank.  What  do  you  advise  ? 

Diana.  Quit  this  place  instantly,  and  for  ever! 
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Frank.  IXana  1 

Diana.  You  have  only  one  friend  to  regret ; 
and  she  has  long  been  accustomed  to  sacrifice' 
her  friendships  and  comforts  to  the  welfare  of 
others. 

(jii  this  moment^  DianaV  ^c  rests  upon  that 
o/*«S»ir  Frederick,  who  has  appeared  from 
behind  the  Tapestry^  making  a  sign  of 
anger— Hiana  falters  —  he  retires). 

Frank.  What  alarms  you  ?  (Turning)  Ha  ! 
I  thought — 

Diana.  It  is  nothing,  nothing  (detaining  him) 
Take  Andrew  the  gardener,  for  your  guide,  and 
repair  instantly  to  Glasgow. 

Frank.  Such  was  my  intention ;  but  if  Rash« 
leigh  has  really  formed  the  scheme  of  plunder- 
ing his  benefactor,  and  disturbing  the  state,  what 
prospect  is  there  that  I  can  €nd  means  of  frus* 
trating  a  plan  so  deeply  laid  ? 

Diana.  Stay,  (yes,  I  will  insist  upon  it) ;  do 
not  leave  this  room  till  I  return.      [Exit  Diana. 

Frank.  She  has  then  a  confederate,  a  friend  ! 
perhaps  a  lover  !— Every  thing  confirms  it,^  the 
light  from  these  windows,  which  I  have  seen  at 
unusual  times-*-the  footsteps  which  I  have  traced 
in  the  morning^s  deyr,  from  the  private  entrance 
to  the  apartment  beneath  this  Library— the  re- 
port too  of  apparitions— -a  thousand  circumstances 
tend  to  confirm  my  suspicions.    But  ^e  comes. 

Enter  Diana. 

Diana.  Frank,  I  trust  you  with  this  proof  of 
my  friendship,  because  I  have  the  most  perfect 
conBdence  in  your  honour.  If  I  understand  the 
nature  of  this  business  rightly,  the  funds  in 
Rashleigh's  possession  must  be  recovered  by  a 
c  2 
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certain  day ;— ^take  this  packet,  but  do  not  o(len 
it  till  all  other  means  have  failed.  Ten  days 
before  the  bills  are  due,  you  are  at  liberty  to  break 
the  seal.  . 

Frank.  It  has  no  superscription ! 

iDiana.  If  you  are  compelled  to  open  it,  you 
win  find  directions  inclosed. 

Frank.  And  now,  Diana,  after  the  mysterious^ 
but  kind  interest  you  have  shewn  to  my  worldly 
careS)  relieve  my  heart,  by  explaining—- 

Diana.  I  can  explain  nothing.  Oh,  Frank ! 
we  are  now  to  part,  perhaps  never  to  meet  more ; 
do  not  then  make  my  mysterious  miseries  em- 
bitter the  last  moments  we  may  pass  together. 
In  the  world,  away  from  me,  you  may  find  a 
being  less  encumbered  by  unhappy  appearances, 
less  influenced  by  evil  fortunes  and  evil  times. 

Frank.  Never,  never !  the  world  can  afford 
fne  nothing  to  repay  the  loss  of  her  I  must  leave 
behind  me. 

DUET— Diana  and  Frank. 

Smiles  may  light  our  love  to-morrow. 

Doomed  to  part!  my  faitbfQl  heart 

A  gleam  of  joy  from  Hope  shall  borrow. 


Ah  I  ne'er  forget  when  friends  aie  i 
This  heart  alone  is  Ibinc,  {  ^^i^^. ' 

TboQ  mayst  find  those  will  love  thee,  dear, 
Put  not  a  love  like  mine,  {SiaSr* 
Tho*  yon  leave,  dec. 
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SCENE  III. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Home  of  Bpilie  Nicox. 
Jabtie,  at  Glasgow. 

Enter  Bailie  and  Saunbbus  Wtlib, 

Bailie,  I  tell  you,  Saunders,  youVe  daft— youVe 
mad !  Osbaldistone  and  Co.  in  danger  I  it*s  im* 
possible. 

iS.  Wylie.  It's  very  true,  Sir;  and  I  thought  it 
but  right  to  let  you,  my  old  master,  know  on't. 

Bailie.  Troth,  Saunders, you* ve  stunned  me  with 
the  evil  communication.  Osbaldistone  and  Co* 
fail!  stop!— Mattiel  Mattiel  (Calling  oJ^J. 

S*  Wylie.  Mr.  Owen,  the  head  clerk,  and 
junior  partner,  has  been  at  our  house  wi'  the 
tidings,  and  begging  for  time  to  take  up  the  bills. 

Bailie.  Owen  !  f  remember — he*s  a  man  of 
figures !  a  man  of  calculation  I  if  he  talks  of  ruin, 
by  my  soul,  its  not  far  off  I— but,  why  did*n't  he 
call  upon  Nicol  Jarvie  ?  I  am  a  merchant,  and  a 
magistrate,  as  well  as  M'Vittie !  but  he  ^hinks 
no  more  of  me,  I  suppose,  than  of  a  Scotch 
pedlar.    Mattie!  O! 

Enter  Mattie. 

-^Tell  the  Clerk  to  bring  the  ledger. 

Matt.  The  Clerk  !  Lord,  Sir !  he*8  safe  in  be4 
tiiese  twa  hours ! 

Bailie.  The  lazy  blackguard!  a*bed  t^then  do 
you  fetch  it  yourself,  Mattie. 

Matt,  ril  do  your  bidding.  Sir. 

[Emt  Mattie. 

Bailie.  My  Conscience !  I  hav*n't  had  such  a 
Aock  since  my  father,  the  Deacoa  (peaoe  be 
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with  him  !)  left  me  to  fight  my  way  alone  in  this 
wicked  world. — But  what  says  M'Vittie?  will 
he  grant  the  time  ?  ^ 

S.Wylie.  Not  a  day,  Mr.  Janrie— not  an  hour! 
things  look  so  bad,  I  fear  my  employers  mean  to 
resort  to  the  severest  measures.  I  heard  them 
talk  of  arresting  Mr,  Owen^  so  you  had  best  look 
to  yourself. 

Enter  Mattis  ^ith  a  Book. 

Bailie.  Let  me  look  at  the  ledger  !  {opening  it 
eagerly) .  L— M— N— O  —  os  —  Osbal^as  Vm  a 
Bailie^  the  balance  must  be  enormous-^but  Fve 
no  heart  to  run  it  up  {Returning  the  Book). 
How  much  is  M'Vittie  out  with  him  ? 

S.  Wylie.  I  can't  justly  say,  but  some  hun« 
dreds. 

Bailie.  Hundreds!  only  hundreds!  damn  their 
supple  snouts,  and  would  they  press  a  falling 
man  for  the  sake  of  hundreds,  that  have  made 
thousands  by  him?— Your  masters^  Wylie,  have 
taken  many  a  good  job  from  between  my  teeth, 
but,  ril  snap  *em  this  turn  ! 

S.  Wylie.  I  wish  you  could,  Mr.  Jarvie,  I  wish 
ou  could. — ^Ah  !  I  made  a  sair  change,  when  I 
lefk  you  to  serve  two  such  infernal—* 

Bailie.  Whisht!  Saunders,  whisht!  while  yon 
eat  their  bread,  don't  abuse  the  scoundrels  behind 
ihAt  backs. 

S.  Wylie.  You've  a  kind  heart,  Mr.  Jarvie, 
<atad  ah  honest  one  too. 

Bailie.  So  had  the  Deacon,  my  father,  Saunders, 
rest,  and  bless  him  ! 

S.  WyUe.  Would  you  be  pleased  to  consult  on 
ihts  business  with  our  partners.  Sir  ? 
.  Baiiie.  No—I'll  see  them  both  d— d~that  is. 
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a  man  that  nmlclles  with  pitch,  must  be  defiled  ! 
— Vd  sooner  bold  a  parley  with  Belzebub  !  No, 
lio-^Nicol  Jarvie  has  a  way  of  his  own  to  manage 
this  matter*—  Oo  your  ways,  Mattie,  with  that 
-huge  memorial  of  misfortune,  and  ffet  my  walk- 
ing gear,  and  the  lantern  !  lExit  Mattie; 
-^As  for  you,  Saunders,  speed  you  home  again, 
and  not  a  word,  man,  that  youVe  seen  me. 

lExit  S.  Wylie, 
— Osbaldistone  and  Cd.  stop  !  my  Conscience!  — 
I*d  sooner  ha*  dreamed  o*  the  downfal  of  the 
Bank  o*  London !— Why,  its  enough  to  make 
the  very  hairs  o*  my  wig  rise,  and  stand  on  end ! 
-*-but  the  distress  can't  be  permanent^— At  any 
rate,  Til  prove  myself  a  friend— if  the  House  re- 
gains its  credit,  I  shall  recover  my  loss,  and  if 
not,  why  I  have  done  as  I  would  be  done  by,  like 
my  father,  the  Deacon,  good  man !  blessings  on 
his  memory,  say  I !  that  taught  me  goc^-will 
towards  my  fellows! 

Enter  Mattib,  decked  out  for  walking — her 
Apron  pinned  upy  &c.  and  bearing^  the  Bailie'^ 
Great  Coat,  Hat,  Lantern,  i:dc. 

MatL  IVe  brought  your  gear.  Sir ;  but,  gude 
save  us!  where  wad, 'you  be  ganging  to,  a'  sic  a 
time  o*night  ? 

Bailie.  You'll  soon  know,Mattie,  for  you  must 
e*en  tramp  along  wi'  me.— I  wouldn't  like  to  be 
breaking  my  shins  in  the  dark  just  now,  for 
truth  tfi  speak,  I'd  never  more  occasion  to  stand 
firm  on  my  legs,  both  at  home  and  abroad. 
Now,  give  us  the  beaver,  lassie. 

Matt.  Weel  !  to  think  ©'putting  on  claithet 
when  ye  suld  be  taking  'em  off,  and  scampering 
abroad,  when  ye  suld  be  ganging  to  your  bed. 
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Baitie.  Hmeand  tide  watt  for  no  man* 

Mati.  But  where  are  you  going,  BaUie  ? 

Bailie.  To  many  pboes,  that  Td  aa  lief  bide 
away  from. 

Matt.  Now  wrap  this  kerchief  about  your 
thrapple. 

Bailie.  TouVe  a  kind-bcterted  iassiet  Mattie! 

Matt.  There --leare  a  wee  bit  room  for  your 
mouth-* ye  must  needs  ha*  a  drap  o*the  cordial/ 
your  father,  the  Deacon  was  so  fond  of— he  aye 
liked  to  sip  it* 

Bailie.  Rest,  and  bless  him  !  so  be  did  I  and 
so  do  I,  Mattie! — {Drinks).  You're  a  good- 
tempered  soul,  and  a  bonnie  las«e  tool  you 
come  of  good  kith  and  kin,  Mattie — the  Laird 
o*Limmenield*s  Cousin  only  seven  times  removed. 
(Mattie  is  moving  away  the  Bottle).^3tByl  yoo 
may  bring  the  bottle  with  you,  Mattie^  and 
tuck  yourself  under  my  arm— » there's  no  disgrace 
in  a  Bailie  walking  hand  in  arm  with  gentle 
blood!-* so,  come  your  ways,  Mattie  1  Osbal- 
distone  and  Co.  stop!  — My  Conscience!— Come 
along,  Mattie.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

.  •/ 

Glasgow.'-^The  Bridge  exf  ending  in  perspective  to 
the  opposite  side  of  the  River. -^The  Tolbooih^ 
or  Jail^  conspicueus  in  front. 

Enter  Frank  Osbaldistonb  and  Anubbw. 

And.  Well,  Sir,  thanks  to  the  good  guidance 
of  Andrew,  here  you  aie  in  Glasgow,  'spite  o'the 
bogles  and  bad  ways. 

Frank.  Was  it  the  bogles,  or  the  brandy,  that 
made  you  ride  at  such  an  infernal  pace  ?  you  are 
half  drunk,  you  scoundrel !  but  get  you  gone — 
See  the  horses  taken  care  of.  and  order  some- 
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thing  for  my  supper ;  while  it's  preparing  I  shall 
walk  here  upon  the  bridge. 

(Campbell^  muffled  in  a  long  Cloak ^  ap* 
pears  at  tlie  bach,  and  seeing  AndreWy 
retreats). 

And.  A  walk  by  moonlight  after  a  long  ride, 
18  but  coM  comfort  for  aching  bonea!  but  your 
Hunojur  knows  best.  He*8  crack-brain'd^  and 
cockIe*headed  with  hia  poetry  nonsense ;  he*d 
sooner  by  half  chatter  to  Miss  Vernon,  than  hear 
a  Ivord  of  sense  from  a  sober  body,  like  myself. 

[Exit  KviAtew. 

Frank.  'Tis  now  too  late  to  learn  tidings  of 
poor  Owen,  or  enquire  the  residence  of  my 
fether^s  agents.  Bitter  reflection  l^AU  this  I 
might  have  prevented,  by  a  trifling  sacrifice  of 
the  foolish  pride  and  indolence  which  recoiled 
from  sharipg  the  labours  of  his  honourable  pro<* 
fession. 

Campbell  advances. 

Camp.  Mr.  Osbaldistone,  you  are  in  danger! 

Frank.  Prom  whom  ? — {Starting). 

Camp.  Follow  me,  and  you  shall  know. 

Frank.  I  must  first  know  your  name  and  pur- 
pose. 

Camp.  I  am  a  man,  and  my  purpose  friendly. 

Frank.  That  is  too  brief  a  description. 

Camp.  It  will  serve  for  one  who  has  uq  other 
to  give.  He  that  is  without  name,  witl^out 
friends,  without  coin,  and  without  country,  is 
at  least  a  man  !  atrd  he  that  has  all  these,  is  no 
more !  Follow  me,  or  remain  without  the  infor- 
jnation  I  wish  to  aflbrd. 

Frank.  Can  you  not  give  it  me  here  } 
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Camp.  No— you  must  receive  it  from  your 
eyes,  not  from  my  mouth. — What  is  it  you  tear? 

Frank.  I  fear  nothing — walk  on,  I  attend  you. 

Camp.  If  you  knew  who  was  by  ycur  side^  you 
might  feel  a  tremor. 

^ank.  The  spirit  of  Rashleigh  seems  to  walk 
round  me-*-yet,  'tis  neither  bis  form  or  voice ! 
^{Apart). 

Camp.  Would  you  not  fear  the  consequence 
of  beinff  found  with  one  whose  very  name, 
whispered  in  this  lonely  street,  would  make  the 
stones  themselves  rise  up  to  apprehend  him  ?  on 
whose  head,  the  men  of  Gla4;ow  would  build 
their  fortunes,  as  on  a  found  treasure  !  the  sound 
of  whose  downfal,  were  as  welcome  at  the  Q-oss 
of  Edinburgh,  as  the  news  of  a  battle  fought 
and  won ! 

Frank.  Who  then  are  you,  whose  name  should 
create  such  terror  ? 

Camp.  No  enemy  of  yours,  since  1  am  con- 
veying you  to  a  place,  where,  if  I  myself  were 
recognized  and  identified,  irons  to  the  heels, 
and  hemp  to  the  throat,  would  be  my  brief 
dooming. 

Frank.  You  have  said  either  too  much,  or  too 
little,  to  induce  me  to  confide  in  you. 

(Campbell  makes  a  step  towards  Frank,  toho 
draws  back,   and  lays  his  hand  on    his 
Sword). 
Camp.  What !  on  an  unarmed  man^  and  your 
friend  ? 

Frank.  I  am  yet  ignorant  if  you  are  one  or 
the  other. 

Camp.  Well,  I  respect  him  whose  hand  can 
keep  his  head  !  I  love  a  free  young  blood,  that 
knows  no  protection  but  the  cross  of  the  sword! 
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t  dtn  taking  you  to  see  one,  whom  yoo  will  be 
right  glad  to  see,  and  from  whose  lips  you  will 
learn  the  secret  of  the  danger  in  which  you 
now  stand. --Come  on  1 

(Campbell  goes  to  the  wicket-gate  of  the  ToL 
booth,  and  knocks). 

Doug.  (fFithin).  Who^sthat? 
Camp.  Gr^arachl 

(The  door  is  operted ^CampheW  beckons 
Frank,  and  they  enter^^the  door  heard 
to  be  locked  and  bolted). 

SCENE  V. 

Interior  of  the  Tolbooth. 

DouGAL  enters^  followed  by  Campbell  and 
Fbakk,  Douoal  expressing  extravagant  joy 
— -Ae  has  a  shock  head  of  red  hairy  and  an 
extraordinary  personal  appearance  i'^^a  huge 
bundle  of  Keys  at  his  belt^  and  a  Lamp  in  his 
hand. 

Camp.  Dougal,  you  have  not  forgotten  me? 

Doug.  De'il  a  bit — de*il  a  bit ! — where  shall  I 
go  i  what  shall  I  do  for  ye  ?— Oigh  !  its  lang 
since  she  has  seen  you. 

Frank.  She  !-*^Ae  seen  him  !— Is  it  then  a  fe- 
male to  whom  I  am  condacted  ?  or,  is  it  merely 
the  dialect  of  his  country^  in  which  that  animal 
expresses  himself  ? 

(^s  Frank  says  tliis  apart^  Campbell  speaks 
to  Dougal,  and  points  to  his  Campanion). 

Doug.  To  be  sure  she  will,  with  all  her  heart, 
with  dl  her  soul !— but  what  will  come  o'ye^ 
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if  the  Bailies  should  call,  or  the  Captain  thofuXA 
weke? 

Camp.  Fear  nothingi  Dougal ;  your  hands 
shall  never  draw  a  bolt  upon  me. 

Daug^  She  would  hack  'em  off  at  the  elbows 
iirst. 

Camp.  Then  dispatch ! 

Doug.  Wr  all  her  soul ! 

{ffe  trims  his  Lamp,  and  becians  Frank, 
who  perceiving  Campbell  does  not  follow, 
pauses). 

Frank.  Do  you  not  go  with  us  ? 
Camp.  It  is  unnecessary— my  company  might 
be  inconvenient.     I  had  better  remain,  and  se- 
cure our  retreat— lose  no  time ! 

(Frank  and  Dougal  pass  off  on  one  side^-^ 
Campbell  at  that  on  which  they  entered). 


SCENE  VI. 

J  Cell  in  the  Tolbooth--A  Pallet  Bed  on  one 
side^  with  a  person  reposing  ifi  it-- A  small 
Table  and  Chair. 

Dougal  opens  the  Door  and  advances^  followed 
by  Fbank. 

Prank.  I  cannot  suppose  he  means  to  betray 
me— yet  'tis  strange — 

Doug,  (having  looked  towards  the  Bed) —She's 
asleep ! 

Frank.  She!  Who? 

Doug.  Gentlemens  to  speak  wi*  her.  (Rous^ 
ing  tfie  Sleeps). 

Owen.  By!  what !— Oh  dear ! 
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(Owen  pops  his  headj  adorned  wHh  a  red 
Mght'cap,  from  beneath  the  clothei,  juft 
as  Frank  has  eagerly  adtfanced)^ 

Frank.  Owen !  (Pausing  in  surprize). 

Owen,  ril  tell  you  what,  Mr.  DugwelU  or 
whatever  your  name  may  be,  the  sum-total  of 
the  amount  is  this  —  if  my  natural  rest  is  to  be 
broken  rn  upon  in  this  manner.  Til  complain  to 
the  Lord  Mayor. 
^    Doug.  Ugh !— Cha  neil  Sassenach. 

[Exit. 

Frank,  Owen  ! 

Owen.  Ey  ! — Oh  dear !  have  they  caught  you 
too  !— then  our  last  hope  fails,  and  the  account 
is  closed. 

Frank.  Do  not  be  so  much  alarmed— all  may 
not  be  so  bad  as  you  expect. 

Owen.  O,  Mr.  Frank!  we  are^gone  !  OsbaU 
distone  and  Co.  Crane-Alley,  London^  is  no 
longer  a  Firm  !  I  think  nothing  of  myself!  I 
am  a  mere  cypher — ^but  you!  that  were  your 
father's  sum-total,  as  I  may  say— his  Omnium  I 
that  might  have  been  the  first  man  in  the  first 
house  in  the  first  city,  to  be  shut  up  in  a  nasty 
Scotch  jail— Oh  dear  ! 

Frank.  I  am  no  prisoner,  my  good  friend^ 
though  I  can  scarcely  account  for  my  being  in 
such  a  place  at  such  a  time. 

Owen.  Not  a  prisoner  1  Heaven  be  gracious  to 
us  !  —But  what  news  this  will  be  upon  'Change ! 

Frank  Cease  these  lamentations,  and  let  me 
know  the  cause  of  your  being  here. 

Owen.  It's  soon  told,  Mr.  Frank-^When  I 
disclosed  my  business  to  Messrs.  M^Vittie  and 
M^Fin,  instead  of  instant  assistance,  they  der 
manded  instant  security ;  and  as  I  are  liable,  hcm> 
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ing  a  8mril  PBrtacr  in  our  House,  they  made 
oath  that  I  meditated  departing  this  realm,  and 
had  recourse  to  a  summary  process  of  arrest  and 
imprisonment,  which  it  seems  the  law  here 
allows,  and-— and  here  I  am  !— Oh  dear ! 

Frank.  Why  did  you  not  apply  to  our  other 
Correspondent,  Mr.  Nicol  J^vie  ? 

Owen.  What,  the  cross-grained  crabstock  in 
the  Salt-market  i  *Twould  have  been  of  no  use. 
You  might  as  wdl  ask  a  broker  to  give  you  up  his 
per^centage,  as  expect  a  favour  from  him  with* 
out  the  per  contra.  O!  Mr.  Frank  !  this  is  all 
yoqr  doing  I  but  I  beg  pardon  for  saying  so  to 
you  in  your  distress. 

Enter  Campbell  haitily,  ahd  Dougal. 

Doug.  O  hone  a  rie !  O  hone  a  rie!-^whatMl 
she  do  now?— it's  my  Lord  Provost;,  and  the 
Bailies,  and  the  Guard  ! — hide  yoursel  behind 
the  bed — ^The  Captain  has  openM  the  wicket ! 

Camp.  Lend  me  your  pistols— yet  it*s  no  mat- 
ter, I  can  do  without  them.  Whatever  you  see, 
take  no  heed— do  not  mix  your  hand  in  another 
man*s  quarrel.  '  ,  [Exit  Dougat. 

~I  must  manage  as  I  can. 

Mattib  enters,  followed  by  Bailie  Nicol  Jarvxb. 

Bailie.  (Looking  hack).   Til  call  when  I  want 

fou,  Stanchells.  Dougal  shall  make  all  fast,  or 
*11  make  him  fast,  the  scoundrel !  A  bonnie  thing, 
and  beseeming,  that  I  should  be  kept  at  the 
door  half  an  hour,  knocking  as  hard  to  get  into 
jail,  as  any  body  else  would  to  get  out  on*t! 
How's  this  ?—*( j'efiftjf  Campbell  and  Frank)—- 
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Strands  in  the  Tolbooth  after  lock-up  hoars ! 
Keep  the  door  Ipck^d,  you  Dougal — PIP  soon 
talk  to  these  Gentlemen  ;  but  I  must  first  have 
a  crack  with  an  old  acquaintance. — ^Ah !  Mr. 
Owen,  how's  all  with  you^  Mr,  Owen  ? 

Owen.  Pretty  well,  in  body^  Mr.  Jarvie^  I 
thank  you,  but  sore  afflicted  in  spirit. 

Bailie.  Ay,  ay,  we  are  all  subject  to  downfals, 
as  my  father,  the  Deacon,  used  to  say—"  Nick,'* 
said  he-- (his  name  was  Nicol,  as  well  as  mine, 
so  the  folks  called  us  Young  Nick,  and  Old 
KRck !)— ••  Young  Nick,"  said  he,  "  never  put 
out  your  arm  farther  than  you  can  draw  it  easilj 
back  again." 

Owen.  You  need  not  have  called  these  things 
to  my  memory  in  such  a  situation,  Mr.  Nicol 
Jarvie. 

Bailie.  What!  do  you  think  I  came  out  at  such 
a  time  o'night,  to  tell  a  falling  man  of  his  back- 
slidin|;6?-*No — that's  not  Bailie  Jarvie's  way^ 
nor  hts  worthy  father's,  the  Peacon,  afore  him; 
1  soon  discovered  what  lodgings  your yHeni^  had 
provided  you,  Mr.  Owen  ;— but  give  us  your  list, 
man,  and  let  us  see  how  things  stand  between  us 
while  I  rest  my  shanks.  Mattie,  hold  the  lantern. 

(Taking  Papers  from  Owen,  and  sitting  at 
the  comer  of  the  Bed — Dougal  at  watch  at 
the  Door— Campbell  moves  towards  it, 
making  a  sign  to  Frank). 

Camp.  Say  nothing  ! — (in  a  low  tone). 

Bailie.  £y!  look  to  the  door  there,  you 
Dougal  creature-*let  me  hear  you  lock  it,  and 
keep  watch  on  the  outside. 

Owen.  There,  Sir,  you'll  find  the  balance  in 
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the  wrong  oblmnii— for  us— bat  you'll  pfeai«  to 
consider — 

Baiiie^There^snotme  to  consider,  Mr.  Owen 
--**tis  pbin  you  owe  me  money ;  but  I  caa*t, 
for  the  soul  of  me,  see  how  youll  clear  it 
off  by  stioring  here  in  the  Tolbooth  !  Now,  Sir, 
if  you  won*t  fly  the  country,  you  diall  be  St 
liberty  in  the  morning. 

Owen.  O,  Sir !   O,  Mr.  Jarvie  I 

Bailie^  I'm  a  careful  roan  as  any  in  the  Salt^ 
market,  and  Fm  a  prudent  man,  as  my  father 
the  Deacon,  good  soul !  was  before  me-^but 
tatherthan  that  double-fiaced  dog,  M'Vittie,  shall 
keep  an  honesty  civil  gentleman  by  the  heels^  I'll 
he  your  bail  myself ! — 111  be  your  bail — 

(Owen  goes  up  to  him  in  raptures,  htUfaiU 
in  his  attempt  to  speak). 

—There,  youVe  said  enough  \  but  in  the  name 
of  misrule,  how  got  ye  companions  ? — Gi*  me  the 
light,  Mattie. 

{He  catches  it  from  her^  and  holding  it  to* 
wards  Campbell,  who  is  seated  calmfy  on 
she  Table,  starts  bach). 

•*^£y!  My  Conscience  I — it's  impossible-— and  y^ 
I'm  clean  bambaized  — why,  you  robber!  you 
Cateran  !  you  cheat-the-gallows  rogue  ! 

Owen.  Bless  me !  it's  my  good  friend,  Mr. 
jCampbell !  a  very  honest  man,  Mr.  Jarv 

Bailie,  Honest ! — My  Consdence !  ~  You  in 
the  Glasgow  Tolbooth  !— Wlvit  4'ye  think's  the 
value  of  your  bead  ?  —  {To  Campbell). 

Camp.  Umph!  (why,  firirly  weighed  ^cmeFrOf 
vost,  four  Bailies,  a  Town  Cleric^  and  sit 
Deacons ! 

Bailie.  Deacons !  Was  there  ever  such  a  born 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Or,  AULD  LANG  SYNE!  25 

devil !'  but,  tdl  over  your  sins,  for  if  I  say  the 
word— — 

Camp.  True,  Bailie ;  but  you  never  will  say 
that  word. 

Bailie.  And  why  not— why  not,  Sir  ? 

Camp.  For  three  sufficient  reasons— First,  for 
Huld  kng  syne— Secondly,  for  the  good  wife,  that 
made  some  rpixture  of  our  bloods — and  last^ 
Bailie  Jarvie,  because  if  I  saw  any  sign  of  your  be- 
traying me,  \\\  plaister  that  wall  with  your  brains, 
'ere  the  hand  of  man  could  rescue  you. 

Bailie.  (Clapping  his  hand  to  his  head)  —My 
Conscience! —Well,  well,  it  would  be  auite  as  un- 
pleasant for  me  to  have  my  head  knocked  about, 
as  it  would  be  discreditable  to  string  up  a  kinsman 
in  a  hempen  cravat!  — but,  if  it  hadn*t  been 
yourself,  rd  have  gripped  the  best  man  in  the 
Highlands. 

Camp.  You*d  have  tried,  Bailie. 

Bailie.  And  who  the  devil's  this?— (To Frank) 
—  another  honest  man  ? 

Owen.  This,  good  Sir,  is  Mr.  Francis  Osbaldi- 
stone. 

Bailie.  O,  Tve  heard  o*  this  spark  !  run  away 
from  his  father,  in  pure  dislike  to  the  labour  an 
honest  man  should  live  by. — Well,  Sir,  what  do 
you  say  to  your  handy-work  ? 

Frank.  My  dislike  of  the  commercial  profes* 
sion,  Mr.  Jarvie,  is  a  feeling  of  which  I  am  the 
best,  and  sole  judge  ! 

Owen.  O  dear  I— (Owen  holds  up  his  hands). 

Camp.  Ifs  manfully  spoken  !  and  I  honour 
the  lad  for  his  Contempt  of  weavers  and  spinners, 
and  all  such  medKinical  persons. 

{Here  Owen  retires  again  to  bed). 
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Bailie.  Weavers  and  spinners  indeed! — Fra 
a  weaver  and  spinner,  and  who  better  ?    Will  all 

Xouf  ancestry  tell  where  Rashleigh  is,  or  all  your 
eep  oaths  and  drawn  dirks  procure  Mr*  Frank 
five  thousand  pounda  to  answer  the  bills  which 
fall  due  in  ten  days  ? 

Frank.  Ten  days  I  is  the  time  so  n^ar }  \  may 
then  ^ave  recourse—— 

(Frank  has  drawn  out  the  Letter,  opened  i/, 
'   and  an  enclosure  Jails  Jrom  the  envelope — 
the  Bailie  catches  it  up). 

Bailie.  My  Conscience  ! — for  Rob  Roy  ! 
Frank.  Rob  Roy  ! 

(Campbell  instantly  snatches  the  Letter,). 

Bailie.  As  Vm  a  Bailie,  there  were  ten  thou-- 
sand  chances  against  its  coming  to  hand. 

Frank,  You  are  too  hasty,  Sir ;  I  was  not,  in 
this  instance,  desirous  oC  your  interference. 

Camp.  Make  yourself  easy  !  Diana  Vernon 
has  more  friends  than  you  know  of. 

Frank.  Is  it  possible  !  is  the  fate  of  a  biding 
,80  amiable,  involved  in  that  of  a  man  of  such 
aesperate  fortunes  and  character  ? 

Camp,  {Having  read  aside)  So,  Rashleigh 
sent  these  papers  to  the  Highlands.  It*s  a  ha-, 
zardous  game  she  has  given  me  to  play,  but  I'll 
riot  baulk  her. —Mr.  Osbaldistone,  you  must 
visit  me  in  the  glens  and,  cousin,  if  you  dare 
venture  to  shew  him  the  way,  and  eat  a  leg  of 
red  deer  venison  with  me,  I'll  pay  the  two  hun- 
dred pounds  I  owe  you  ;  and  you  can  leave 
Mr.  Owen  the  while  to  do  the  best  he  can  in 
Glasgow. 

Bailie.  Say  no  more^  Robin — say  no  more ! 
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— but  you  must  guarantee  nie  saffe  home  again 
to  the  Salt-market. 

Camp.  There's  my  thumb — I'll  ne*er  beguile 
.you — but  I  roust  be  going— the  air  of  Gla^ow 
Tolbooth  is  not  over  wholesome  for  a  High- 
lander's constitution. 

Bailie.  O  !  that  I  should  be  aiding  and 
abetting  an  escape  from  justice  !  it  will  be  a  disU 
grace  to  me,  and  mine,  and  the  memory  of  my 
father,  for  ever  !  , 

Camp.  Hout  hoiit,  man  !  when  the  dirt's  dry 
it' will  .rub  out.-  Your  father  could  look  9ver 
a  /riehd's  faults,  and  why  not  your  father's  son  ?^ 

Bailie.  So  he  could,  Robin— he  wa^  a  goo^ 
map,  the  Deacon— you  remember  him,  Rob  ? 

Camp.  Troth,  do  I!  he  was  a  weaver,  and 
wrought  my  first  pair  of  hose. 

Bailie.  Take  care  his  son  doesn't  weave  your 
last  cravat  I— -YouVe  a  long  craig  for  a  gibbet,^ 
Rob  ! — But,  Where*s  that  Dougal  creature  ? 

Camp.  If  he  is  the  lad  I  think  him,  he  has  not 
waited  your  thanks  for  his  share  of  this  night's 
work. 

Bailie.  What,  eone  !  left  me  and  Mattie 
locked,  up  in  jail  for  all  night! — I'll  han^  the 
Highland  devil  as  high  as  Haman  ! 

Camp.  When  yob  catch*  him. — But  see-* 

(Frittk  cind  Mattie  have  hastened  to  tfie  doori 
•    dndjind  it  open). 

—He  knew  an  open  door  might  serve  me  at  a. 
pinch. 

-  Bailie.  Stanchells,  let  this  stranger  out— he— . 
he's  a  friend  o*  ihihe  ! 

,  Camp.  Fare  y^  well !    be  ektty  with  me  at 
AberibiU  ./ 
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'^  Now,  open  your  gate,  and  let  me  go  ffce, 
^^  1  daic  na^  staj  longer  in  bonnj  Dundee. ** 

[£:r/^  Rob. 

Bailie.  So  that  Dougal  creature  was  an  agent 
of  Rob's.  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  he  has  one  in 
every  jail  in  Scotland— Well,  I  have  done  things 
this  night,  that  my  father,  the  Deacon,  rest  be 
with  him  !  would  not  ha'  believed  !— but  there's 
balm  in  Gilead — Mr.  Owen,  I  hope  to  see  you 
•t  breakfast— £y  !  why  the  man's  fast ! — 

(Owen  snores). 

Frank.  And  the  sooner  we  depart,  and  follow 
his  example.  Sir,  the  better-— it  must  be  near 
midnight* 

BaUie.  Midnight !  Well,  Mattie  shall  light 
you  home,  but  no  tricks— none  of  your  Loncton 
— no,  now  I  think  again,  I'll  see  you  home 
myself. 

{St.Mungo*s  Clod  strikes  twelve) . 


FINALE. 

Fbamk,  Bailie  Jabvib,  Owbn,  Stanchblls^ 
and  Mattib. 

Ilrank.     Hark!  hark!  now  from  St.  Mango*s tower 
The  bell  proclaims  the  midnight  hour, 

Bomel 
MaUie.     And  thro'  the  city  far  and  near, 
From  spire  and  turret  now  I  bear, 

Borne  t 
BotjL       Ere  vet  the  first  vibraf  im  dies. 
Each  icon  tongue  of  time  replies, 


Omuu  Augh  I 


Borne! 
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Bailie,        Hark!  hark!  from  MifterOwea's 
A  cadence^deep  1  a  dying  closc^ 


Owen. 

Frmk, 
Mat 


Augh! 
Ere  yet,  &c. 

yet  the  first  yibration  dies, 
nasal  organ  quick  replies, 


» 


Borne  I 


Borne! 


OwM.  Ausrh ! 

Bless  me !  every  way  I'm  undone, 
1  did  not  dream  of  being  here ; 
But  snug  in  sweet  Crane- Alley,  LoDdon, 
And  Stocks  were  up,  and  I«— O  dear  \ 


ALL, 


Franks 
Bailie  4r 
Maiiie. 
Owen  if 
Stanch. 


tND  OF  ACT  I. 
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ACT    n. 


SCENE  I. 

Tlie  Cotlege^yard,   or  JValking   Grwnds  at 
Glasgow. 

Enter  Ra^rlbioh  Osbaldiston^,  M*Vittie, 
and  J0B8ON  rather  behind  him^  as  watting  hi^ 
instructions— he  walks  rapidly^  turns  and 
pauses. 

Rash.  Cralbraith  anrf  SCual^t  are  hi  t^e  neigh- 
boarhoodofAberfoil.  Good!— WherfdkfCapSfti 
Thornton  mutch  ? 

Job.  Yesterday  morning,  Sii^. 

Ras/i.  Urhph  f  you  are  c^i'tain  that  order  for 
the  arrest  of  those  two  persons  I  described^  was 
given  to  him } 

Job.  I  delivered  it  myself  into  his  own  hands^ 
Sir. 

Rash.  Mr.  M*ViilTe ! 

M*nt.  {Advancing).  Mr.  Rashleigh  ! 

Rash.  You  committed  Mr.  Owen  to  prison^ 
you  say — is  he  there  now  ? 

M'Vit.  He  is ! 

RasL  If  my  cousin,  Mr.  Francis  Osbaldi- 
stone,  follows  him  to  Glasgow,  instantlv  enforce 
the  warrant,  of  which  Jobson  has  a  duplicate. 

M'Fit^  It  shall  be  done,  you  may  depend  on 
it,  Sir. 

Rash.  Tis  of  importance  to  keep  him  out  of 
the  way — that  man  is  a  basilisk  in  my  sight,  and 
has  been  an  insurmountable  barrier  to  my  dearest 
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hopes !  Now,  Sir,  a  parting  word— if  you  breathe 
a  syllable  to  any  human  being  of  the  business 
which  the  Government  has  entrusted  to  my  di- 
rection, before  the  blow  is  struck  which  must 
counteract  the  intended  rising  in  the  Highlands, 
you  share  the  destiny  of  the  rankest  rebel  amiong 
them.— (M*Vittie  bom)'Tr'As  to  the  papers  which 
I  forwarded  to  M»6rfgor,  V®  ^^ng  tbey  shail 
be  again  in  my  possession,  and  himself  in  yoJ^r 
custody  1— Jobson,  what  hour  is  it  B 

{^Exii  M^Vittt«. 

J^h.  Not  yet  five.  Sir. 

^k.  ThM's  well ;  we  have  no  time  befooe 
QS.     Mal(je  yourself  ne^dy,  and  be  well  armied. 

Job.  Armed  I  —There's  no  retreating ;  but  iCl 
had  knQwn  I  was  to  have  used  wy  weapon  but 
t(he.  ^vfOfd  of  justice,  Fd  oever  have  giveu  her 
scales  into  bis  hands.— .(^ar^). 

J^ofih.  Leaye  me  I 

[Exit  Jobson. 
-—McGregor  is  by  this  time  in  the  Highlands. 
H^  9till  believes,  me  faithful  to  the  cause  I  have 
bithqrtp  sq  ardently  encouraged,  and  assisted; 
and  these  papers  (which  I  now  regret  having 
Qomn^itted  to  his  care)  will  at  least,  serve  to 
aid  the  delusion.  Cursed  infatuation !  yet  I  re*- 
pine  not,  ft>r  I  have  the.  power  to  check  the 
gaze  of  cunning,  probe  all  hearts,  and  watch 
the  varying  cheek ;  linked  with  success,  it  moulds 
each  other's  weakness  to  my  will— such  it  hath 
be^n,  and  such  it  shall  be  now! — Rejected  by 
her  I  loved,  scorned  by  him  I  would  have  served, 
—they  shall  at  least  hnd  the  false  friend  and  the 
ren^ade  knows  how  to  resent  such,  insults.-^ 
Ah! 
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Enter  Frank  Osbaloistokb. 

(Rashleigh   itarts^    but  instantly    recovers 
himself)  m 

Frank.  You  are  well  met,  Sir. 

Rash.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.-^fjfside)  He*s 
earlier  than  I  expected;  but,M*Vittie  is  pre- 
pared. 

Frank.  I  was  about  to  take  a  long  and  doubt- 
ful journey  in  quest  of  you. 

Rash.  You  know  little  of  him  you  sought  then. 
I'm  easily  found  by  my  friends,  still  more  easily 
by  my  foes— in  which  am  I  to  class  Mr.  Francis 
Osbaldistone  ? 

Frank.  In  that  of  your  foes,  Sir,  your  mortal 
foes,  unless  you  instantly  do  justice  to  my  fa- 
ther, by  accounting  for  his  property. 

Rash.  And  to  whom  am  I,  a  member  of  your 
father*8  commercial  establishment,  to  be  com- 
pelled to  give  an  account  of  my  proceedings  ? 
Surely,  not  to  a  young  gentleman,  whose  exqui- 
site taste  for  literature  would  render  such  dis- 
cussions disgusting  and  unintelligible. 
'  Frank,  lour  sneer.  Sir,  is  no  answer;  you 
shall  accompany  me  to  a  Magistrate. 

Rash.  Be  it  so;— -yet, — no— werelinclined  to 
do  as  you  would  have  me,  you  should  soon  feel 
which  of  us  had  most  reason  to  dread  the  presence 
of  a  Magistrate;  but  I  have  no  wish  to  accelerate 
your  fate.  Go,  young  man,  amuse  yourself  in 
your  world  of  poetical  imaginations,  and  leave  the 
business  of  life  to  those  wfaounder^nd,  and  can 
conduct  it. 

Frank.  This  tone  of  calm  insolence  shall  not 
avail  you!  the  name  we  both  bear^  never  yet 
submitted  to  insult. 
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Rash.  Right !  right !  you  remind  me,  that  it 
was  dishonour*d  in  my  person ;  and  you  remind 
me  also  by  whom  !«-Think  you  I  have  forgot- 
ten that  blow --never  to  be  washed  out,  but  by 
blood  !  For  the  various  times  you  have  crossed  my 
path,  and  always  to  my  prejudice ;— for  the  per- 
severing folly  with  which  you  seek  to  traverse 
schemes,  the  importance  of  which  you  neither 
know,  nor  are  capable  of  estimating,~-you  owe 
me  a  long  account !  and  fear  not,  there  shall 
come  an  early  day  of  reckoning. 

Fi^ank.  Why  not  the  present?  Do  your  schemes 
or  your  safety  require  delay  ? 

Rash.  You  may  trample  on  the  harmless  worm^ 
but,  pause,  'ere  you  rouse  the  slumbering  venom 
of  the  folded  snake, 

I^ank.  I  will  not  be  trifled  with. 
^  Rash.  I  had. other  views  respecting  you  ;  but, 
enough — Receive  now  the  chastisement  of  your 
boyish  insolence ! 

.  (Tliey  draw^  and  at  the  moment  their  swords 
cross,  McGregor  rushes  forward,  and  beats 
dotvnjheir  Guard). 

Camp.  Hold  t  stand  off! 

Rash.  McGregor! 

Camp.  By  the  hand  of  my  father,  thefir^t 
man  that  strikes.  Til  cleave  him  to  the  brisket, — 
(To  Frank^  Think  you  to  establish  your  fether's 
credit  by  cutting  your  kinsman's  throat  ?  Or  do 
you  {to  Rash.)  imagine >  men  will  trust  their 
lives  and  fortunes,  and  a  great  political  interest, 
with  one  that  brawls  about  like  a  drunken  Gillie  ? 
Nay,  never  look  grim,  or  gash  at  me,  man  !— if 
you're  angry,  turn  the  buckle  of  your  belt  be^ 
hind  you  ! 

Rash.  You  presume  on  my  present  situation^ 
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or  you  ivould  tunrdly  dare  interfere  where  my  ho- 
nour is  oonoemed. 

Camp.  Presume  f^ktiA  what  for  shoald  it  be 

C^guming?  Ye  may  be  the  richer  mao^  Mr.  Os- 
Idistone,  as  is  most  likely,  and  ye  may  be  the 
more  learned  man,  which  I  dispate  not;— but 
you  are  neither  a  better  or  a  braver  man  than 
myself— and  it  will  be  news  to  me^  indeed,  when 
I  hear  you  are  half  as  good! — And  dare  too? 
dare!— Hoot;  tout!-^much  daring  there  is 
about  it. 

RasK  (Aside)  What  devil  brought  him  here, 
to  mar  a  plan  so  well  devised  ?  I  roust  lure  him 
to  the  toils. 

Camp.  What  say  you  ? 

Rash.  My  kinsman  will  acknowledge  he  forced 
this  on  me.  Tm  glad  we  were  interrupted  before 
I  chastised  his  insolence  too  8everely*--the  quar- 
rel was  none  of  my  seeking. 

Camp.  Well  then,  walk  with  me— I  have  news 
for  you. 

Frank.  Pardon  me,  I  will  not  lose  sight  of 
him,  till  he  has  done  justice  to  my  father. 

Camp.  Would  you  bring  two  on  your  head  in- 
stead of  one  ? 

Frank.  Twenty  !  rather  than  again  neglect  my 
duty. 

Rash.  You  hear  him,  McGregor  !~Is  it  my 
fault,  that  he  rushes  on  his  fate  ? — The  warrants 
are  out ! 

Camp.  Warrants !  curses  on  all  such  instru-^ 
ments !  the  plague  of  poor  old  Scotland  for  this 
hundred  year— but,  come  on't  what  will.  Til 
never  consent  to  his  being  hurt,  that  stands  up 
for  the  father  that  begot  him ! 

Rash.  Indeed  I 

Camp.  My  conscience  will  not  let  me. 
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Bask.  Tour  conscience !  M*6r^or ! 

Camp.  Yes,  my  conscience.  Sir;  I  have  8nd|;i  a 
thing  about  me — that,  at  least,  is  one  advantajge 
yoa  cannot  boast  of.  \ 

Rash.  You  forget  how  long  you  and  I  have 
known  each  other. 

Camp,  ff  you  know  what  I  am,  you  know 
what  usage  made  me  what  I  am  ;  and  however 
you  may  think,  I  would  not  change  with  the 
proudest  of  the  oppressors  that  have  driven  me 
to  take  the  heather-bush  for  a  shelter.  What 
you  are,  and  what  excuse  you  have  for  being 
what  you  are,  lies  between  your  heart  and  the 
long  day. 

Mash.  (Aside)  Can  McGregor  suspect? — has 
M*Vittie  betrayed  ? 

Camp.  Leave  him,  I  say  I  you  are  more  in 
danger  from  a  Magistrate  than  he  is — And  were 
your  cause  as  straight  as  an  arrow,  he*d  find  a 
way  to  warp  it ! 

(Frank  has  persisted  in  not  leaving  Rashleigh  j 
and  is  withheld  by  Campbell). 

—Take  your  way,  Rashleigh!--make  one  pair 
of  legs  worth  two  pair  of  hands— You  have  done 
that  before  now. 

Rash.  Cousin,  you  may  thank  this  Gentleman, 
if  I  leave  any  part  of  my  debt  to  you  unpaid ;  and 
I  quit  you  now,  but  in  the  hope  that  we  shall  sooa 
meet  again,  without  the  possibility  of  interrup- 
tion.  lExit. 

Camp.  {As  Frank  struggles  to  follow)  As  I 
live  by  bread,  you  are  as  mad  aft  he !  Would 
you  follow  the  wolf  to  his  den  ?  {Pushes  Frank 
back).  Come,  come,  be  cool  i  *tis  me  you  must 
look  to  for  that  you  seek  !  Keep  aloof  from 
Rashleigh,  and  that  pettifogging  Justice-Clerk, 
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Jobson  !  above  all,  from  M*Vittie! — Make  the 
best  of  your  way  to  Aberfoil— and,  by  the  word 
of  ^  McGregor,  I  will  not  see  you  wronged  !  — 
Remember  !  the  Clachan  of  Aberfoil ! 

(Campbell  shakes  the  hand  of  Frank  with 
great  cordiality ^  and  tliey  separate). 

SCENE  11. 

The  Library  at  Osbaldistone^Hall. 
(A  knocking  heard  without). 

Sir  Frederick  Vernon  enters  with  haste  and 
agitation. 

Sir  Fred.  I  was  not  mistaken-r-it  is  at  the  pri- 
vate door ! 

(Knocking  repeated). 
—Martha  !  Martha  !  I  dread  the  purport  of  this 
unexpected    visit— yet,    what    should    I    fear? 
Martha ! 

Martha  enters. 

Martha.  I  come  !  I  come  I  bless  me,  I'm  all 
in  a  tremble  I 

Sir  Fred.  Is  Diana  in  the  next  apartment  ? 

Martha.  Yes,  truly,  and  full  of  wonder  and 
apprehension. 

Sir  Fred.  Haste,  and  observe  the  appearance 
of  this  person  — Question,  but  do  not  admit  him 
'till  I  know  his  erri^nd*  [Exit  Martha. 

— Can  it  be  Campbell  ?— Rashleigh  i — No !  per- 
haps a  courier  from  the  Earl  of  Mar — My  hopes, 
my  existence  hangs  upon  a  thread  !  either  Scot- 
land has  her  right  restored,  or  I  have  nothing 
BQore  to  do  with  life !— Well  ? 
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Rc'-enter  Martha,  with  a  Letter. 

Martha.  A  Gentleman  —  a  Cavalier — ^a— I 
know  not  what  to  call  him— this,  he  said,  would 
speak  for  him— (Giving  a  Letter ^  which  Sir  Fre- 
derick o/)e/w,  and  reads  with  agitaticnj— And 
well  it  can,  for  he  had  scarcely  breath  to  say, 
*•  Deliver  that !"  when  he  put  spurs  to  his  pant- 
ing steed,  and  dashed  from  the  wicket,  as  if  he 
had  seen  a  worlock  or  a  witch,  instead  of  a  decent 
looking  lassie. 

Sir  Fred.  Betrayed !  ruined !  lost !  —Desire 
my  daughter  to  attend  me.  [^Exit  Martha. 

— O,  villain  1  villain  !  I  had  suspicions,  but  little 
did  I  expect  so  sudden,  so  fatal  a  con6rmation  ! 
This  ill*advised  confidence  in  Rashleigh  has  ruin* 
ed  all.  To  yield,  or  to  be  taken  now,  were  but 
to  lay  our  heads  upon  the  block.  But  'tis  yet  too 
strong  a  cause,  to  be  abandoned  for  the  breath 
of  a  traitor*s  tale  !  Promptness  and  decision  often 
restore  to  health  and  vigour,  that  which  despair 
would  leave  hopelessly  to  perish— I  must  hasten 
instantly  to  the  Highlands — If  our  friends  there 
are  as  weak  as  some  are  false,  but  one  course 
remains — ^an  immediate  escape  to  France. 

Enter  Diana. 

Diana.  Dear  Sir,  what  means  this  unusual 
summons  ? 

Sir  Fred.  Diana,  our  perils  are  now  at  the  ut- 
most— you  must  accompany,  and  share  them 
with  me. 

Diana.  Willingly! 

Sir  Fred.  Contemplate  the  dangers  which  sur» 
found  us,  with  firmness  and  resolution  1  rely  on 
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the  justice  of  Heaven,  and  the  unshaken  con- 
stancy of  your  own  mind. 

Diana.  I  have  been  taught  endurance^  and 
will  not  shrink  from  it.  What  I  have  borne  for 
your  sake,  I  can  bear  again!— But  the  cause?— 
Some  political  secret  ? 

Sir  Frgd.  Yes— which  your  late  rejection  of 
Rashleigh  for  a  husband,  has  induct  him  to 
betray— contrary  to  the  oath  by  which  he  bound 
himself. 

Sir  Fred.  But  prepare  instantly  for  your  de» 
parture. 

Diana.  Whither  to  go  ? 

Sir  Fred.  First  to  tlie  Highlands  — I  must  en- 
deavour to  see  McGregor — ^You  shall  know  more 
when  I  have  made  my  own  arrangements. — I  will 
relieve  the  distresses  of  your  cousin,  Francis,  if 
possible;  but  the  solemn  contract  that  has  bound 
me  to  Rashleigh,  leaves  the  convent  your  whole 
and  sole  resource,  unless,  indeed,  you  renounce 
the  creed  in  which  you  have  been  educated. 

Diana.  Forsake  the  faith  of  my  gallant  Fa- 
thers !  I  would  as  soon,  were  I  a  man,  forsake 
their  banners  when  the  tide  of  war  pressed  hard- 
est, and  turn,  like  a  hireling  recreant,  to  join  its 
enemies! 

{Sir  Frederick  clasps  her  with  transport  to 
his  bo6om,  and  exit). 

—Yes,  when  the  gathering  cry  is  heard  upon  the 
hills,  there*s  not  a  lassie  but  will  share  her  hero's 
danger,  and  thus  sing  the  praise  of  her  gallant 
Highlandman. 
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SONG— Diana. 

(Words  by  BuiiNs). 

A  Highland  lad  my  love  was  born. 
The  Lowland  Laws  he  held  In  scorn. 
But  he  still  was  faithful  to  his  Clan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman* 

Sing  hey  my  braw  John  Hiehlandmani 
Sing  bo  my  braw  John  Highlandman, 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a*  the  Clan, 
Can  match  wi'  my  braw  Highlandman.  ' 

With  his  bonnet  blue,  and  tartan  plaid, 
And  good  claymore  down  by  his  side ,  . 
The  Ladies'  heart  he  did  trepan, 
My  gallant  braw  John  Highlandman* 
Sing  hey,  &c* 

SCENE  in. 

Interior  of  Jkan  M'Alpinb*^  Hut,  in  the  Ftl- 
tage  of  AberfoiL — Turf-^fire^  with  branches  of 
dry  wood^A  Door^  composed  of  basket-work^ 
in  lieu  of  plank — Two  square  holes,  by  way  of 
Windows;  one  stuffed  with  a  Plaid,  the  other 
with  a  tattered  Crreat^coat. 

At  an  Oak'table,  near  thefire,  sits  Major  Gal- 
BRAiTH  of  the  Lennox  Troopers — M*Stuart, 
of  the  Highland  Infantry,  wearing  the  Trews, 
which  distinguishes  Mm  from  Allan,  another 
Highlander.  In  one  comer  lies  a  Highlander 
asleep,  his  Sword  and  Target  near  him.    . 

M' Stuart.  Enough!  enough!  Galbraith  — I'll 
drink  my  quart  of  Usquebaugh,  or  brand^,^  with 
any  man  ;  but  we  have  work  in  hand,  juat  now, 
and  had  better  look  to  it. 

Galb.  Hout,  man  !  meat  and  mess  never  yet 
hindered  work  I  had  it  been  my  directing  instead 
of  this  Rish— Rash — what*s  the  Saxon's  name  ?— r 
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*  M Stuart.  Have  a  care,  Galbriith !  {Pointing  to 
the  Sleepm).  Don*t  let  the  brandy  be  too  bold  for 
your  brain. 

Galb.  I  say,  the  Garrison^  and  our  Troopers, 
ivith  Captain  Thornton*8  party,  could  have 
taken  Rob  Roy  without  bringing  you  from  the 
Glens  to  Abertbil  here, — ^There*s  the  hand  that 
should  lay  him  on  the  green,  and  never  ask  a 
Highlander  for  help. 

jillan.  Come,  come,  'tis  time  we  were  going. 

Galb.  Going !  why  His  here  Thornton  was 
appointed  to  meet  us ;  besides,  mind  the  old 
saw—"  It's  a  bauld  moon,  quoth  Bennygask— 
another  pint,  quoth  Leslie.** — We*ll  not  start 
•till  weVe  finished  it. 

SONG*— Galbraith. 

A  famous  man  is  Robin  Hood, 
The  English  ballad  singers'  joy  ; 

Bat  Scotland  has  a  thief  as  good- 
She  has  her  bold  Rob  Roy. 

A  dauntless  heart  McGregor  shews. 
And  wondrous  length  and  strength  of  arm  ; 

He  long  has  queird  his  Highland  foes, 
And  kept  his  friends  from  harm. 
Chorus.    A  famous  man,  &c. 

His  daring  mood  protects  him  still, 

For  this— the  robber's  simple  plan, 
That  they  should  take — who  hare  the  will, 

And  they  should  keep— who  can. 
And  while  Rob  Roy  is  free  to  rove* 

In  summer's  heat  and  winter's  snow  : 
The  eagle  be  is  lord  above. 

And  Rob  is  lord  below. 

Chorus.    A  famous  man,  &c.' 

*  The  words  of  this  Sons  are  varied,  for  the  purpose  of  being  set 
to  Music,  from  the  first  lines  of  a  Poem  by  Mr.  W^onJswordi, 
called  «« Rob  Roy's  GraTe." 
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(Jean  M^ Alpine  is  heard  in  hud  eHrpostula^ 
ticn  with  Frank  Osbaldistone  and  the 
Baitie. — The  party  look  round  angrih/j  and 
then  at  each  other  with  surprize-^The 
Sleeper  raises  his  head^  emd  (Bseovers  the 
features  of  Dougal. — He  semres  his  Sword 
and  Target^  and  resumes  his  position  as 
the  new  comers  ente?-). 

Jean.  Indeed,  Gentlemen^  my  house  is  taken 
up  wi'  them  that  will  not  like  to  be  intruded  on» 

Frank.  But,  my  good  woman^  we  are  dying 
with  hunger. 

Bailie.  Starving !  six  hours  since  I  have 
tasted  a  morsel,  except  the  rough,  tough  legs  of 
an  old  moorcock. 

Jean.  You'd  better  go  further  than  fare  worse. 

Bailie.  I've  other  eggs  upon  the  spit — Fll  not 
stir,  woman. 

Jean.  Well,  well ;  a  wiHul  man  must  have 
his  way — But  I  wash  my  hands  on't« 

Frank.  I  must  make  the  best  apology  I  can 
to  your  guests,  but  as  they  are  so  fe.w^  I  hope 
little  will  be  required  for  adding  two  more  to 
their  company.  [^Exit  Jean  M^AIpine. 

(The  Bailie  has  turned  up  a  meaUtub,  and 
seated  himself  very  composedly  near  the 
fire). 

Galb.  You  make  yourself  at  home,  Sir  ! 

(B^iVie  starts  t^)m 

Frank.  We  usually  do.  Sir,  {Advancing)  when 
we  enter  a  house  of  public  entertainment. 

Bailie.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  <lon't  be  angry— we 
are  only  bits  of  Glasgow  bodies,  travelling  to  get 
in  some  siller. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


4S  ROB  ROY  MACGREGOR; 

AfiSiuart.  Did  voa  not  see  by  the  white  wand 
at  the  door»  that  the  public-house  was  occupied  ? 

Frank*  The  white  wand  ! — I  do  not  pretend 
to  uiiderstand  the  customs  of  this  country  I  but 
I  am  yet  to  learn,  how  three  persons  should  be 
entitled  to  exclude  all  other  travellers  ^m  the 
Dlace  of  shelter  and  refreshment  for  miles 


rounc 

Bailie*  There  is  no  reason  for  it,  Gentlemen — 
we  mean  no  offence,  and  if  a  stoup  of  brandy 
will  make  up  the  quarrel— « 

Galb.  Damn  your  brandy  ! 

Bailie.  That's  civil  1  you  seem  to  have  had 
too  much  already,  to  judge  by  your  manners. 

M*  Stuart.  We  desire  neither  your  brandy  nor 
your  comjpany  • 

Galb.  If  ye  be  pretty  men,  draw  ! 

(Unsheaths  his  Sword). 

(Allan  and  Frank  do  the  same). 

Bailie.  I  am  ndther  a  pretty  man,  nor  have  I 
any  thing  to  draw  ;  but,  by  the  soul  of  my  fa- 
ther, the  Deacon^  Fll  not  take  a  blow  without 
giving  a  thrust !  —  (Runs  to  the  Jire^  and  seizes  a 
red* fu^t poker ).-^So^  he  that  likes  it,  has  it! 

[jis  they  make  a  tilt  at  each  other,  Dougal 
starts  up,  and  darts  between  the  Bailie  and 
M'Stuart). 

Doug.  Her  own  self  has  eaten  the  Town- 
bread  o*  Gla^ow,  and  she'll  fight  for  Bailie  Jar* 
vie  at  AberfoiT— troth,  will  she !  . 

jfllan.  Hold  !  hold !— the  quarrePs  not  mortal 
-—and  the  Gentlemen  have  given  reasonable  sa- 
tisfaction. . 

Bailie.  I'm  glad  to  hear  it ! 
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Galb,  Well^  well,  as  the  Gentlemen  have  shewn 
themselves  men  of  honour — 

APStuarL  But  saw  ever  any  body  a  decent 
Gentleman  fight  wi*  a  firebrand  before  ? — Figh ! 
my  bonnie  plaiddie  smells  like  a  singed  sheep's 
head! 

Bailie.  Let  that  be  no  hindVance  to  good  fel- 
lowship ;  there's  always  a  plaister  for  a  broken 
head— If  Fve  burnt  your  plaiddie,  I  can  diend  it 
with  a  new  one— Tm  a  weaver. 

M^Stuart.  But  the  next  time  you  fight,  let  it 
be  with  your  sword,  and  not  like  a  wild  Indian. 

Bailie*  My  Conscience  !— every  man  must  do 
as  he  can—- 1  was  obliged  to  grip  at  the  first  thine 
that  offered,  and  as  Fm  a  Bailie,  I  wouldn't  wish 
a  better. 

GalL  Come,  fill  a  brimmer !  let's  drink,  and 
agree  like  honest  fellows  ! 

(Frank  and  Galbraith  have  paused  at  the 
interference  of  Dougal,  who    leaves  the 
Hut  during  the  parley^  unnoticed^  Gal* 
braith  then  turns  to  the  Table^  after  sheath* 
ing  his  Sword— Fnnk  does  the  same,  and 
tfie  Bailie  replaces  the  Poker). 
Bailie.  W^jl,  now  I  find  there's  no  hole  in  my 
wame,  I  shan't  be  the  worse  for  putting  some- 
thing into  it. — {Seats  himself). 

(Andrew  with  a  Letter  in  his  hand,  appears 

at  the  door,  terrified  for  fear  of  intrude 

ing. — Frank  beckons  him  forward). 

jfnd.  I'm  an  honest  lad,  Sir— I  would  not  part 

with  your  Honour  lightly— but,  the— the— the— 

read  that ! 

FranL  'Tis  from  Campbell !— (flcaifc).— 
'*  There  are  hawks  abroad,  and  I  cannot  meet 
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yon  'at  Aberfoii,  m  intended.  The  bearer  is 
faithful,  and  may  be  trusted— he  will  guide  yoa 
to  a  place  where  we  shall  be  safe,  and  free  to  look 
after  certain  affairs,  in  which  I  hope  to  be  your 
guidance. 

*^  Robert  Macgregor  Campbell.** 
—Hawks  1  he  means  the  Grovernment  forces. — 
From  whom  did  you  reoeive  this  ? 

And.  From  a  Highland  devil  wi*  red  hair^— 
that— that— 

(Andrew   perceives   Dougafi   head  at   the 
Window). 

Frank.  Have  the  horses  saddled,  and  be  ready 
at  a  minute^a  notice. 

(Dougal,  satined  that  the  Letter  has  been 
read,  disappears). 

And.  De'il  be  in  my  feet  if  I  stir  a  toe's  length 
fbrther— to  gang  into  Rob  Roy*s  country,  is  a 
mere  tempting  o*  Providence. 

Frank.  Wait  without !  one  way  or  other  I  will 
determine  speedily.  \^Exit  Andrew. 

Bailie.   Let  Glasgow  flourish  ! — I'll  hear  no  ^ 
language  offensive  to  the  Duke  of  Argj'le,  and  * 
the  name  of  Campbell — remember  the  poker — 
my  Conscience  !— I  say,  he's  a  credit  to   the 
country,  and  a  friend  to  our  town  and  trade ! 

{Thetf  all  rise). 

Galb.  Ah  !  there'll  be  a  new  world  soon.— 
We  shall  have  no  Campbells  cocking  their  bonnets 
60  high,  and  protecting  thieves  and  murderers,  to 
harry  and  spoil  better  men,  and  more  loyal  clans ! 

Bailie.  More  loyal  clans,  I  grant  you— but  no 
better  men. 

Galb.  No  t— (Zroying'  his  hand  on  his  Smord). 
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Frank.  Pray^  Gentlemen,  do  not  renew  your 
quarrel — in  a  few  moments  we  must  part  com- 
pany. 

M'StuarU  That's  true ;  why  should  we  make 
hot  blood  ?  but  we  are  plagued  and  harried  here. 
Sir,  with  meetings,  to  put  down  Rob  Roy  \  I 
have  chased  the  M'Gregor,  Sir,  like  a  red  deer- 
had  him  at  bay~-and  stjll  the  Duke  of  Argyle 
gives  him  shelter «-  it*s  enough  to  make  one  mad  I 
— but  VA  give  something  to  be  as  near  him  as  I 
have  been. 

Bailie.  YouMl  forgive  me  for  8,peaking  my 
mind— but  it*s  my  thought,  you*d  ha*  given  the 
best  button  in  your  bonnet  to  have  been  as  far 
away  from  Rob  Roy,  as  you  are  now ! — My 
Conscience  !  my  hot  poker  would  have  been  no- 
thing to  his  claymore.' 

M^StuarU  A  word  more  o*  the  poker,  and  by 
my  soul,  ril  make  you  eat  your  words,  and  a 
handful  o*  cold  steel  -— 

Frank.  Come,  come.  Gentlemen,  let  us  be  all 
friends  here;  and  drink  to  all  friends  far  away* 


SONG— Fbank. 
{Words  hy  Burns). 

Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot, 
And  never  brought  to  mind  ? 

Should  auld  acqoaintance  be  forgot, 
And  days  o*  lang  syne  ? 

For  avid  lang  syne,  my  friends, 

For  auld  lang  sync. 
We'll  tak'  a  cup  o'  kindness  yet. 

For  auld  lang  syne. 

Ckorus.    For  auld  lane  syne,  Set. 
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An*  here's  a  hand,  my  trustj  Friend, 

An'  gie't  a  hand  o'  thine. 
An'  well  toom  the  stowp  to  friendsbip't  growth. 

An'  days  o'  lang  syne. 

Chorus.    For  anld  lang  syne,  &c. 

An'  surely  you'll  be  your  pint  stowp, 

An'  surely  I'll  be  mine ; 
An'  we'll  tak  a  right  gude  willy-wacbt, 

For  auld  lang  syne. 

Chorus.    For  auld  lang  syne,  &c. 

(A  Drum  heard  without). 

Jban  MfALPiNB  enters  in  alarm. 
Jean.  The  red  coats !  the  red  coats  ! 

Enter  Captain  Thornton. 

Capt  T.  Tou,  Sir,  I  suppose,  are  Major  Gal- 
braitn,  of  the  squadron  of  Lennox  Militia  ?  and 
these  are  the  two  Highland  Gentlemen  whom  I 
was  appointed  to  meet  in  this  place  ? 

Galb.  .You  are  right,  Sir  ;  Captain  Thornton, 
I  believe —Will  you  take  some  refreshment  ? 

Capt.  T.    I  thank  you,  none ;    I  am  late,  and 
desirous  to  make  up  time, — I  have  orders  to 
search  for,  and  arrest  two  persons  guilty  of  trea- 
sonable practices.— Do  these  Gentlemen  belong  * 
to  your  party  ? 

*  Bailie.  No,  Sir-- travellers.  Sir;   lawful  tra* 
veilers  by  sea  and  land. 

Capt.  T.  My  instructions  are,  to  place  under 
arrest,  an  elderly,  and  a  young  person  ~yoa 
answer  the  description. 

Bailie.  Mel  take  care  what  you  say.  Sir;  take 
care  what  you  say ! — It  shall  not  be  your  red 
coat,  nor  your  laced  hat,  that  shall  protect  you, 
if  you  put  any  afiront  on  me  ! — 111  convene  you 
in  an  action  of  scandal  and  false  imprisonment— 
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Tm  a  free  Burgess^  and  a  Magistrate  ^^-Niool 
Jarvie  is  my  name,  so  was  my  father's  afore  me. 
**rm  a  Bailie,  be  praised  for  the  honour,  and  my 
father  was  a  Deacon. 

Galb.  True  enough ;  his  father  was  a  prick* 
ear'd  cur,  and  fought  against  the  King  at  Both-^ 
well  Brigg. 

Bailie.  My  fiither  paid  what  he  ought,  and 
what  he  boi^ht,  Major  Galbraith — since  I  know 
youy  Major  Galbraith— and  was  an  honester  man 
than  ever  stood  upon  your  clumsy  shanks- 
Major  Galbraith. 

Capt.  T.  I  have  no  time  to  attend  to  all  this. 
And  you.  Sir,  what  may  be  your  name  ? 

F^ank.  Francis  Osbaldistone. 

Capt.  T.  What !  a  son  of  Sir  Hildebrand  } 

Bailie.  No,  Sir ;  son  to  a  better  man— the 
great  William  Osbaldistone^  Crane-Alley^  Lon- 
don, as  Mr.  Owen  has  it. 

Capt.  T.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  your  name  only  in- 
creases the  suspicions  against  you,  and  lays  me 
under  the  necessity  of  demanding  your  papers. 

Frank.  I  have  none  to  surrender. 

Capt.  T.  What  is  that  now  in  your  breast  ? 

Frank.  O  !  to  this  you  are  welcome— (Git/ing: 
it) ;— yet  it  may  endanger— I  have  done  wrong 
^^(Aside)f. 

Capt.  T.  Tis  confirmed  !  here  I  find  you  in 
written  communication  with  the  outlawed  robber, 
M'Gregor. 

Galb.  Spies  of  Rob  ! 

M^Stuart.  Strap'em  up  to  the  next  tree ! 

Bailie.  Gently,  kind  Gentlemen,  I  beseech 
you— there's  no  haste. 

Capt.  T.  How  came  you  possessM  ^f  this  ? 

Frank.  You  will  excuse  my  answering. 

Capt.  T.  Do  you,  Sir^  know  any  thing  of  this  f 
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Bailie.  No,  by  my  toul ! 

Capi.  T.  Gentlemen,  you  are  wuted  for^ 
{Significantly  to  Galbraith,  ftc.)— FU  thank  yott 
to  order  two  sentinels  to  the  door. 

[Exetmt  Galbraith,  M'Stuart,  &e. 

Bailie.  SentiBels  t  sentinels !  what — 

Capt.  T.  I  can  hear  no  remonstranoes—^the 
service  I  am  on,  gives  me  no  time  for  kUe  dis* 
cusaions.-^Come,  Sir — 

Bailie^  O,  very  well,  very  weD,  Sir, — ^You're 
wekbme  to  a  tune  on  your  owii  fiddle^  but  if  I 
don*t  make  you  dance  to  it  before  Fve  done,  my 
iiame*s  not  Jarvie  ! — Gude  save  us! — Arrest  a 
Bailie ! — a  free  fiurgess — a  Magistrate  ! — My 
Conscience ! 

[Exit,  following  Captain  Thornton 
and  Frank. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Clachan  of  Jberfoil—Tke  Inn  on  the  Ufl-^ 
T\oo  Sentinels  parading  before  the  Door — A 
few  miserable^lookingy  low^roofed  Hovels  in  va- 
rious parts  under  the  Craigs^  which  rise  imwie- 
diately  behind  them,  interspersed  with  brush- 
wood, &c.  The  back  of  the  Scene  exhibits  the 
distant  Highland  Country --Part  of  a  House 
conspicuous  near  thejront  on  the  right. 

The  Soldiers  are  reposing  in  groups — their  Arms 
piled  at  the  upper  end. 

detain  Trobkton  enters  from  the  hn. 

Capt.  T.  Corporal,  make  the  men  fall  in— 
these  Gentlemen  must  be  taken  with  us — ^I  cannot 
spare  a  man  to  guard  them  here.  Is  the  Ser- 
jeant on  the  look-out  ? 
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Corp.  Yes,  your  Honour. 

Capt.  T.  Come,  my  lads,  get  under  arms ! 

{The  Men  put  their  Provisions  in  their  Knap- 
sacks j  and  sling  on  their  Canteens). 

—I  cannot  be  mistaken  —these  stranp:ers  must  be 
the  persons  described  by  Rashleigh  Osbaldistone. 
Yet  his  own  relative,  one  would  think,  might 
have  been  overlooked.  No,  no ;  he  is  one  that 
makes  no  exceptions!  The  self-interested  wretch 
that  would  have  first  betrayed  his  country,  and 
now  his  dearest' friends,  .respects  no  tie  of  honour, 
kindred,  or  affi^ction.  Sentinels,  bring  out  your 
prisoners !     . 

'  (The  Sentinels  enter  the  Hut'^At  the  same 
iriftant  a  noise  heard  without,  the  Serjeant 
and  two  Men  dragging  forward  Dougal, 
follotved  by  the  Inhabitants  of  the  FiU 
lage^  consisting  of  Women  and  Children^ 
with  a  very  s^mall  proportion  of  young  Boys 
*  and  old  Men^  evidently  infirm,  and  clad  in 
the  wildest  attire :  they  are  eager  for  the 
safety  of  Dougal,  and  with  d^ciUty  sup^ 
press  their  enmity  to  the  Soldiers). 

Doug.  Oigh!  Oighl 

SerJ.  Bring  him  along  ! 

People.  Oigh !  Oigh !  poor  Dougal ! 

Capt.  T.  Cease  thh  howling,  and  let  the  man 
be  heard. 

Ser/.  Wecatight  this  fellow  lurking  behind  the 
Inn,  Captain — he  confesses  to  have  seen  Rob 
Roy  within  half  an  hour. 

Capt.  T.  How  many  men  had  he  with  him, 
•fellow,  when  you  parted  ? 

Doug.  She  cannot  just  be  sure  about  that. 

Capt.  T.  Your  life  depends  upon  ypur  answer 
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— How  many  rogues  had  that  outlawed  scoun- 
drel with  him  ? 

Doug.  Not  above  half  so  many  as  there  are 
here  now. 

Capi.  T.  And  what  thieves*  errand  were  you 
dispatched  upon  ? 

(Dou£aI  looks  about  him^  as  beset  with  doubt 
ana  difficulty). 

•—Speak,  rascal^  instantly  I  I'll  not  give  you  time 
to  hatch  a  lie— what  errand  ? 

Doug.  Just  to  see  what  your  Honour  and  the 
red  coats  were  doing  at  Aberfoil. 

{^t  this  time  Frank  and  the  Bailie  arrive  in 

front). 

Bailie.  Mercy  on  us!  if  they  hav'n*t  gripp'd 
the  poor  creature  DougaK  Captain,  Til  put  in 
bail,  sufficient  bail,  for  that  Dougal  creature. 

Capt.  T.  You  know  him  then !  are  interested 
for  his  safety  ? 

Bailie.  He  did  me  a  good  turn  when  I  was 
sore  beset,  and  I — 

Capt.  T.  Mr.  Jarvie,  you  will  please  to  recol- 
lect, that  for  the  present  you  likewise  are  a  pri- 
soner. 

Bailie.  I  tnke  you  all  to  witness  the  Captain 
refuse^  sufficient  bail ! — the  Dougal  creature  has 
a  good  action  of  wrongous  imprisonment,  and  Til 
see  him  righted  ! 

Capt.  T.  Mr.  Jarvie,  unless  you  keep  your 
opinions  to  yourself,  I  shall  resort  to  unpleasant 
measures. 

Bailie.  JMy  Conscience ! 

(//r  this  time  Rob  Roy,  in  his  Highland 
Dress,  but  unarmed^  appears  in  the  bach 
ground,  and  listens  to  the  examination  of 
Doogal). 
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Capt.  T.  Now,  my  friend,  let  us  un^rstand 
each  other— You  have  confessed  yourself  a  spy, 
and  should  string  up  to  the  next  tree— but,  come 
—  if  you  will  lead  hie  and  a  small  party  to  the 
(dace  where  you  left  your  master,  you  shall  then 
go  about  your  business,  and  Til  give  you  Ave 
guineas  earnest  to  boot. 

Do7ig.  Oigh !  Oigh  !  she  cannot  do  that— 
she*d  rather  be  hanged  ! 

Capt.  T.  — Hang*d  then  you  shall  be  ! 

Bailie.  Hanged  \  —  My  Conscience  ! 

Capt.  T.  Corporal  Cramp !  do  you  play  Pro- 
vost Marshal— Away  with  him  ! 

People.  O  hone  I  O  hone ! 

(Corporal  and  Serjeant  seize  Dougal). 

Doug.  Stop !  stop !  I'll  do  his  Honour^s  bi4* 
ding. 

Bailie.  You  will?  then  yop  deserve  to  be 
hanged— Away  with  him,  Corporal  I  Away  with 
him ! 

Capt.  T.  Ifs  my  belief.  Sir,  when  your  own 
turn  arrives,  you'll  not  be  in  so  great  a  hurnr. 

Bailie.  Me  ?  mine  ? — I'm  a  Bailie  !  my  tether 
was  a  Deacon !  would  you  hang  a  Magistrate  i 
— O,  my  Conscience  ! 

Doug.  You'll  not  ask  her  to  gang  further  than 
Just  to  shew  you  where  the  McGregor  is  ? 

Capt.  T.  Not  a  step. 

Doug.  And  the  five  guineas  ? 

Capt.  T.  Here  they  are  ! 

Bailie.  The  Dougal  creature's  worse  than  I 
thought  him  !— a  worldly  and  perfidious  creature! 
—My  father,  the  Deacon,  (rest  be  with  him, 
))onest  man  !)  used  to  say,  that  gold  slew  more 
souls  than  the  sword  did  bodiea^-and  it's  true^-*- 
its  true !  \    ^ 
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Capi.  T.  Mr.  O/sbaldistone,  and  you,  Mr.  Jar- 
vie,  if  loyal  and  peaceable  subjects,  will  not  re- 
gret being  detained  a  few  hours,  when  it  is  essen- 
tial to  the  King's  service— if  otherwise,-  I  need 
no  excuse  for  acting  according  to  my  duty-- (To 
Dougal)  Now,  observe,  if  you  attempt  to  de- 
ceive me,  you  die  by  my  hand  ! 

Bailie.  Lord  save  us ! 

(Here  two  Sentinels  place  themselves  on  each 
side  the  Bailie,  tvho  looks  at  them  fuith 
mingled  anger  and  dismay — the  same  cere^ 
mofiy  is  observed  with  Frank  -  Dougal  leads 
the  Marchy  taking  an  opportunity  to  ex- 
change a  glance  of  recognition  and  under* 
standifig  with  Rob). 
Capt,  T.  March  ! 

(Military  Musicy  which  dies  away  as  the 
Party  gradually  disappear), 

Rob  enters^  and  as  it  ceases ^  Rashleigh  advance^ 
from  behind  the  right  hand  Hut. 

Rob.  Who*d  have  thought  Dougal  has  so  much 
sense  under  that  ragged  red  poll  of  his. 

Rash.  Did  he  act  thep  by  your  direction  ? 

Rob.  Troth  did  he— and  well  acted  it  was  !— 
he*ll  lead  the  Saxon  Captain  up  the  Loch  ;  but 
not  a  red  coat  will  come  back  to  tell  what  they 
landed  in. 

Rash.  And  their  prisoners— my  Cousin,  and 
the  Bailie  ? 

Rob.  They'll  be  safe  enough  while  Pougal's 
with  them. 

Rash.  Perhaps  not.  (Apart). 

Rob.  Fetch  my  claymore  and  rifle,  some  of 
you!  I  must  away. 

fiash»  If  Thornton  lias  been  fool  enough  to  be 
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)e<I  into  an  ambuscade — this  opportunity  shall  not 
be  lost ! 

Eqb,  My  dirk,  and  claymore !  I  must  attack 
these  buzzards  in  the  rear. 

(j1  Bey  runs  into  the  Hut). 

Rash.  A  word,  M*Gregor!  you  told  me  your 
whole  force  was  disposed  to  watch  the  different 
parties  sent  to  surprize  you. 
^  Rob.  I  did ! 

Rash.  How  then  have  you  been  able  to  pro- 
vide  so  suddenly,  for  this  unexpected  party  of 
Thornton*s^  ? 

Rob.  Look  around  you ! 

Rash.  Well  ? 

Rob.  Think  you  any  but  old  men,  women, 
and  bairns,  would  stand  idle  when  King  Jameses 
cause,  or  M*Gregor*s  safety  needed  them  ?  ten 
determined  men  might  keep  the  Pass  of  Loch* 
ard  against  a  hundred — and  I  sent  every  man 
forward,  that  had  strength  to  wield  a  dirk  or 
draw  a  trigger. 

Rash.  Indeed  ! — Move  on  then  ! 

^Rob  looks  towards  the  direction  taken  by  the 
Soldiers — the  Boy  returns  from  the  Hut 
with  his  Dirk  and  Claymore^  which  are 
instantly  sjiatcKdfrom  him  by  Rashleigh)* 

—Now!  now!  Galbraithl  M'Stuart ! 

(The  people  shout— Koh,  seeing  himself  be*, 
trayedf  springs  upon  Rashleigh,  grips  his 
sword^arm^  and  wrenches  the  Dirk  from 
him  -  At  the  same  instant^  Galbraith,  with 
three  or  four  dismounted  Troopers^  enter^ 
and  level  at  Rob— Ae  pauses  -throws 
Kashleigh/roxTi  Aitti,  and  is  darting  off  on 
the  opposite  side,  when  M' Stuart  meets 
htm  in  the  same  manner  /  and  Allan,  with 
infantry y  Jills  up  ifie  bade  ground). 
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Rash.  Now^  M*6r^;or,  we  meet  as  befits  us, 
for  the  first  time. 

Sob.  But  not  the  last!— Oh  villain!  villain  1 
villain  1 

Bash.  I  should  better  have  deserved  that  re- 
proach, when,  under  the  direction  of  an  able 
tutor,  I  sought  to  introduce  civil  war  into  the 
bosom  of  a  peaceful  country ;  but  I  have  done 
my  best  to  atone  for  my  errors.  Galbraith,  let 
him  be  mounted  on  the  same  horse  with  the 
strongest  trooper  of  your  squadron,  buckled  in 
the  same  belt,  and  guarded  on  every  side,  'till 
he*s  safe  in  the  garrison. 

Rob,  There's  a  day  of  reckoning  at  hand! 
think  on*t!-*  dream  on*t!— there's  not  a  red 
McGregor  in  the  country,  but  from  this  time  for* 
ward  marks  you  for  a  traitor's  doom ;—  there*s  a 
day  to  come ! — You  have  not  yet  subdued  Rol) 
Roy! 

Rash.  Away  with  liim  ! 

FINALE^ 

Highlanders  and  Soldiers. 

SMlersS  '''"^"*P»  ^"MoPt  ^'^  "<^  •M  f«ll> 
Highlanders.    McGregor's    )|u„«j 
SoOiiers.  ThellSbber'sr^""^^ 

And  wailing  Clans  shall  bear  his  fcnell— 
Whose  battle  cry, 
Was  "  winordfic!" 

SOLO— JTfl/l^^. 

Guardian  spirits  of  the  brave^ 
Freedom  grant,  the  Chieftain  save ! 

Full  Chorus.    Trampi  tramps  tec. 

BMB  OV  ACT  11. 
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ACT  m. 

SCENE  I. 

A  romantic  Pass^  bordering  the  Locft^^On  each 
side^  precipitous  rocks  ^  A  tracks  winding  along 
the  water*s  edge^  under  the  base  of  the  Moun-* 
tain^  seen  in  tlie  perspective^ 

Captain  Thornton'*  Party  march  m— Frank, 
Bailie  Jarvie,  Dougal,  i^c. 

Capt.  T.  Halt  I  front !  now,  Sir,  you  wish  to 
speak  with  me. 

Bailie.  Yes,  Captain,  I  crave  that  liberty; 
and,  for  the  sake  of  all  concerned,  Tm  sorry  you 
did  not  grant  it  a  full  half  hour  gone  by  ;  but  its 
my  sincere  advice,  for  the  sake  of  your  friends  in 
general,  and  myself  in  particular,  that  you  make 
the  best  of  your  way  back  again  to  a  place  of 
safety  ;  if  you  do  not,  by  the  hand  o'  my  body, 
there  isn't  one  of  us  will  go  home  to  tell  the  tale. 

Capt.  T.  Make  yoursielf  easy,  Sir. 

Bailie.  Easy!  I  can't  Sir;— he'll  have  us  all 
butcher'd  — ("^^ar/^. 

Capt.  T.  As  you  are  friends  of  the  Govern- 
ment, Gentlemen,  you  will  be  happy  to  learn, 
that  it  is  impossible  this  gang  of  ruffians  can 
escape  'the  measures  now  taken  to  suppress  them. 
Various  strong  parties  from  the  garrison,  secure 
the  hills  in  different  parts  :  three  hundred  High- 
landers are  in  possession  of  the  upper,  while 
Major  Galbraith  and  his  Troopers  occppy  the 
lower  passes  of  this  Country. 
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Bailie.  Ah  !  that  sounds  all  very  well ; — ^but, 
ID  the  first  place,  there*8  more  brandy  than  brains 
in  Major  Galbraith  ;  in  the  next,  I  wouldn't  have 
you  place  too  much  confidence  in  the  Highland- 
ers* Hawks  won't  pick  out  hawks*  eyes.  They 
may  quarrel  among  themselves,  and  give  each 
other  a  stab  with  a  dirk,  ot  a  slash  with  a  clay- 
more, now  and  then  ;  but  take  my  word  fbr*t, 
they  are  sure  to  join  in  the  long  run,  against  all 
folks  that  wear  breeches  on  their  hinder  ends, 
and  have  got  purses  in  their  pockets. 

Capt.  T.  [Suddmly  turning  to  Dougal)  The 
route  you  have-  led  us  is  dangerous^  and  there-- 
fore  suspicious. 

Doug.  Dougal  didn't  make  the  road ; — if  gen- 
Hemans  would  travel  better  ways,  they  should 
have  staid  at  Glasgow. 

Bailie.  That  they  should  indeed  ! 

Dotig.  Your  Honour  can't  expect  to  take  the 
red  Gregarach  without  some  danger. 

Baitie.  The  Dougal  creature*s  right  again. 

Capt.  r.  You  dog,  if  you  have  deceived  me, 
I'll  blow  your  brains  out  on  the  s|>ot.-^Yourcau« 
tion,  Sir,  shall  not  go  udregarded  ;  but  we  must 
proceed. 

Bailie.  Proceed!— My  Conscience  !  — there's 
something  devilish  hard  in  being  obliged  to  risk 
one*s  life  in  a  quarrel  with  which  we  have  no  con- 
cern. 

Frank.  I  sincerely  grieve,  that  your  kindness 
for  me  has  led  you  into  perils,  in  a  cause  which 
is  now  so  hopeless  i 

Bailie.  We  may  shake  hands  on*t!  Your 
troubles  will  soon  be  over,  and  I  shall  slumber 
with  my  &ther,  the  Deacon. 

Capt.  T.  Now  my  lads^  forward  I    ' 
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(Helen  M*6regor  appears  on  the  point  of  a 
projecting  rock  with  Claymore  and  Target, 
a  Brace  of  Pistols  in  her  Belt^  and  wearing 
a  man^s  Bonnet  and  Tartan  Plaid). 

Helen.  Hold  there  —  stand  ! 

(Captain  Thornton  starts:  tlie  Soldiers,  who 
have  made  a  step  forward,  instantly  regain 
t/ieir  position). 

— Tell  me  what  you  seek  in  the  country  of  the 
McGregor  ? 

Bailie.  By  the  soul  of  my  father,  it*s  R6h*$ 
wife,  Helen !  there'll  be  broken   heads  among 
us  in  three  minutes. 
.    Helen.  Answer  me !  what  is.  it  you  seek  ? 

Capt.  T.  The  outlaw  rebel  M'Gregor  Camp- 
bell.—Offer  no  vain  resistance,  and  assure  your- 
self of  kind  treatment.  We  make  no  war  on 
women. 

Helen.  Ay,  I  am  no  stranger  to  your  tender 
mercies!  Ye  have  left  me  neither  name,  nor 
fame ;  my  mother's  bones  will  shrink  in  their 
grave  when  mine  are  laid  beside  them  !  Ye  have 
left  me  neither  house  nor  hold— blanket  nor  bed- 
ding --cattle  to  feed,  or  flocks  to  clothe  us— you 
have  taken  from  us  all— all !  the  very  name  of 
our  ancestors  you  have  taken  from  us^  and  now 
you  come  for  our  lives  ! 

Capt.  T.  I  seek  no  man's  life^  nor  would  I 
rashly  lose  my  own* 

Bailie.  Nor  I,  mine  ! 
•  Capt.  T.  You  have  therefore  nothing  to  fear; 
but  aboold  there  be  any  with  you,  hardy  enough 
to  offer  unavailing  resistance,  their  own  bloods 
be  OD  their  ovm  heads  ! — ^A  hundred  guineas  for 
|lob  Roy ! 

Helen.  Fire ! 

Capt.  T.  Forward ! 
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,{The  heads  of  the  Higklamters  appear  ataue 
tlie  Rocks — jivollejf  UJired^  as  Helen  dU- 
appears — The  first  party  of  Soldiers^  led  on 
hy  a  Serjeant y  return  it ^  and  ruskfgrward 
— The  Bailie  at  the  first  discharge  starts 
forward  in  great  alarm^  and  scrambles  up 
a  Rock--  Dougal  at  the  same  instant  at- 
tacks Captain  Thornton,  drives  him  up  the 
Pass^  and  then  ascends  the  Rock  to  assist 
the  Bailie,  amidst  a  scattered  and  occasional 
fire-^The  Drum  and  tlie  Bugle  heard  in- 
cessantfy^^/ts  the  tumult  subsidesin  the  dis- 
tance^ Frank  Osbaldiatone  advances). 
Frank.  The  contest  has  terminated,. and  I  fear, 
fatally  for  the  assailants ;  but  where  lis  my  poor 
friend  ?  I  saw  htm  in  a  situation  of  imminent 
danger,  but  I  trust  no  random  shot  has  confirmed 
(lis  melancholy  prophecy. 

Enter  the  Bailib«  greatly  disordered  $    the  skirts 
of  his  Coat  torn  off  and  ragged. 

Bailie.  My  Conscience ! 

Frank.  Somewhat  damaged,  I  perceive  ;  but 
I  heartily  rejoice  the  case  is  no  worse. 

Bailie.  Thank  you,  thank  you  I  the  case  is 
nothing  to  boast  of;-  they 'say,  a  friend  sticks  a$ 
close  as  a  blister— I  wish  I.  had  found  it  so.— 
{Putting  himself  to  rights).^yfhexi  I  Game 
up  to  this  cursed  country — ^forgive  me  (or  swear- 
ing !«i*»on  no  one^s  errand  but  yours^  Mr.  Os- 
baldistone,  d'ye  think  il  was  fair,  when  my 
foot  slipped,  and  f  Jiung  by  the  loinsto  the 
brandi  of  a  ragged  thorn,  to  leave  me  dangling, 
like  the  sign  of  the  Golden  Fleece  over  the  door 
of  a  Mercer's  shop  on  Ludgale-HiU  ^•-1>*J( 
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think  it  was  kinH,  I  say,  to  let  me  be  shot  at 
like  a  regimental  target,  set  up  for  ball-practice, 
and  never  once  try  to  help  me  down. 

Frank.  My  good  Sir,  recollect  the  impossible 
lity  of  my  sifFording  you  relief,  without  assist* 
ance  ?   How  were  you  able'  to  extricate  yourself  ? 

Bailie.  Me  extricate !  I  should  have  hung 
there  a  twelvemonth,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the 
Dougal  creature ;  he  cut  off  the  tails  o*  my  coat, 
iand  clapped  me  On  my  legs  again^  as  clean  as  if 
I  had  never  been  off  them. 

Frank.  And  where  is  he  now  ? 

Bailie.  Following  your  example,  and  taking 
good  care  of  himself.— He  warned  me  to  keep 
clear  of  that  amiable  lady  we  saw  just  now ;  and 
troth  he's  right  there  again ;  for  Rob  himself 
btand^  in  awe  of  her,  when  her  blood's  up. 

Frank.  Do  you  know  her  ? 

Bailie.  A  devilish  deal  too  well ;  but  its  long 
since  we've  met,  and  its  odds  if  she'll  remember 
me. 

(Two  gr  three  Highlanders  rush  forward,-^ 
Dougal  following) . 

}st  High..  More  Saxons!  whiz  a  brace  o'  ball 
thro'  'em. 


2d  High   Three  inqhes  o'  cold  steel 


Doug.  Hand,  baud  !  they're  friends  to  the 
Gr<*garach 

Bailie.  Yes  !  I  care  not  who  knows  it,  Fm  a 
M'Gregor  I  -We're  both  McGregors. 

(Helen,  followed  by  her  Parly ^  advances 
dowti  the  Poie^  to  a  March), 
Helen.  Engli^men,  and  without  aniia !  that's 
strange,  where  there  is  a 'McGregor  to  hunt  and 
slay. 
Bailie.  (Hesitating/  I^^I  am  vtty  happy «<rex« 
x2 
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ceeding  happy — to  have  this  joyful  opportunity ~ 
4  hem !— this  joyful  occasion  of  wishing  my  kins- 
man Robin's  wife— a — a  — 

(She  looks  at  him  mtk  great  contempt). 

—a  good  morning! 

Helen.  Is  it  so  ? 

Bailie.  You  have  forgotten  me,  Mrs.  Helen 
Campbell ;  but — 

Helen.  How !  Campbell  1  my  foofs  upon  my 
native  heath,  and  my  name  is  McGregor. 

Bailie.  Mrs.  McGregor,  1  beg  pardon  —  I  would 
criive  the  liberty  of  a  kinsman,  to  salute  you. 

Helen.  What  fellow  art  thou,  that  dare  claim 
kindred  with  our  clan,  yet  neither  wear  its  dress, 
or  speak  its  language  ? — Who  are  you,  that  have 
the  tongue  and  habit  of  the  hound,  yet  seek  to 
shelter  with  the  deer  ? 

Bailie,  Why,  my  mother,  Elspeth  Macfarlane, 
was  th^  wife  of  my  father,  Nicol  Jarvie^she  u'as 
the  daughter  of  Parline  Macfarlane,  and  Maggy 
Macfarlane  married  Duncan  M^Nab,  who  stoed 
in  the  fourth  degree—  •* 

Helen.  And  doth  the  stream  of  rushing  water 
acknowledge  any  relation  with  the  portion  that*8 
withdrawn  from  it  for  the  mean  domestic  use  of 
those  that  dwell  upon  its  banks? 

Bailie.  Perhaps  not ;  but  when  the  summer*s 
sun  has  dried  the  brook,  it  would  fain  have  that 
portion  back  again.  I  know  you  hold  us  Glas- 
gow people,  cheop;  but,  lord  help  you,  think 
what  a  figppe  I  should  cut  with  my  poor  bare 
thighs  in  a  kilt,  and  gartered  below  knee — my 
Conscience  I — I  have  I^n  serviceable  to  Rob  as 
I  am,  and  might  be  more  «o,  if  he*d  leave  his 
evil  ways,  andnot  disturb  the  King's  peace. 

fieten.  YeSi  ypu^  and  such  as  you,  would  have 
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us  hewers  of  wood,  and  drawers  of  water.  YouM 
have  us  find  cattle  for  your  buiquets,  and  sub- 
jects for  your  laws  to  oppress^  and  trample  on  i 
but  now  we  are  free— free  by  the  very  act  which 
left  us  neither  house  nor  hearth,  food  or  coverin^^ 
— which  has  bereaved  us  of  all — all  but  vengeance  1 

Bailie.  Don't  speak  of  vengeance! 

Helen.  I  will  speak  on't.  I  will  perform  it — 
I  will  carry  on  this  day's  work  by  a  deed  that  shall 
break  all  bonds  between  McGregor  and  the  Low«. 
landers — Here  !  Allan,  Dougal,  bind  these  Sas* 
sanachs  neck  and  heel,  and  throw  them  in  the 
Highland  Loch,  to  seek  for  their  Highland  kiu^ 
folk! 

Bailie.  My  Conscience !  Lord  help  us  ! 

Doug.  To  be  sure,  her  pleasure!  should  be 
done. 

Bailie.  Nay,  nay. 

Doug.  But  they  are  friends  of  the  Chief,  as  I 
can  testify,  and  came  on  his  assurance  of  weir 
come  and  safety.  .  , 

'Helen.  Dog!  do  you  dispute  my  commands! 
should  I  order  you  to  tear  out  their  hearts,  and 
place  them  in  each  other*s  breasts,  to  see  which 
there  could  best  plot  treason  ag^nst  M'Gregpc^ 
—  would  you  dispute  my  orders  ? 

(Distant  voices  are  heard  singing  the  burthen 
of  the  Lament). 

«— Hark!  Hark!  what  means  that  strain  ? 

{An  cTnotion  of  alarm  visible  in  the  Highm 
land  Group  —  Helen  becomes  m^re  agi- 
tated as  the  sounds  approach). 

Helen.  Why  is  this  ?  why  a  Lament  in  the 
pQQinent  of  victory  ? 
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knter  Robert^  Hamish,  and  a  Party  qf  High- 
landers, with  hvLK^TKU  the  Minstrel. 

—Robert,  Hamish,  where's  the  McGregor  > 
where'8  your  father  ? 

("TTte  young  men  intimate  his  Captivity)^ 

Ah!  Prisoner!  taken  prisoner!  then  M*Gregor 
dies !— Cowards/  did  I  nurse  you  for  this*  that 
you  should  spare  your  blood  on  your  father's  ene- 
mies— ^that  you  should  see  him  prisoner,  and 
come  back  to  tell  \t\—{Sud^ly  /a Frank)  Your 
name  is  Osbaldistone  ? 

Frank.  It  is, 

flelen.  Rashleigh  ? 

Frank.  No;  Francis. 
,    Helefi   That  word  has  saved  you. 

Frank.  Francis  is  my  cousin ;  but,  for  what 
cause  I  am  unable  to  divine^  he  is  my  bitterest 
enemy. 

Helm.  VW  tell  you  the  cause.  You  have  un- 
consciously thwarted  him  in  love,  and  in  Ambition. 
He  robbed  your  father's  house  of  Government 
^papers,  to  aid  a  cause  which  he  has  this  day  de- 
serted,— and  by  his  treachery  has  my  husband 
fallen:  Dare  you  carry  fi  message  to  these  blood- 
hounds, from  the  wife  of  your  friend  > 

Frank.  I  am  ready  to  set  out  imm^iately* 

Bailie.  So  am  I. 

Helen  No,  you  must  remain,  I  have. further 
.pcfsusion  for  you. -r  Bring  forth  the  Saxon  Cap- 
tain! 

Frank.  You  will  be  pleased  to  understand,  ,that 
I  came  into  this  country  on  your  husband's  in^ 
vitation,  and  his  assurance  of  aid  in  the  reco^ 
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very  of  those  papers  you  have  just  now.  men-* 
liotiM  ;  and  my  companion,  Mr.  Jarvie,  acconr^ 
paniec!  me  on  the  same  errand. 

Bailie.  And  I  wish  Mr.  Jarvie's  boots  had 
been  full  of  boiling-water,  when  he  drew  them 
on  ibr  siidi  a  damnable  purpose. 

Helen.  Sons,  you  may  read  your  father  in 
what  this  youn^  man  tells  us, — wise  only  when 
the  bonnet^s  on  his  head,  and  the  sword  is  in  his 
hand.  He  never  exchanges  the  Tartan  for  the 
broad  cloth,  but  he  runs  himself  into  the  miser* 
able  intrigues  of  the  Lowlanders,  and  becomes 
again  their  agent,  their  tool,  their  slave! 

(Captain  Thornton  is  led  oh). 

—But  enough  of  this.  Now  mark  well  my  mes- 
sage—If they  injure  a  hair  of  the  McGregor's 
head  ^  if  they  do  not  set  him  at  liberty  within 
the  space  of  twelve  hours,  I  will  send  them  back 
their  Saxon  Captain,  and  this  Glasgow  Bailie, 
each  bundled  in  a  plaid,  and  chopped  into  as 
many  pieces,  as  there  are  checks  in  the  Tartan. 

Bailie.  Nay,  nay,  I  beseech  you,  send  no 
such  message. 

papL  T.  Tell  the  Commanding  Officer  to  do 
his  duty,  Sir!  If  I  have  been  deceived  by  these 
artful  savages,  i  know  how  to  die  for  my  error, 
without  disgracing  the  King  I  serve,  or  the  coun- 
try that  gave  me  birth.  Bid  him  not  waste  a 
thoogbt  on  me.  I  am  only  sorry  for  the  poor 
fellows  who  have  feUen  into  such  butcherly 
hands. 

Bailie.  Whist!  are  you  weary  o'  your  life  ?  Q, 
Mr.  Osbaldistone  1  yovCll  give  my  service,  &ilie 
Niool  Jarvie^s  service,  a  Merchant  and  a  Magis* 
trate  o'  Glasgow^  and  tell  them  there  are  some 
honest  men  here  in  great  trouble^  ^  and  like  to 
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come  to  more;  and  the  very  best  thing  they 
can  do  for  the  good  of  all  parties,  is  just  to  let 
J{ob  loose  again,  and  make  no  more  stir  about  it. 
Helen.  Remember  my  injunctions ;  for,  as  sure 
as  that  sun  shall  sink  beneath  the  mountain,  my 
words  shall  be  fulfilled.  If  I  wail,  others  shall 
wail  with  me;  —  there*s  not  a  Lady  in  the  Lennox, 
but  shall  cry  the  Coronach  for  tnem  she  will  be 
loth  to  lose;— there^s  not  a  Farmer  but  shall 
sing,  Weel  awa*  over  a  burnt  barn-yard  and  an 
empty  byre;— there's  not  a  Laird  shall  lay  his 
head  on  the  pillow  at  night,  with  the  assurance 
of  being  a  live  man  in  the  morning. — Conduct 
him  on  his  way. 

{She  signs  to  one  of  her  People --The  Bailie 
takes  leave  o/*  Frank,  and  he  departs) » 

*^NoW|  AUaster,  the  Lament]  the  Lament ! 

LAMENT.  . 

O  hone  a  rie !  O  hone  a  tie ! 
Before  the  sun  has  sunk  to  ref^f. 
The  (urf  will  lie  upon  his  breasU 

O  hone  a  rie !  &c. 
The  pride  of  ail  our  line  deplore^ 
Brave  M'GregoY  is  no  more ! 

O  hone  a  rie !  &c.^ 

(She  sinks  in  grief  upon  the  Rock  in  front — 
The  Highlanders  droop  their  heads^  and 
tean  on  tlieir  arms^  while  the  Lament  is 
sungr^at  tketlasej 
Bob.  {Heard  without).  Gregaracht 

DovoAL  rxtishes  in. 
Doug.  Rob!  RobRoyl 
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Rob  Roy  follows,  and  is  received  in  the  arms  of 
Helen,  with  a  wild  and  exulting  shout  from  the 
Highland  Party — The  Bailie  exhilarated  to  the 
highest  pitch  of  joy  from  the  deepest  despondency. 

Helen,  McGregor  ! — ^husband  !— life  ! 

Bailie.  But  how !  how  did  you  slip  their  clutches, 
Rob? 

Rob*  Passing  the  ford  of  Avondow,  Ewan  of 
Briglands  cut  the  belt  that  bound  us,  and  I  ducked, 
and  dived  down  the  river,  where  not  one  trooper 
in  a  thousand  would  have  dared  follow  me. 

HeUn.  And  hbw  fell  you  within  thdr  grasp  ? 

Rob.  By  htm,  who  has  placed  a  brand  where 
he  swore  to  plant  the  olive— RaAhleigh  OsbaldU 
stone.  But  were  he  the  last  and  best  of  his 
name,  may  the  fiend  keep  me,  when  next  we 
meet,  if  this  good  blade  and  his  heart's  blood  are 
not  well  acquainted. 

Bailie.  Well,  there  are  as  many  slips  between 
the  throat  and  the  gallows,  as  there  are  between 
the  cup  and  the  lip-^Tm  like  a  dead  man-restored 
to  life  ! 

Rob.  Drink,  lads,  drink,  and  be  biythe ! 

(Dougal  passes  about  Horn  Cups  and  Cans^-* 
The  Music  strikes— The  Bailie  shakes  hands 
with  Rob,  who  pledges  him  with  cordiality 
— The  Group  form  themselves^  and  dance 
the  Highland  Fling  during  the  Chorus-^ 
TAe  Bailie,  enraptured  at  his  escape  from 
danger f  joins  the  Dancers). 

CHORUS  AND  DANCK 

Ro/s  Wife  of  Aldivalk)ch^  • 

Roj's  Wife  of  Aldivalloch, 

We  can  be, 

As  biythe  as  she, 
Daocing  now  the  Highland  walloch ; 
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Drink  and  dance,  and  etng  vi'  gke^ 
Joy  can  never  mak  us  weary ; 

Rob  is  frae  the  sodger  free, 

And  Helen  she  has  fand  her  dearie ! 
Roy's  Wife,  &c. 


SCENE  II. 

fUld  Scenery  in  the  Neighbourhood  ofjfberfoil. 
Enter  Fbakk  Osbaldistonb. 

Frank.  I  fear  I  have  dismissM  my  ^ide  too 
early.  Every  step  I  have  taken. since  his  depar- 
ture, renders  my  way  to  Aberfoil  more  intricate. 
The  twilight  darkens  rapidly,  and  each  succeed* 
ing  moment  the  surrounding  objects  wear  a  dif- 
ferent feature,  changeful  as  my  fortunes. 

SONG— Frank. 

O !  life  is  like  a  summer  flower, 

Blooming  but  to  wither  ; 
O  love  is  like  an  April  hour, 

Tears  and  smiles  together. 
And  hope  is  but  a  vapour  light, 

The  lo vcr*s  worst  deceiver ; 
Befoi^  him  now  it  dances  bright. 

And  now,  His  gone  for  ever  1 

O  ioy  is  but  a  passing  ray, 

Lovers'  hearts  beguiling ; 
A  gleam  that  cheers  a  winter's  day, 

Just  a  moment  smiling  ; 
But  tho*  in  hopeless  dark  despair. 

The  thread  of  life  may  sevier. 
Yet  while  it  beats,  dear  maid  I  sivear. 

My  heart  is  thine  for  ever ! 


\ 
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Enter  Sir  Freixbrick  Vernon  and  DianAj  who 
are  muffled  in  Horsemen^ s  Cloaks. 

Sir  Fred.  Soho  I  Friend,  whither  go  yon  ? 

Frank.  To  Aberfoil :  Can  you  direct  me  ? 

Sir  Fred.  Turn  the  projecting  rock  on  your 
left,  and  the  village  lies  before  you. 

Frank.  I  thank  you ;  in  return,  let  me  advise, 
if  you  travel  northward,  to  wait  till  the  passes  are 
open-*there  has  been  some  disturbance  in  this 
neighbourhood. 

Sir  Fred.  We  have  heard  so;— the  soldiers  had 
the  worst,  had  they  not  ? 

Frank.  Yes  ;  but  in  another  quarter,  the  Out- 
law, called  Rob  Roy,  has  been  captured. 

Sir  Fred.  Know  you  not  Rob  Roy  has  again 
escaped? 

FVank.  Escaped  !  I  rejoice  to  hear  it !  that 
circumstance  will  at  once  secure  a  friend  of  mine 
from  danger,  and  prevent  my  being  detained  by 
a  commission  with  which  I  was  entrusted  in  his 
behalf. 

Sir  Fred.  Who  are  you  ?  what  is  your  name  ? 

Frank.  My  name  can  be  of  little  consequence 
to  an  utter  stranger. 

Diana.  Mr.  Francis  Osbaldistone  should  not 
sing  his  favourite  airs,  when  he  wishes  to  remain 
concealed. 

Frank.  Miss  Vernon !  at  such  an'hour,  in  such 
a  lawless  country ! 

Sir  Fred.  Now,  Diana,  give  your  cousin  his 
property,  and  waste  no  further  time. 

Diana.  But  a  moment.  Sir;  but  one  moment, 
to  say  farewell. 

Sir  Fred.  Remember,  'tis  your  last. 

Frank.  Our  last! 

Diana.  Yes,  dear  Frank ;  there  is  a  gulph  be- 
k2 
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tween  uS— a  gulph  of  absolute  perdition-^Whcre 
we  g6,  you  must  not  follow— What  we  do,  you 
must  not  share  in.  Take  from  my  hand  these 
eventful  papers^— poor  Scotland  has  lost  her  free* 
dom^  but  your  father's  credit  will  at  least  be 
restored, 

Frank.  And  is  there  no  way  in  which  I  may 
be  allowed  to  show  my  gratitude  ? 

Diana.  Alas  !  none  i  adieu !  be  happy ! 

SONG— Diana. 

Forlorn  and  broken-hearted, 

I  weep  my  last  adieu  ! 
And  sigh  o!er  joy  departed, 

That  time  can  ne'er  renew. 

Farewell !  my  love,  I  leave  thee, 

For  some  far  distant  shore, 
Let  no  fond  hope  deceive  thee^  ' 

We  pari  to  meet  no  more ! 

Tbo'  grief  may  lon^  oppress  thee, 

Yoar  iovs  I  II  ne'er  r^ign ; 
My  latest  sigh  shall  bless  thee, 

My  last  sad  tear  be  thine ! 

Farewell  I  my  love,  &c. 

\_Ex^uM  separately. 

SCENE  IIL 

Mrs.  M'Alpinb**  Hut. 

Bailie  Jar  vie  discovered  at  the  Table. 

Bailie.  Well,  after  the  fatigue  it  has  been  my 
lot  to  suffer  this  blessed  day,  a  oapo*brandy  does 
no  harm.  My  cousin  Rob  is  bringing  up  his 
family  to  an  ill  end :  and  as  for  my  cousin  Helen! 
My  Conscience !— (rfnwA*)  Thank  Heaven^  I 
shall  soon  leave  this  doleful  country. 
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Enter  Rob  Roy. 

«— Rob  again !  why,  the  man's  like  a  bogle,  a 
ghost ! 

Bob..  'Twas  business  that  made  me  follow  you 
80  quickly,  Bailie,,  and  business  waits  for  no  man 
—there  is  the  payment  I  promised  you — Never 
say  a  Highlander  belied  his  word. 

Bailie.  YouVe  an  honest  man,  Rob— that  is, 
you've  a  sort  of  honesty— a  kind  of— Rob,  you're 
an  honest  rogue. 

Rob.  Come,  come,  take  your  money,  and  your 
cup,  and  say  no  more  about  it. 

Bailie.  Well,  here's  your  health,  and  my  cou- 
sin Helen's,  and  your  two  hopeful  sons,  of 
whom  more  anon  [drinks).  As  to  Helen,  her 
reception  of  me  this  blessed  day,  was  the  north 
side  of  friendly,  that  I  must  say. 

Rob.  Say  nothing  of  her,  but  what  is  befitting 
a  friend  to  say,  and  her  husband  to  hear. 

Bailie.  Well,  well,  we'll  let  that  flea  stick  by 
the  wa' ;  but  I  must  tell  you,  your  sons  are  as 
Ignorant  as  the  very  cattle  you  used  to  drive  to 
market. 

Rob.  And  where  was  I  to  get  them  teachers  ? 
Would  you  have  me  put  on  the  College- gate  of 
Glasgow,  ''  Wanted  a  Tutor  for  the  Children  of 
Rob  Roy,  the  Outlaw  ?" 

Bailie.  Why,  not  exactly  ;  but  you  might  have 
taught  them  something. 

Rob.  I  have — Hamish  can  bring  down  a  black-^ 
cock  on  the  wing,  with  a  single  bullet;  and  his 
brother  drive  a  dirk  thro'  a  two  inch  deal  board; 

Bailie.  So  much  the  worse ;  but  I  have  been 
thinking,  Rob,  to  take  them  'prentices;  (Rob 
starts  angrily)  and  I'll  give  you  back  your  two 
hundred  pounds  for  the  satisfaction* 
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Bob.  What!— a  hundred  thousand  devils !~ 
the  sonsof  M^Gregor^  weavers!  I'd  sooiier  see 
every  loom  in.  Glasgow,  beams,  traddles,  and 
shuttles,  burnt  first  in  hell  fire  ! 

Bailie.  My  Conscience  !— well,  you  needn't 
grip  your  dirk,  as  tho'  you  were  going  to  drive 
it  through  me  t  I  am  not  a  two- inch  deal  board. 

Rob.  Give  me  your  hand— You  mean  well, 
but  you  press  over  hard  on  my  temper.  Consider 
what  I  have  been,  and  what  1  am  become ;  above 
all,  consider  that  which  has  forced  me  to  become 
what  I  am. 

JEnter  Fbancis  Osbalqistone. 

IVani.  Ah  !  McGregor  and  Mr.  Jarvie— both 
safe! 

Rob^  Ay,  and  like  to  keep  so— the  worst  hour 
is  past. 

Bailie.  It  has  left  behind  it  plenty  of  sore 
bones  ^  but  a  man  mustn't  expect  to  carry  the 
comforts  of  the  Salt-market  at  his  tail,  when  he 
comes  visiting  his  Highland  kinsfolk. 

Rob.  {jlside  to  Frank)  Your  father  is  now  in 
Glasgow— send  the  packet  to  him,  by  Mr.  Jarvie. 

Frank.  My  father !— how  knew  you  this  ? 

Rob.  Dispatch  your  business,  and  follow  me— 
You  shall  see  the  moonlight  on  the  mountain— 
You  shall  hear— 

Bailie.  What  ? 

Rob.  The  night-bird  scream  ! — will  you  listen 
to  her  bodings— now  the  mist  is  on  the  brae,  and 
the  spirit  of  the  Gregarach  walks  !— but  I  for^t! 
you  mean  kindly— Farewell,  Cousin— farewdl— 
(shakes  hands  with  the  Bailie,  who  is  much  affected). 
I  would  speak  with  you  alone — ^follow  me  towards 
the  Loch. 

iEait^making  a  sign  of  dispatch  to  Frank* 
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Bailie.  What  did  Rob  say  > 

Frank.  Something  Gonoerning  these  papers. 

Bailie.  Ey  I— Papers!  why,  by  the  son  ot  my  fa* 
ther,  Rob  is  an  honest  I — Stay !  (Frank  tears  open 
thepacket). — Here*s  Mr.  Owen's  list— ^'Catch'em 
and  Whittington  706,"  delightful !— *'  Pollock 
and  Peelman  2— 8— 7"— Exact— "  Grubb  rfnd 
Grinder"— right  to  a  fraction  !  Lord  save  us, 
what's  this?  ''Will  of  Sir  Hildebrand  Osbal- 
distone,  in  favour  of  his  nephew,  Francis  ? — 
— My  Conscience ! 

Frank.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Bailie.  True^  as  Pm  a  Bailie  ! 

Frajik.  This,  then,  was  the  cause  of  Rashleigh's 
unrelenting  hatred. 

Bailie.  No  matter — weVe  got  the  stufi,  praise 
be  blest !  We've  got  the  stuflf ! 

Frank.  Mr.  Jarvie,  I  entrust  these  documenta 
to  your  care,  as,  henceforward,  the  sole  agent  of 
my  Father's  concerns  in  Scotland.  Take  some 
repose,  and  set  forward  early. 

Bailie.  Sole  agent !  Mr.  Osbaldtstone  {bwoing) 
I'll  not  affect  to  disclaim  having  done  my  best  to 
deserve  the  favours  of  my  friends  in  Crane-AUev, 
London;  or,  that  the  recompense  will  not  oe 
highly  advantageous  to  Nicol  Jarvie,  Merchant 
and  Magistrate,  of  the  Salt-market  in  Glasgow, 
— but,  I  trust,  you'll  say  as  little  as  need  be,  dF 
our  pranks  here  among  the  hills; — the  Members 
of  the  Town  Council  mightn't  think  it  creditable, 
for  one  of  their  body  to  fight  with  a  red-hot  poker, 
or  to  hang  dangling  like  an  old  scarecrow,  over 
a  potatoe  garden. 

Frank.  Fear  nothing.  Sir,  on  that  score. 
Your  kindness  deserves,  and  shall  receive  every 
expression  of  the  most  grateful  sentiments;  but 
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let  me  beg  of  jou  to  lose  no  time  in  returning 
home. 

Bailie.  That  you  may  swear ;  and  the  next 
time  you  catch  me  out  o*hearing  o*  St.  Mungo's 
bells,  may  Rob  Roy  sleep  with  his  ancestors^ 
and  I— marry  his  widow!  — My  Conscience ! 

[^Exeunt  on  opposite  sides. 

SCENE  IV. 

Distant  Fiew  of  the  Banks  of  the  Loch. 
Enter  Rashleiqh  and  Jobsos,  in  great  alarm. 

Rash.'  Am  I  ever  to  be  pestered  with  these 
coward  fears  ? 

Job.  For  Heaven*s  sake.  Sir  !  if  you  kill  hie  I 
must  speak.  Except  our  own  people,  we  are  en- 
tirely unsupported ;  the  Government  forces  are 
all  withdrawn. 

Rash.  Poh !  for  that  very  reason  we  shall  not 
be  suspected— on  that  very  circumstance  alone, 
we  might  build  our  surest  hope.  This  ruffian  will 
not  now  suppose  it  possible  he  is  watched,  and 
least  of  all  by  me.  Did  you  overhear  their  con- 
ference in  the  hut  ? 

Job.  Partly. 

Rash.  And  you  are  sure  my  cousin  is  in  posses- 
sion of  the  packet  ? 

Job.  Certain. 

Rash.  Does  he  accompany  that  foolish  Magis- 
trate to  Glasgow  ? 

Job.  I  think  not :  fearing  to  be  surprized,  I 
withdrew  some  paces  from  the  hut,  and  crouched 
in  the  deepest  shade — presently  I  saw— (/fe  looks 
rawid  terrified) — 

Rashs  Saw  who  ?         ' 
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Job,  (In  a  mbdued  t,(me)  Rob  Roy !  In  a  few 
minutes  Mr.  Frank  joined  him,  and  they  walked 
away  hastily  towards  the  Loch-~ 

Rash.  To  meet  Diana  and  her  Father  in  the 
Caye.  Well,  let  them  meet— FU  wait  till  McGre- 
gor and  his  Band  depart,  then  spring  upon, 
and  crush  them  in  Ihe  very  nest  where  their  ve- 
nom was  engendered.  Did  you  place  Wingfield 
in  the  track,  to  prevent  the  retreat  of  Sir  Fre- 
derick and  the  proud  dame  hts  daughter  ? 

Job.  I  did,  Sir,  exactly  as  you  directed^  and  all 
the  rest  are  within  call —Hush !  hark ! 

(Dougal  Ii0s  ^ddenly  appeared;  he  instantly 
falls  flat^  throwing  at  the  same  time  his 
Plaid  entirely  over  him^. 

— ^s  I  live  and  breathe,  I  heard  a  step  I 
Hash.  The  echo  of  your  own  footfall. 
Job.  No,  no  1  as  I'm  an  honest  man— that  is, 
as  Fm  a  sinner-— I  beseech  --I  implore  you  to  quit 
this  place.  / 

Rash.  Never,  till  my  purpose  is  accomplished. 
Death  alone  shall  defeat  it.  Curses  on  the  chance 
that  brought  him  to  Diana's  presence,  that  ever 
brought  him  to  my  father's  house!— but  I  will  not 
suffer  singly;  the  disappointment  and  misery 
they  have  inflicted  upon  me  shall  be  shared  by 
them,  in  all  its  bitterness — Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Lancib  Wingpiblb. 

Lancie.  Word  has  passed^  that  the  Highland- 
ers are  preparing  to  move. 
^  Rash,  hose  not  a  moment— Remember,  if  there 
be  lives  sacrificed  in  the  business  we  are  upon, 
your  evidenca^  must  justify  the  act,  as  necessary- 
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to  the  subjuf  *  ^^n  of  treason.    Now,  be  resolute 
and  be  silent. 

^Exit  Rashleight  followed  by  Lancie  ani 
Jobson.  Dougaf  looks  after  them  from 
beneath  his  Plaid, — rises  cautiomly  and 
follows. 

SCENE  V. 

The  Cave,  the  mouth  at  the  upper  end  opening  to 
tlie  Loch^  and  opposite  Mountains. --The  Moon 
rising,  illuminates  the^  distant  Scenery,  and 
part  of  the  mouth  of  the  Cave. 

Enter  Rob  Rot  and  Fkakk. 

Bob.  Let  me  now  speak  of  my  own  concerns  : 
my  kinsman  said  something  of  my  boys,  that 
sticks  in  my  heart,  and  maddens  in  my  brain  ; — 
'twas  truth  he  spoke,  yet  I  dared  not  listen  to 
it — ^'twas  fair  he  offered,  yet  I  spurned  that  offer 
from  very  pride.  My  poor  bairns  !  Vm  vexed 
when  I  think  they  must  lead  their  father's  life. 

FranL  Is  there  no  way  of  amending  such  a 
life,  and  thereby  affording  them  an  honourable 
chance  of 

Rob.  You  speak  like  a  boy  ! — Do  you  think 
the  old  gnarled  oak  can  be  twisted  like  the 
green  sapling  ?  Think  you  I  can  forget  being 
branded  as  an  outlaw— stigmatized  as  a  traitor — a 
price  set  upon  my  head,  and  my  wife  and  family 
treated  as  the  dam  and  cubs  of  a  wolf?  The  very 
name  which  came  to  me  from  a  long  and  noble 
line  of  martial  ancestors,  denounced  as  if  it  were  a 
spell  to  conjure  up  the  devil ! 
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.  JWmi^.  Rdy  on  k,  the  pro9c»ntion  of  your 
name  and  family  is  considered  b^  ihe  English  as 
a  most  cruel  and  arbitrary  law. 

Rob.  Still  it  is  proscribed ;  and  they  shall  hear 
of  my  vengeance,  that  would  scorn  to  listen  to 
the  story  of  my  wrongs.— They  shall  find  the 
name  of  McGregor  is  a  spell  to  raise  the  wild 
deyil  withal— Ah  !  God  help  me  I  I  found  deso- 
lation where  I  left  plenty— I  looked  east,  west, 
north,  and  souths  and  saw  neither  hold  nor  hope, 
shed  nor  shelter, — so  I  e*en  pulled  the  bonnet 
o'er  my  brow,  buckled  the  broad  sword  to  my 
side,  took  to  the  mountain  and  the  glen  —and 
became  a  broken  man  !  -*But  why  do  I  speak  of 
this  ? — TTis  of  my  children,  of  my  popr  bairns  I 
have  thou^t,  and  the  thought  will  not  leave  me. 

F^ani.  Might  they  not,  with  some  assistance^ 
find  an  honourable  resource  in  foreign  service  ? 
if  such  be  your  wish,  depend  on  its  being  grati* 
fied. 

Rob.  (Stretching  one  hand  to  Frank,  and  passing 
the  other  across  his  eue)-^!  thank^  I  thank  you — 
I  could  not  have  believed  that  mortal  man  would 
again  have  seen  a  tear  in  McGregor's  eye.  We'll 
speak  of  this  hereafter^^we'U  talk  of  it  to  Helen— 
but  I  cannot  well  spare  my  boys  yet — the  heather 
is  on  fire. 

Frank.  Heather  on  fire  1— I  do  not  under* 
Stand. 

Rob.  Rashleigh  has  set  the  torch— let  them 
that  can  prevent  the  blace — (March  heard)^^ 
Ah !  they  come— then  all's  well ! 

Frank.  P  comprehend— (Seeing*  Me  approach 
of  the  Highlanders) ^^£h^  clans  are  assemblings 
and  the  defection  of  Rashleigh  has  but  hastened 
this  long-expected  insurrection. 
l2 
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(The  McGregor  Highlanders  enter,  Hamish 
and  Robert  directing  their  movements^^ 
Helen  confers  with  Rob  Roy^. 

Rob.  Have  you  seen  Diana  and  Sir  Frederick 
oh  their  way  ?  (j4pari). 

Helen.  I  have. — Stranger,  you  came  to  our 
unhappy  country  when  our  bloods  were  chafed, 
and  our  hands  were  red—- excuse  the  rudeness  that 
gave  so  rough  a  welcome,  and  lay  it  on  the  evil 
times,  not  upon  us. 

Rob.  Helen,  our  friend  has  spoken  kindly,  and 
profFerM  nobly— our  boys— our  children-*- 

Helen.  I  understand;  but,  no,  no;  this  is 
not  the  time  ;  besides,  I, — no— no — I  wi  1  not— 
cannot  part  from  them. 

Frank.  Your  separation  is  not  required —leave 
the  country  witji  them. 

Helen.  Quit  the  land  of  my  Sires  !— never  ! 
Wild  ds  we  live,  and  hopeless,  the  world  has  not 
a  scene  that  could  console  me  for  these  rude 
rocks  and  glens,  where  the  remembrance  of  our 
wrongs  is  ever  sweeten'd  by  the  recollection  of 
our  revenge. 

Frank.  McGregor.? 

Rob.  She  says  truly ;  *twas  a  vain  project — 
We  cannot  follow  them-^^ahnot  part  with  the 
last  ties  that  render  life  endurable.  Were  I  to 
lose  sight  of  my  native  hills,  my  heart  would  sink, 
and  my  arm  would  shrink  like  fern  i*the  winter's 
frost.  No,  Helen,  no— the  heather  we  have 
trod  on  while  living,  shall  bloom  over  us  when 
4ead! 

(Helen  throws  herself  into  his  arnifi). 

Frank.  I  grieve  that  my  opportunity  of  serv- 
ing those  who  have  so  greatly  befriended  m^ 
is  incompatible  with  their  prospects  and  desires. 
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'  Rob.  Farewell !  the  best  wish  M'Gr^or  can 
give  his  friend  is,  that  he  may  see  him  no  morei 

Helen.  A  mother's  blessing!— for  the  only  kind«t 
ness  shewn  for  years  to  the  blood  of  M*Gregor— ' 
be  upon  you  !  Now,  farewell  '—Forget  me,  and 
mine  forever ! 
.   Frank.  Forget !   Impossible  ! 

Helen.  All  may  be  forgotten  bot  the  sense  of 
dishonour,  and  the  desire  of  vengeance. 

Rob,  No  more — strike  ! 

{March — The  Highlanders  file  through  the 
mouth  of  the  Oive— Robert  and  Hamish 
McGregor  stretch  forth  their  hands  to 
Frank,  as  they  pass  in  the  March  j  Helen 
and  Rob  Roy  each  take  leave  of  him  with 
cordiality  and  regret^  and  exeunt). 

Frank.  What  a  wayward  fatd  is  mine!  My 
father's  peace  of  mind  is  happily  restored^  biit 
mine,  with  Diana,  is  for  ever  lost ! 

(Rashleigh  appears  at  the  back  of  the  Cave^ 
and  seeing  Frank,  conceals  himself). 

What  noise  ?  surely  I  heard — No,  they  have  left 
me! 

{The  Boats  are  seen  passing  the  Loch  with 
the  Highlanders). 

—They  are  passing  the  Loch— I  shall  see  them 
no  more ! 

Diana  Vernon  and  Sir  Frbdbrick  rush  in^ 
greatly  alarmed. 

Diana.  Gone!  McGregor— Helen— our  friends 
gone  ! 

Sir  Fred.  Embarked  already!  then  my  course 
is  ended ! 

Frank.  Amazement !  Diana  Vernon,  and*^ 
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Diana.  Her  father!  her  unhappy,  faer  wretched 
Cither  !  Oh  Frank  t  we  are  beset  by  enemies  on 
•very  side ;— the  only  path  by  which  we  could 
escape,  is  guarded. 

Frank.  No  danger  shall  befal  you  here. 

Sir  Fred.  Do  not  involve  yourself  in  my  fate- 
protect  my  child,  but  leave  me  to  suffer ;  I  am 
familiar  with  danger^  and  prepared  to  meet  it — 

Rashlbigh  aduances. 

Rash.  Meet  it  then  here. 
jtll.  Rashleigh  ! 

(Diana  turns  from  him,  to  her  Father'' s  arms). 

Rash.  Ay,  I  come  to  repay  the  various  obliga* 
tions  conferred  on  me  by  my  friends. — {He  beck^ 
ons  on  Lancie  Wingfield,  Jobson,  fefc.  cffc.) — Ap- 
prehend Sir  Frederick  Vernon,  an  attainted  trai- 
tor, Diana  Vernon,  and  Francis  Osbaldistone, 
aiders  and  abettors  of  treason. 

Frank.  Rashleigh,  thou  art  too  a  great  villain 
for  words  to  speak  thee. 

Rash.  I  can  forgive  your  spleen,  my  gentle 
cousin^ it  is  hard  to  lose  an  estate  and  a  mistresa 
in  one  night.  Take  charge  of  your  prisoners— 
if  my  conduct  displeases  you,  I^dy,  thank  your 
minion  there. 

Frank.  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

Rash.  'Tis  false  I  in  love,  in  ambition,  in  the 
paths  of  interest,  you  have  crossed  and  blighted 
me  at  every  turn.  I  was  bom  to  be  the  honour 
of  my  father*shouse— I  have  been  its  destruction, 
and  disgrace — my  very  patrimony  has  become 
yours ;  out,  if  you  ever  live  to  possess  it,  the 
death«curse  of  him  yoii  have  thus  injured,  stick 
to  it !— Ah  ! 

Rob.  Gregarach! 
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(Rob  darts  in,  and  confronts  Hashleigb^  toko 
instantly  levels  a  Pistol  at  him — it  flashes 
in  the  pan— Highlanders,  led  by  Dbugal, 
appear  at  the  mouth  of  the  Cm;e— -Raah- 
leigh*8  party  shout  ♦•  Rob  Roy  T'  and 
€lefend  themselves,  merely  to  effect  their  re^ 
treat,  Dougal  attacking  Lancie,  &c.  &c.) 

Rob.  Now  ask  mercy,  for  your  bovlVs  sake ! 
Rash.  Never  {-^{Standing  on  his  guard). 
Rob.  Claymore  !  die,  traitor,  in  your  treason  ! 

{Short  and  rapid  combat^^ReMeigh  falU^ 
and  is  caught  by  Dougal,  who  returns  at 
the  moment,  and  by  signal  from  Rob,<tf 
borne  ^— Helen,  with  Females,  enter 
towards  the  close  of  the  tumult,  and  Bailie 
Jarvie  runs  on  confused).     ^ 

Bailie.  Gude  save  us  I  what's  here  to  do !  I 
fear  I've  lost  my  way. 

Frank.  Mr.  Jarvie !  I  thought  you  were  on 
the  road  to  Glasgow. 

Bailie.  So  did  I ;  but,  troth,  the  whisky  has 
deceived  me— My  Conscience  ! — to  think  of  a 
Magistrate  losing  his  head,  and  losing  his  horse 
too !  A  little  man,  called  Jobson,  dismounted 
me  just  now  in  a  trice,  and  gallop*d  off,  as  though 
my  cousin  Helen  herselfwasatbis — (i9eef  Helen) 
— My  Conscience ! 

Sir  Fred.  Brave  Highlander!  you  have  saved 
more  than  my  life— you  have  preserved  my  honourt 
You,  young  man,  have  proved  yourself  worthy  of 
my  child,  and  to  you  I  give  her.  But  whence 
this  unexpected  aid  ?  I  surely  saw  the  boats  de- 
part.—(To  RobO 

Rob.  With  half  my  band,  no  more.  Dougal 
overheard,  and  fortunately  apprised  me  of  Rash- 
leigh*s  intentions,  and  I  kept  up  th«  appearance 
which  decoyed  the  villain  to  his  own  snare. 
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Helen.  (To  Frank)  By  Sir  Frederick  Vemon*s 
means  your  Father's  house  has  been  preserved ; 
that  consideration  mttst  induce  his  honourable 
mind  to  confirm  the  gift  you  prise,  and  endea^ 
vour  to  obtain  from  the  Government  a  remission 
of  the  law,  in  favour  of  a  noble  enemy.  (Pointing 
to  5inFrederick). 

Rob.  We  shall  rejoice  in  your  happiness, 
though  we  may  not  share  it.  If  in  such  mo* 
inents,  you  ever  think  upon  McGregor,  think 
kindly— when  you  cast  a  look  towards  poor  old 
Scotland,  do  not  forget  Rob  Roy  ! 

FINALE. 

Pardon  now  the  bold  Outlaw, 

Rob  Roy  McGregor,  O I 
Grant  him  mercy,  genlles  a', 

Rob  Roy  M^Gr^Bfor,  O ! 
Ijet  your  hands  and  hearts  Bgree^ 
Set  the  Highland  Laddie  free-— 
Mak  US  sing  y/fV  niuckle  glee, 

Rob  Roy  M'Gregor,  O! 

Frank*    Long  the  state  had  doomM  his  fa', 
Rob  Roy,  &c. 
Still  he  spuro*d  the  hatefo*  law, 

Rob  Roy,  &c. 
Scots  can  for  their  country  die, 
Ne'er  from  Britons'  foe  they  flcSe, 
A*  that's  past  forgct-^forgie, 
X,  Rob  Roy  McGregor,  O I 

Chorus.    Pardon  now,  &c. 

Diana.    Scotland's  fear,  and  Scotland's  pride, 
.    .     Rob  Roy,  &c. 
Your  award  most  now  abide, 

Rob  Roy,  &c, 
Lang  your  favours  ha'  been  nine, 
Farours  I  will  ne'er  restgn*-*^ 
Wdcome  then  for  aKtd  long  syne^ 
RobRoyM'Gregor,  Ol 

CkoruM.    Pardon  now.  See. 

TUEJSNO;- 


tFdniHbf  l).lf«MiUia,l 
'  Street,  CvrcBtGwdtn.     { 
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